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A HOLESOME IDEA. 

I)ulc^)omumy Acacia Hoad, 
U'ppen. Tootington. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^Now that all our 
men and women of light and learning 
have finished their brilliant suggestions 
for the erection of a memorial to William 
Shaespeare, may I come -very humbly 
forward with a proposal of my own? 
The ^eat idea has been to collect sub- 
scriptions, and with th^ raiae something 


in the nature of a monument to our 
Bard of Avon. Sir, I advocate the 
exact opposite. With great ^ deference 
I suggest that the memorial should 
take the form of a very^ very deep 
hole. In this hole to be buried all 
Shakspeare-Baoon controversial litera- 
ture, and aU those persons who try (for 
some occult reason known only to them- 
selves) to prove that Bacon wrote Shak- 
SPEAEB. The hole ^en to be covered 
with a very heavy granite slab, firmly 


cemented down round the edges. I do 
believe the Poet’s shade would appre- 
ciate this far more than any towering 
pinnacle. “A Constant Reader.” 


Crioeet News a ia Franoaisb.— “ A 
Birminghan les Australiens ont jou6 
un match centre Wanvickshire. Le 
howling des Australiens 6tait excellent, 


aussi Wanvickshire fat out pour IB"* 
alors aue les Australiens marquLV’ 


alors que les Australiens marquLy’ 
162 runs pour quatre crickets.” 
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INDEPENDENCE DAY.” 

(A memory of July the Fourth.) 

Elthemia ! Had the Fates designed 
To T^eaye our mortal webs in one ; 

Had Love, notoriously blind, 

Not let his bandage come undone ; 

I tremble even now to think 
How my career, with yours united, 

Might have sustained a horrid kink 
And been irrevocably blighted, 

^Ye met. My callow heart embraced 
What I regarded as a sign 
Of dawning literary taste 
Fit to respond, almost, to mine ; 

You had the right artistic bump, 

The tact (I said), the intuition 
That apprehends a poet’s hump 
During the pangs of composition. 

You may have had. I don’t suggest 
That youthful judgment read you wrong ; 
You would, no doubt, have done your best 
To help me through my throes of song ; 
Rather my scorn is levelled at 
The hollow hopes a lover nurses 
Who dreams that such a type as that 
Would tend to lubricate his verses. 

I ’m wiser now. I ’ve come to Icnow 
The kind that holds your writing hand 
And smooths your brow and munnurs low : 

“Poor darling ! How I understand ! ” 
They don% of coui'se ! They cannot see 
(Their minds are built with this hiatus) 
How one revolts from sympathy 
When wrestling with a rhyme-afflatus. 

Well, well, Euphemia, I am weaned 
From what was once a poignant pain ; 

And bless his eyes who intervened — 

The broker-man from Mincing Lane ; 

He won your hand, good honest soul. 

And if it still persists in stroking 
His flabby paw, or polished poU, 

I doubt if that disturbs his broking. 

“ Why have these thoughts just now occurred 
It is July the Fourth, my dear, 

The day on which he spoke the word 
Into your pink and willing ear ; 

And there is not, I dare to say, 

^ A free-born Yank across the tide who 
Keeps up his “ Independence Day ” 

With purer, holier joy than I do. 


0. a 


We are glad to read in the Post Office Circular that the 
Royal Humane Society “have awarded an Honorary Testi- 
monial, on vellum, to George Hargreaves, Auxiliary Town 
rostman at Lancaster, in recognition of gallant conduct on 
ms part in ^ving a child from drowning, in a mile-race at 
certain whether it was the postman 
or the child, or both, that tos, or were, engaged in the said 
mil^race at the tiine, hut if the child took part in this aq uatic 
contest, with or without the postman, we think that a mile 
.was t^long for it, and that the attention of the S.P.C.O. 
shpuld be drawn to the episode. 


MR. SWINBURNE'S NOVEL. 

Literary gossip-mongers will not have failed to note the 
piquant announcement in a recent number of the Athenceum 
that Mr. Swinburne is shortly about to publish a prose romance 
entitled Love's Cross Currents, satirising certain characteristics 
of modern society. By the exercise of that clairvoyant antici- 
pation for which he has long been famous, Mr. Punch is able 
to present his readers with an extract from an early chapter 
of this momentous work, supplemented by a brief scenario of 
its enthralling sequel : 

“ Basil Windrush, the most inexpressibly non-respectable 
Guardsman who had ever established the unequivocal supe- 
riority of intrepid self-assertion over moral excellence, was 
now at the supreme turning-point of his exorbitantly intricate 
and incomparably fervent career. Of fearless courage and 
herculean strength, he had also aU tender and exquisite 
quahties of breeding, and all courteous and gracious instincts 
of kindness. His Apollonian lineaments recalled the superb 
beauty of his grandfather, Lord Mimram. His slejider feet 
and hands were a living proof of his descent on his mother’s 
side from Lady Sarah Medwin, the Cindeftella of the Restora- 
tion. He rode like a Centaur, he swam like an inspired 
conger eel, his dancing would have driven Taglioni delirious 
with insupportable envy ; and his moustache, undulating in 
an ambrosial curve and diffusing an atmosphere of sustained 
and aromatic ecstasy, was pronounced by no less distinguished 
an authority than the German Emberor to be amongst the 
noblest achievements of capillary landscape gardening. 

''Basil was beautiful and beloved: impendous to the 
malodorous calumnies exhaled by the porcine public, serenely 
indifferent to the rancid homage of professional sycophants. 
But still his lot was not one of unmitigated felicity. The 
elementary rules of Bridge had always presented to him 
insupierable difficulties, and now, after a year’s unintei'rupted 
and disastrous losses, it was borne in upon him that he was 
no longer worthy of association with messmates of such 
infinitely superior skill. With lightning promptitude he 
took his decision and acted upon it ; sent in his papers, com- 
posed his wiU in tetrameter gaUiambics, and de^spatched an 
intimation to the Morning Post that tlie morganatic marriage 
arranged between Captain Basil Windrush of the Grenadier 
Guards and Lady Vivien Leycester would shortly take place.” 

So much for Mr. Swinburne’s own liand. We may carry 
on this fascinating romance, one of the gems of the Putney 
&hool of Fiction, which began with Aijlwhi, by the follow- 
ing crude summary : — 

Exasperated to an incredible pitch of fury l>y the odious 
insinuation that she would consent to undergo the ignominy 
of any matrimonial tie, however lax, Lady Vivien seeks 
refuge in a Vegetarian Sanatorium kept by the notorious 
bigamist Dr. La^ithoim Black, Revived and exhilarated by 
the treatment which she there receives, iMdy Vivien elopes 
with Ih\ Black to his marine pavilion on tlu‘ shores of the 
Great Salt Lake, where on the thirteenth anniversary of 
their elopement they are married in the Mormon I'emple. 

It is doubtful if,^ even in these days of lurid narrative, 
anything more convincing and curdling than Mr. Swinburne’s 
romance has seen the light. It will, we need hardly add, be 
dedicated to Mr. Wato-Dunton. 


The Westmhister Gazette, after giving an account of a 
collision hetwe^^ a leopard and a small engine on the 
Victoria Falls Bri(^e, adds the following statement: “Sir 
Lharles Metcalfe, Bart., consulting engineer to the Rhodesia 
Kaiiways, Liimted, contemplates the fixing of two medallions, 
A? ^ n bridge, representing Dr. Livingstone 

and Mr. Cecil Rhodes. Comment wonld be invidious. 




THE OHAUFFEUB AT THE GATE OF PAEADISE. 

p!.ord Windsor stops the motor traffic in Hyde Park from four to seven p.m.] 
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“PRIDE IN THEIR PORT, DEFIANCE IN THEIR EYE.” 

^uny Ivt Patriotic, Briton. “ I say, ’Enrt, ’ere oome some of these foreigners that ’s oyer ’ere for ’Enley. Just let ’s put 

OUR BACKS IN IT, AND SHOW ’EM WOT THE BRITISHER OAN DO ! ” 


THE MAGIC H»S. 

(A Society Story of U'p-to-date Diablerie, m Three Parts.) 

Part IH. 

‘‘You implied just now,” said the voluble stranger, as the 
train glided out of Bond Street Station, “that, even should 
any further disaster overtake Hipperholme, the talisman given 
to him by his Guardian Fairy could safely be depended 
upon to extricate him. That was a very natural assumption 
on your part, and in the main a perfectly correct one. Under 
ordinary circumstances, it is a matter of common knowledge 
that a fairy is fully a match for the average fiend. But such 
calculations are always liable to be upset by some trivial 
accident which it is totally impossible to foresee. As Haroid 
was soon to discover : 

“ He was at a .brilliant evening party given by a certain 
peeress who shall be nameless, at her magnificent mansion 
in Park Lane. The Society craze last season, as I daresay 
you recollect, took the form of Parlour Games— an intellectual 
pastime for which Harold had a natural aptitude, and in 
- which he easily held his own against the very smartest of 
the Smart Set. That night he outshone even himself, and 
Lady Ioilia (who with her father, the Earl, was of course 
among those invited) was the pleased recipient of many con- 
gratulations on the gentlemanly deportment and ready wit 
displayed by the object of her choice. At last, after repeated 
triumphs, he was required to submit himself to a test 
compared with which all previous ones were child’s play. 
He had to leave the room while the rest^ of the company 
settled among themselves what celebrated historical character 
on what particular occasion he was to represent, and it was 
for him to guess, if he could, from the cryptic remarks 


addressed to him by each of the players in turn, whom they 
supposed him to be. Yery possibly you have] played this 
game yourself ? ” . . . 

\I had — and had not found it particularly exhilarating, 
though I did not consider it necessary to say so.] 

“Well, Hipperholme came in, and 'brought all the powers 
of his mind to bear on the problem — ^but for once he found 
himself completely baffled. Nothing they said affordedjhim 
the faintest clue. 

“ ‘I must admit, my lords, ladies, and gentlemen,’ he owned 
at length with a genial frankness, ‘ that I ’m rather up the 
stick this time. I ’m really afraid I must ask you to assist 
me a little by giving me just the slightest ’int ! ’ . • . 

“He knew what he had done, but he was not seriously 
perturbed — the talisman would get him out of it as usual, 
and instinctively his fingers sought his watch-chain. Judge 
of his horror when he found that the crystal locket was no 
longer there ! He searched his waistcoat pockets in vain — 
it was not in either of them ; [he had lost it somehow ! 

“‘Just the slightest ’int,’ the wretched man repeated 
mechanically, amidst a silence so intense that, had any 
patrician present possessed such a thing as a pin and allowed 
it to drop, it would assuredly have fallen with a sickening 
thud. Fortunately, this was not the case. 

“Hipperholme gazed round the semi-circle in wild despair, 
as he wiped the perspiration from his clammy brow — and 
then he caught sight of a glittering object lying just under- 
neath a gilded sofa. He (Sved for it fi-antically ; with inex- 
pressible relief he recognised his lost ladybird, and, as he'; 
resumed the perpendicular with the talisman in his clutch, 
the conclusion — ‘ erval for refiection ’—fell fi*om his lips, and' 
the intolerable strain was instantly relaxed. 

“ Immediately afterwards it flashed upon him that he could 
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be no other personage but King Harold on the occasion^ 
being hit in the eye by an arrow at the Battle of Hastings 
which proved to be perfectly correct. 

But, even amidst the general applause that greeted tnis 
display of penetration, Hipperholme shivered at the recollec- 
tion of the narrow squeak he had just experienced. 

He had the fastening of the talisman repaired— while he 
waited—at the earliest opportunity, after which he ,felt 
himself once more immlnerable. To be sure there were two 
more * wrong hms ’ to be expected — but, even if they did slip 
out before his marriage with Lady IciLi a, it would not signify 
so long as he 'had the charm at hand— and. he wmuld take 
uncommonly good care not to lose sight of it in futui'e. 

When she w'as once his bride he would be safer still. It 
would take more than a couple of defective aspirates to sever 

them then ! . i i 

“As it happened, during the weeks that remained he was 
never once under the necessity of employing the talisman, a 
circumstance which so increased his sense of security that, 
while arraying himself on his wedding-mom for the cere- 
mony, it occurred to him that he might safely leave the 
locket on his dressing-table. 

“He had always thought it a rather cheap and tawdry 
ornament for a man of his means to wear ; it would be an 
unsightly blot on the magnificence of his attire on this 
momentous occasion; it would not be required, since he 
could hold no conversation with either Lady Icilia or her 
parent until after the conclusion of the nuptials. 

“Still, he would have to say a few words in the vestry 
afterwards — and then there was the drive with his bride 
from the church, and the wedding breakfast. Perhaps it 
would be wisest to avoid aU risks. So, for the present at all 
events, he decided to allow the locket to remain on his watch- 
chain. 

“ The wedding was at St. George’s, Hanover Square, which 
was crowded to sufFocation by persons of rank, commoners 
finding it hopeless to obtain admittance, and the vergers 
being compelled to turn even Countesses away ! 

“ Harold, with Lord Norman Beaucoe as his best man, stood 
by the altar, awaiting the. arrival of the bridal cortege, and, 
as he heard the Society small talk behind him drowning even 
the pealing notes of the organ, his bosom swelled with a 
satisfaction that made him entirely oblivious of the fact that 
he owed the proud position in which he stood to the instru- 
mentality of a fiend. 

“And then— preceded by the choir, and followed by eight 
bridesmaids, all ladies of title and wearing costly diamond 
brooches in the form of tw’O interlaced h’s, the gift of the 
bridegroom — ^Lady Icilia Chilwell came slowly up the centre 
aisle, leaning on the arm of her father, the Earl of Stonistairs, 
and the ceremony commenced : 

‘‘ It was ' conducted by the Bishop of Mumbleborough, 
assisted by several of the minor clergy, and, as the venerable 
prelate, in accents almost inaudible with emotion, dictated 
the responses, the happy bridegroom repeated them in tones 
as Lull as was his heart. ‘To have and to hold,’ quavered 
the good old Bishop — and through the sacred edifice Harold’s 
resonant voice rang out like a clarion call : ‘ To ’ave and to 
’old ! ’ . 

“I can only qualify the result as electrical. Never before, 
perhaps, had that aristocratic fane heard the aspirate treated 
with such appalling irreverence ; the walls seemed to rock, 
strong men grew pale, the very choristers were visibly con- 
cerned, the Bishop was struck' dumb, while Lady Icilu, 
withdrawing her hand from Harold, shrank from hii-n with 
a movement of uncontrollable repulsion. 

“Hipperholme alone preserved bis composure.. He felt 
Jhat he could hardly have dropped two h’s at a more 
nnpropitious moment — but fortunately the matter could 
t.eas^ be set right. How lucky that he had not foUowed 


his first impulse and left his ladybird at home ! He fingered 
the talisman with confidence. 

“To his indescribable dismay it failed him for the first 
time ! He could not believe it at first, could not undenstand 
how such a thing could have happened. And then the 
terrible truth dawned .upon him. It was useless to expect 
the^ talisman to aid him there. Not even a Hairy could 
venture to introduce any additions to the Marriage Service. 
What he had said he had said ! 

“ Lady Icilia had already coUapsed— a mere heap of white 
satin, Brussels lace and orange blossom— into the arms of 
her principal bridesmaid, tbe Earl had_ stepped forward and 
held a whispered colloquy with the Bishop, who seemed to 
agree with him that the ceremony could not proceed, as 
Harold rushed madly from the building, bareheaded, for he 
had resigned his hat to Lord Noraian Beaucoe. ^ And, at the 
moment he gained the portico, and was descending the steps 
into George Street, he heard a malioious snigger, which 
seemed to come from the telephone r/ires overhead, and a 
voice he remembered but too well cjried out with shrill 
derision : ' What did I tell you ? Six of ’em wrong ’uns ! ’ 

“ The Eairy knew more about fiends than he did, after aU. 
They were not to be trusted ! ” 

“ But surely,” I said, as we ran into the next station, “ that 
isn’t the end of the story ? The Fairy couldn’t possibly leave 
bim in such a fix as that. Or why have a Guardian Fairy at 
aU?” 

“You are right,” he said, impressively, patting me with 
approval on the chest; “absolutely right! That is not 
the end. The finale is singular, but satisfactory, as you 
are about to hear. . . . But, bless me, this is Tottenham 
Court Eoad ! I ’m afraid I must bid you farewell, with many 
thanks for your courteous attention. I get out here.” 

' And he did-— so I missed the finale. It was not till I 
reached the British Museum that I missed my pocket-book. 
It contained a cheque for royalties on the American sales of a 
certain work of mine for the six months ending December 31, 
1904, and was for the amount of three-and-fourpence. 

Providentially I had not endorsed it. F. A. 


LITTLE BOY BLUE. 

Oh, little Boy Blue, won’t you blow up your horn ? 

Though we can’t see a sheep, or a cow in the corn ; 

But we ’re waiting and longing, so blow it up, do, 

For these two little sisters, oh little Boy Blue 1 

You ought to oblige us : we ’ve painted you in 
In a full suit of blue, though the colour was thin. 

We have painted you often and know you are true, 

As true as the Fairies, oh little Boy Blue. 

You ’re as true as the Fairies, and bigger than they ; 

And we ’re both of us waiting to liear how you play. 

If you come in your suit we shall know that it ’s you, 

With your hat and your feather, oh little Boy Blue. 

And your lace and your bows, and your shoes with their tips, 
And your hands on the horn and the horn at your lips. 
You needn’t be bashful, although we are two, 

For we ’ll both be polite to our little Boy Blue. 

We have looked for you, Boy dear, and sent you our love, 
•As you sailed, so they said, on a white cloud above ; 

But,* although we had rather you walked here than flew, 
Yon can come as you like, if you ’R only wear blue. 

You can slide on a sunbeam, or ride on a stick, 

Or drop like a lark, but we beg you ’ll come quick. 

If you don’t come to us we shall search the world through 
TiR we find you and keep you, oh little Boy Blue. 

R. 0. L. 
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RAGS, BONES AND BOTTLES. 

{Portrait of a Tradesman, sketched from "Nature.) 


CHARIVARIA. 

Since tlie Odessa Mutiny, the folly of 
not having included the Black Sea Fleet 
in Eozhdestvensky’s Armada is patent 
to the Russian Government. 

In order to avoid service against the 
Japanese several officers in the Moscow 
corps have assaulted peaceable citizens 
in the streets with the express object of 
being arrested and imprisoned, thus 
avoiding being sent to the front. The 
citizens are now begging that an affi- 
davit by an officer to the effect that he 
is desirous of committing such an assault 
may be treated as a sufficient offence. 


It is denied that the official report of 
the Czar’s speech in favour of a constitu- 
tion was inaccurate. It was the speech 
itself which was incorrect. 


Lese-majeste is on the increase in 
German South-west Africa. The natives 
have again defeated the Kaiser’s troops. 


At the Pilgrim Club’s banquet to Mr. 
Whitelaw Reid, a poem by Mi*. Alfred 
Austin was read, but we fancy that 
nothing now can shake the good under- 
standing between England and America. 

Many reasons have been suggested 
for the unpopularity of the Park Royal 
Agricultural Show. For ourselves we 
cannot help thinking that the method 
of announcing the prize-winners is calcu- 
lated to alienate sympathy. The follow- 
ing, for instance, is an extract from the 
awards which strikes one as being some- 
what carelessly framed : — 

PIGS. 

Three Boar Pigs farrowed in 1905 : — 
1. Earl of Ellesmere. 2. T, Simpson 
Jay. 3. Daniel R. Daybbll. 


Mr. Louis Wain has, on two recent 
occasions, addressed letters to the public 
Press on religious and medical topics. 
This bears out a theory we have long- 
favoured, namely, that there is no reason 
at aU why a Comic Cat Artist should not 
also have a higher side to his nature. 


The wife of a fisherman at Heve found 
a gold bracelet inside a cod she was 
dressing for dinner. We presume it was 
a female fish, and that she had begun 
dressing for dinner before she was caught. 

The abolition of the Criterion Bar was 
not, after all, a sign of the times, as 
we were told by the newspapers. It has 
only been removed to another part of 
the building. 

At a recent dinner of the Society 
of Motor Manufacturers, the opinion 


was expressed by a speaker that 
pedestrians were the greatest sinners on 
the road. There is no doubt that they 
have a way of colliding with the cars, 
and not infrequently clogging the delicate 
machinery with pieces of themselves. 


“ Talking in Theatres. Managers 
admit inability to stop it,” was the 
heading of a paragraph in a contem- 
porary last week. This is a great pity, 
for that charming play, If Enfant Pro- 
digue, where nobody talked at all, had a 
marked success. 


Margate has been visited by a French 
deputation, and it is rumoured that, at 
a public dinner, a French speaker 
made a reference to “your beautiful 
town,” which caused great satisfaction. 

It is stated that there are now 100,000 
children attending elementary schools 
in England and Wales who are learning 


to play the violin. Properly organised 
these should form an irresistible force 
for preventing the invasion of their 
country. 

It has not been found possible so to 
draw the Aliens Bill as to prevent Con- 
tinental criminals entering this country 
VIOL Folkestone, Dover or Newhaven, but 
the framers of the Bill trust none the 
less that this class wdll make it a point 
of honour to comply wdth the spirit of 
the Act. 


The Clyde Vale Electrical Power Com- 
pany are, it is announced, prepared to 
furnish motors for rocking cradles. But 
the millennium will not have arrived, 
writes a busy father, until an electrical 
spanking machine is also supplied. 

“ Pigmies in Parliament.” Many 
Members, amusingly, thought that this 
was a novelty. 
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'^PILGRIMS OF THE NIGHT.” 

The magnificent reception and most cordial welcome given 
to iEr. Whitelaw Reh), the recently arrived American Am- 
bassador, on Friday the 23rd June, by “the Pilgrims’’ and 
their guests at the banquet (a snug little dinner-party of 
three hundred convives, held at daridge’s) took place too late 
in that week to be fittingly reported, as the exceptional 
nature of the occasion demanded, by Mr. Punch's special Inter- 
national Representative, who gladly avails himself of the very 
first opportunity offered of giving, in Mr. P.'s immortal pages, 
some account of this most thoroughly successful gathering. 

Claridge’s was the humble hostehie chosen by the gentle 
Pilgrims for their dining-place, and the arrangements 
for the simple meal were admirably made and carried 
out. ^ To feed in perfect comfort some three hundred weary 
Pilgrims (Pilgrims are always weary) and Pilgrims’ hungry 
guests at various di nn er-tables, so that every dinner-table 
should have its own pleasant little party, and aU and sundry 
should eat, drink, and be merry, without slightest cause for 
grumbling, is a triumph for Mr. Harry Brittain, who, 
true to his name, is nothing if not “a thorough one” in 
everj way ; who, though “ with heart and voice ” he, and 
others, may d^lare a fixed determination “ never, never, never 
to be slaves,” yet on this occasion is delighted to become 
a se^'vus servyrum, Q.nd willingly allows himself to be worried 
^t of his dinner in order to attend to his multifarious duties. 
The introductory melon is being discussed and approved of; 
our Secretary does not appear. His chair is vacant. Waiter 
clears away remnants Of melons, and disappears with 
beeretary s portion of the cool, luscious fruit. 

Tke soup is served. Wlien we are half through this, our ' 
becretary, heaumgfy cheerfol, with a bt of telegrams and ' 
papCTs m his hand; md pencils sticking about him, like ■ 
quills upon the fretful porcupine,’ suddenly appears and ' 

takes his seat as he giv^ a sigh of relief. 

His (^st (sympa^etically). Airaid you weren’t coming. j 
Secretary {ch^rfuUy). Loto’t]ungstoseeto-(pZacesaLap ] 
of Tpamrs and tel^ams on to6b)— but shall be able to get a 
mout^ now {Gomrms mouthfvl, appears much restored. « 
At about third mouthful, a foreign -looking hotel -manager ( 
^pers to Urn Secre^ry pauses, refers to papers.) Eh? ( 
Oh, certainly Yes. {Foreign manager at his right hand r 

Reappears Secretary is dbovt to pn-oceed vAh tMrd,rmdhM 1 

»«««. appearing suddenly on the i 
Secretary turns, listens) Eh?— f 
well I rather {Sandy-headed party whispers with x 

•^^^'-^forLec^yJ-llieny- 

vh perhaps I ’d better— I will. ^ ® 

iVecides,evid^ly, on instant action. Jumps up nearly n 
oveHums sandy-haired man, uho disIfpZs am2 I 
so^ waiters, rushes off and is lost to sigU for anoth^ 

F-iseJ course is 

(^ar^ amy; and when the third course is half 
finwhed. Secretary hurriedly returns, ^ t 

0 “'* l 

iKwIcMgetasnack incOTiifort! a o, * r 

poffne which has been forturwtdy pourS'Zf ift® ^ I 

ia settling down to tL ^ 

private entertainment. Secretary stt^ *he Secretary a s< 
anxiously) Eh ? vou rfriT, ’t 7'^!^ round ; then oi 


quails have come and gone, leaving behind them but the 
name on the dainty silken pink, riband whereon the 
n menu is printed. 

^ The foregoing will convey some idea of the pleasures of 
d being a Secretary responsible for everything at a banquet of 
>f three hundred Pilgrims and Strangers, 
e The dinner was well chosen, but not quite up to the 
1 previous one at either the Savoy or the Hyde Park Hotel, I 
- forget which it was. Intended for a spdcialite, the “ Olio ” 
T by any other name would have been a soup. The “Dilice 
i) de J ambon Anibassadrice ” was of course intended as a 
delicate compliment to the Hambassador, which, on the part 
5 of the Hambassadrice, no doubt the Hon. Whitelaw Eeib 
3 thorougUy appreciated. The asparagus was served up with 
i &uce Divine, but there is only one sauce for hot asparagus 
'■ (if in themselves they are perfect), and that is two table- 
^ sp(wnfub of cold water with an eggspoonful of salt in it. 
s This brings out the flavour to perfection. Of course if your 
' asparagus be indifferent, and you depend on sauce for its 
flavour, then I recommend Sauce Divine, or Sauce au diable 
or Sauce it la burette mSlee. ’ 

■ Toast-master commands silence for our Chairman. Hearty 

■ cheering, and Ibrd Roberts drinks to King and President. 
National melodies. After the first toast Secretary Brittain 

^ reads out, clearly and distinctly, kindly telegrams fromPilgrims 
at a distance, including one from Mr. Choate which, needless 
to say, IS received with acclamation. Then Mr. Arthur 
!mi;four, in dulcet tones and well-balanced periods, proposes 
the toast of the evening, to which, after the enthusiastic 
chcCTmg has subsided, Mr. Whitelaw Reid replies in an 
excellent, straightforward speech which makes the whole 
assembly tin. 

_ l^st cm enthusiasm should wax too hilarious and our 
joviality become excessive, the toast-master’s hammer recalls 
us to attention, with a sharp rap (as it were) on our heads, and 
mtorms us that now Sir Henry Irving {loud cheers) will read 
a lew verses, specially composed for the occasion bv the Poet 
Laureate. 

The Danteque figure of our leading tragedian gradually 
dongates itself upwards, and but for a slight stoop indicative 
o the gentle bent of his amiable disposition he stands erect. 
Uur hrst tragediM, or, as he may be correctly described on this 
^sion, our rising actor, had but to make a brief speech of 
his own composition which he intended should serve as an 
mteoductory prologue to the verses of his “ dear and valued 
taend the Laureate. No wonder that he stooped, seeing 
what an almost unspeakable burden had been laid upon hit 
Joiflders. Butmanfifllyhedidit. Printed poem irhan? 
toe author as prompter at his elbow, how could he fail to 

tlie verses 

wondered how he would deliver the line— 


anxiously) Eh? you dWt mean Tw then 


Tke April-sent swallow circling round our eaves.” 

“afttificently! Mounted on the poet’s 
Sf™ . a dear foot, lome 

+r. L annoying their Eves. 

“ oiir H ®®^® ^®’^® turned. In gratitude 

^ containing a 

for our leading tragedian. ^ 

White^ George 

sS’ Hushing honours thick upon him, repre- 

w ^^S™as, tO whlch the nameja of the Hon 

remain AnH on ^ unable to 

end aiid Wtmwf 11.30 the proceedings came to an 
ena, and Wm^w Rehi’s entire company retired to their 
various domiciles. A Big Success i “ “®“ 
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STRICT ! 


Dresamalier, “ And ^youLD you have Leg of Mutton sleeve.s, Madam ? ” 
Customer. “ Most certainly not. I am a Vegetarian ! ” 


NEX\ PLEASE. 

ArroRDiNG to the recent statement 
of a high medical authority, the human 
neck — especially the male variety — is 
gradually lengthening. This is a 
curious biological fact which requires 
investigating, and as a result of careful 
and conscientious observation we have 
been able to trace a few of the causes 
underlying the same. We find in the 
first place that giraffe-like development 
is due to the masculine habit, so largely 
on the increase in recent years, of stand- 
ing fiva or more deep in the endeavour 
to watch cricket and football champion- 
ships and passing spectacles in the 
streets. Careful measurements have 
indicated an average elongation of 
millimetres among the standing public 
at Lord’s and elsewhere after each Test 
Match. Every ‘ ‘ googly ’ ’ and leg-glance, 
therefore, add, however infinitesimally, 
to the general stature, and the Austra- 
lians, in thus helping to elevate the 
Anglo-Saxon race, are bowling and 
batting better than they know. 

The same phenomenon has been noted 
with regard to the Jiahitues of the 


theatre, and especially the frequenters 
of the back rows. It is with pain that 
we allude once more to the Matinee 
Hat and Matinee Hair, but these also 
have undoubtedly helped to bring about 
the vertebral prolongation of the pittite. 
You may at once tell the ardent play- 
goer by his telescopic neck — the result 
of the last ten years of “ picture ” head- 
gear coupled with the true feminine 
instinct that uplifts the otherwise 
grovelling male. In this way even 
Eashion, too, sings an Excelsior to the 
city clerk that comes after and sits in 
her wake. 

Another contributing cause is the 
annual invasion of England by Yankee 
“rubber-necks.” The stolid British 
phlegm has disappeared, and we are 
now chronically in a condition which 
may be described as “agog” — ever 
craning after some fresh excitement, 
and hustling after novelty of the ap- 
proved American type. JSTo bullneck 
can survive that is perpetually twisting 
itself in order to acquire a “sense of 
traffic” in a motor-ridden land. Each 
hoot of the horn startles it still further 
from its coUar-bone. 


• Mr. Carnegie besides has helped on 
the Extension Movement by presenting 
the nation with a Diplodocus whose head 
is poised some thirty feet in front of its 
body. This has caused much envj 
among the devotees of a long drink. 
Collars have been worn two inches 
higher in consequence by the thirstier 
visitors to the Natural History Museum, 
while the wayside inns and laundries of 
the neighbourhood are equally looking 
up. 

Such are, in fine, the causes of the 
present up-grade tendency, which are 
patent to every observer with a head 
upon his shoulders. They were indeed 
foreshadowed long ago by Virgil, when 
with wonderful insight he penned the 
prophetic and remarkable passage, “ Nec 
mom nec requies,'' alluding to the restless 
growth of evolution . W e would fain ad d , 
“to be continued in our necks,” but 
the prospect gets appalling, and we ring 
off, Zig-Zag. ^ 


Cheap ! A Baronetcy for a Pound. — 
Long life and happiness to Sir John 
Pound, Bart., “ J.P.” Chief Magistrate as 
Lord Mayor of London. 


/ 

/ 





A \ 






^^Y<°navisktotU’'OUQourWry’') “Ah Unot,. n 

gncfe. WhT, roH B EAH’I OTVER GOM’ To TELL I !r ’ ^ ^ HAY-MAKrs' IN THI<i V 

============~--^^ I AS YOGVe bin an’ TUENEO EEE OLD-FASninNED WAY. 


JUMBOMANIA. 

(fiy O’ MusiedL Seaetionaru.) 

°Se?eSr ^“'^^^y^amoTired, 

Music of 

“s&safe*™. - 


^ I bdiWd Vi’ ®'^e'“fatuated, 
Now * L "was tbe best ; 

T^’rl? uproar sated 

JUmbo-worsbip wboUy I detest ’ 

T ^ 


By a Iroun nS BedeviUed 

On the Sriekintr ^.^ophones. 
aUed rtf. ® ^ B doated, 

“»'• '>!=••!«« Wd and 
O’er tliA niTTv.Tx-.i_j 1. 


^^&el?f> immersion 

TTo^a I Te striven to unfold 

my conversion ’ 

inegalolatrous campaign, 

T -,1_.T ■, . 


^ “iu«i® Ohopw study 
More of pure essential delight 

*Be muddy 

feea of transcendental blatherskite. ^ 


" — gong. 


n7%®t »*■>>• toSSl 

Oaused a puncture in xnyVpanmn. 


Musing therefore on my former blind- 

X16SS 

I rWT*^® freedom of to-day I 

^ a kindness 

For the morp rt“ "" '9 * 1 ’® astray. 

T^w-rdr^^^®^ 

ine ® ^^^^yand the 


Or pronounce 


^0 longer ci^bMoiA^Ts rtZ’i 


ClubwomS” ii fr“^n “The 

MaU, th™ author Record and 

is not n ®^^T\?Bserves that “woman 

not thp This is 

'any Sed^if d®®® 

does not boat whose husband 

ife anLof • a club?” 

to beat Mm. ^ may want 
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PUNCH AND (THE SUB) JUDy(-CE) SHOW. 

Sir William Butler comes down on tlie War Office. The ex-War Minister doubles up Sir William Butler. 


Souse of Commons^ Monday ^ J une 26. 
— ^Most interesting episode in debate on 
Vote of Censure based on Butler Com- 
mittee Eeport was tbe companionship on 
Treasury Bench, of tbe late Minister of 
War and bis successor in tbe Office. A 
flush of natural pride mantled tbe brow 
of Prince Arthur as be surveyed them. 
One of bis cbarms is innate modesty. 
He is, perhaps, too proud to take pride 
in himself. But in this episode of bis 
Ministerial career be really thinks he has 
made bis mark. One man of something 
exceeding average capacity could have 
discovered St. John Brodriok and, at a 
time of sore peril, put him in charge of 
tbe Army. Another might, in moment 
of inspiration, at a later time have placed 
Arnold-Forster in tbe same supreme 
position. None but Prinoe Arthur coffid 
have discovered both and in succession 
throned them in Pall Mall. No wonder 
that as bis eye fell upon them seated at 
convenient distance on tbe same Bench 
bis glance softened, bis bps murmured 
something that sounded bke benediction. 

As for tbe young veterans, their pleased 
reflections on combined effort during tbe 
last five years at tbe War Office were 
ruffled by contemplation of tbe Report 
of the Butler Oonnnittee. As ARNOip- 
Forster said, with a tear in bis voice 
that evoked a roar of laughter from 
unsympathetic House, 

' ‘ Sir W TLLTAM Butler has not produced 
tbe Eeport tbe Government wished for.” 

On tbe contrary be, or rather bis 


Committee, has been exceedingly rude. 
They have proved Marplots of a design 
calculated to produce tbe fubest measure 
of comfort to the largest number — exclud- 
ing of course tbe British tax-payer, whose 
hard-earned five millions sterling, of which 
restitution was two years ago definitely 
promised by War Office to trustful 








Coaching Crooks in Latin (‘'in pari materiI”)- 
“ These swells, you know, call the place Paree.” 
(Mr. Feir-Hardie.) 


Chancellor of Exchequer, has vanished 
like snow on tbe river. 

Departmental Committee appointed to 
take evidence on tbe matter. It turned 
out to be'of character unprecedented since 
OrimeanWar. This awkward; but publi- 
cation delayed, thing might blow over. 
Then Pubbc Accounts Committee step 
on scene and insist on immediate issue 
of Report and evidence, with conse- 
quence of fulfilling OoM Paul’s historic 
threat to stagger humanity. Opposition 
insist on debating subject through sum- 
mer night. So here we are. 

Unto the Great Twin Brethren 
We keep this solemn feast. 

All seems lost, even honour. But, as at 
the battle of the Lake Regillus, 

Swift, swift, the Great Twin Brethren 
Came spurring from Ihe East, | 

Castor St. John Brobriok from the India i 
Office ; Pollux Arnold-Forster from the 
War Office. Whilst Pollux heinoaned 
the perversity of Butler in not bringing 
in the Report the Government wished 
for, Castor, with fiercer energy, fuUer 
courage, ready to tear the flesh of cap- 
tains, to peck the eyes of kings, dashed 
at his accuser, savagely beating Butler 
about the head. 

In the end it turned out that the late 
Minister for War and his successor, so 
far from being culprits, were martyrs. 
The real sinner was Sir William Butler. 
He was accordingly held up to reprehen- 
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All liail to Sir Augustus Holder, Knight. 


supplementary question, asks whether 
the Unemployed Bill will take prece- 
dence over the Redistribution proposals ? 

“ The questions,” answered _ Prince 
Arthur dreamily, “are not in pari 

“ What ’s lie givin’ iis ? ” growled Mr. 
Crooks to Don’t Keir-Hardie. 

“I fancy,” said the hon. Negative, 
he means that it ’s not in Paris. These 
swells, yon know, call the place Pa^-ee.” 

“Who’s a-talkin’ about Paris?” said 
Mr. Crooks, increasingly angry. “ And 
what does he mean by materia f ” 

“That’s clear enough,” said Don’t 
Ketr decisively. “It’s French again. 
He means ‘material,’ only they don’t 
pronounce the last letter.” 

Mr. Crooks glanced suspiciously in 
the region of Don’t Keir-Hardie’s many- 
hued neck-gear. 

“Don’t you go a-puUin’ my leg,” he 
remarked threateningly. 

“ Who ’s a-pullin’ your leg ?” inquired 
Don’t Keir, not for the moment having 
any tiling more pointed to say. 

This conversation, audibly conducted 
below Gangway, attracted pained atten- 
tion. It is significant of the growing 
restlessness under the Leadership of 
Prince Arthur that disposition was dis- 
played to resent his part leading up to 
the incident. He has, Members say, 
been guilty of infringing various House 
of Commons traditions. He has ostenta- 
tiously withdrawn from his place in 
debate, taking his Party with him. On 
other occasions he has altogether ignored 
sittings of the House. Where it was 
possible he has, in interest of Govern- 
ment business, gagged the Opposition. 
He has systematically declined to en- 
lighten Parliament with regard to his 
personal position on Fiscal Question. 


sion of a scoffing House, to execration night, not a single Ministerialist rose to He has abused the ten minutes’ rule ; he 
of an angry country. The Twin Breth- say a word in extenuation of the Govern- has sneered at C.-B. ; has spoken disre- 
ren exceedingly reticent in their refer- inent, but on division gave them a spectfully of Cap’n Tommy Bowles. - If 
encesto each other. Pollux varies the rattling majority of 74, being the fuU he is going to answer questions in the 
habit by more than once precisely naming possible poll. Latin tongue it is time effective protest 

the date he succeeded to the War Office. “ 0 Gemini ! ” said Prince Arthur, were made. 

Castor and Pollux were one in denuncia- beaming on Castor and Pollux, “and Quod erat demonstrandum,^' says 
tion of Sir William Butler. they want me to dissolve. I think not. Doctor Macnamara, who wasn’t at St. 


Latin tongue it is time effective protest 


“ 0 Gemini ! ” said Prince Arthur, were made, 
beaming on Castor and Pollux, “and '^Quod erat demonstrandum," says 
they want me to dissolve. I think not. Doctor Macnamara, who wasn’t at St. 


“Odd evil fate, for Prince Arthur,” I am not quite certain we shall come Thomas’s School, Exeter, for nothing, 
says the Member for Sark, “ that in a back with a majority of 74. Anyhow, Business Aliens Bill in Corn- 

single Session his blameless Government it wiU do for me to go on with through mittee. 

should find its authority undermined by another year.” Friday night. — Trouble for Prlme 


should find its authority undermined by another year.” Friday night. — Trouble for Prlme 

two officials appointed by as many Depart- Tuesday night — ^A little difficult to Minister has broken out in new, unex- 
ments. But, whereas in Home Rule diffi- shut up Mr. Crooks. In the family pected quarter. Nothing to do with the 
culty Antony MAoDoNNELL^was alluded to circle is understood to have a pretty wit War Office ; no connection with Don 
in debate in almost reverential terms, of his own. Likes to air it on larger Jose; does not touch the fringe of 
William Butter is publicly flogged, platform at Westminster. To-day Prince Empire in India, where George Curzqk 
Wonder if there can be anything in the Arthur, temporarily at least, achieved is growing restive xmder the iron rule 
I personality or position of the two men the apparently impossible. of St. John Brodrick. It is over the 


Resolutions would be brought in. 


Years ago a witty Irishman, R(3NAYNE, 


Aat makes that attitude safe in one Lambert inquired when Redistribution Irish Office the black cloud bursts, 
instance, undesirable in another?” Resolutions would be brought in. Not Years ago a witty Irishman, Rt^NAYNE, 
Business do ^. — ^Vote of Censure on Mr. Crooks’s funeral; but opportunity at the time Member for Cork, scornfully 
Government nmVed in respect of Army of letting his ’omy-’anded brother, en- described the Chief Secretary of the day 
Stores Scandals in South Africa. Curious gaged in less agreeable circumstances, as “ circumnavigating Ireland on an 


thing happened. Through long debate know that he is around not to be outside 


‘ circumnavigating Ireland 


Walter 


going 


beginning in afternoon, closing at mid- [ slighted. So he ups and, by way of I through an analogous process of educa- 




t)rawing-room. A Lady Collector for a Home for Incurable Children has just left, 
the youngest of a large family, mostly hoys), “ What did the lady waht, Mother 

BEGGING FOB PoOR CHILDREN, DEAR.” 
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tion, availed himseK of tke motor 
car. No objectioii to that, but, accord- 
ing to testimony brought forward by 
Irish Members, he has not intermitted 
his educational (motor car) course on 
Sundays. A Protestant Bishop has de- 
nounced him from the altar steps, foras- 
much as his flashing along the high- 
ways on motor cars has interfered with 
the comfort, even threatened the safety, 
of peaceful congregations wending their 
way to their parish church. 

Walter Long says it only happened 
once, and there is no evidence to show 
that his destination was not a place of 
worship in a. distant parish. He also 
hints that his esteemed Chief has him- 
self been fined for riding at a speed in 
excess of statutory limitation. 

“ Ahusus non toTLit usum,^' said Prince 
Aethub, abstractedly dropping into the 
i new habit that proved so irritating to 
Mr. Cbooxs. 

''Erin go Iragh!'' sharply retorted 
Walter Long, not to be out of the 
fashion. 

Here the conversation ended. But it 
has left regrettable traces of strained 
feeling between old colleagues. 

Business done. — ^Miscellaneous. 


LAYS OF A LONDONER. 

St. James’s Park. 

I LOVE the ornamental lake 
Thafclaps St. James’s leafy glades, 
Wliere amorous milkmen daily make 
Frank overtures to kitchen maids. 

And press their individual suits 
Entwined in amorous salutes. 

There sporting urchins pit themselves 
Against the hairy tiddler’s might, 

Till Robert’s swart resounding ‘ * twelves,” 
Approaching, scatter them to flight; 
There pregnant poets stand and scowl 
Upon the artificial fowl. 

I love those green secluded bowers 
Adjoining Storey’s ample gate, 

Paced, it is said, at latish hours 
By anxious Ministers of State, 

While house-cats from the neighbouring 
squares 

Improve the night with native airs. 

For it was there the thing occurred. 
That deepest, earliest romance — 
There first this lonely breast was stirred 
By Lucr’s coy, responsive glance. 

Alas ! what lustres lie between 
Myself and that romantic scene ! 

She stood, a roguish dimpled maid, 

The sunlight playing in her hair ; 

One slightly swollen cheek betrayed 
The brandy ball that lingered there ; 
One hand retained a pink balloon, 

The other hdd a macaroon. 

A hasty word, a melting look, 

Our mutual passion flius began ; 


Her nurse was buried in a book, 

And mine was toying with a man. 
Lightly we stole beyond their view, 

And broke the macaroon in two. 

No tender vows enhanced the scene, 

Yet we were all each other’s own ; 

We played at being king and queen. 
With Earth’s green carpet for our 
throne. 

And growled from visionary lairs, 
Imagining that we were bears. 

For forty minutes all was bliss, 

No sorrow marred our mutual cup ; 
Then something seemed to go amiss, 
And when our nurses hurried up 
They found us both in tears immersed 
Because the pink balloon had burst. 

Torn from her lingering embrace 
And vigorously slapped behind, 

I watched her small pathetic face 
Vanish from sight, but not from mind ; 
Then roared aloud, for oh ! I felt 
The tyrant hand upon my pelt. 

We parted, ne’er to meet again : 

My punctual tears bedewed the grass 
For several weeks, and still the pain 
Of mad regret declined to pass. 

A broken child I used to brood 
Through the long hours ’twixt food and 
food. 

And even now, though borne to man’s 
Estate upon a sea of cares, 

I cannot pass the pelicans 
But longing grips me unawares ; 

The presence of the upland goose 
Sets floods of poignant memory loose. 


MORE JIU-JITSU TRICKS. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^After reading in 
your columns Iyama Terra’s additional 
chapters on Jiu-Jitsu, I am tempted to 
give the public the advantage of two of 
my favourite tricks which I have prac- 
tised many years with unvarying success. 

(1) To protect yourself from a man 
who presents a loaded revolver full in 
your face. 

At first sight it would appear that the 
man with the revolver has the advantage 
over you, but a close study of my method 
of defence will convince anybody that 
the man is reaUy completely in your 
power. 

First, with an adroit movement, catch 
the muzzle of the revolver firmly be- 
tween your teeth. Then with a quick 
step towards your opponent get out your 
matches. Strike one, and set fire to his 
hair. He will of course put his hands 
up to extinguish the flames, and so let go 
of the revolver. He is now at your mercy, 
and you can do as yoq. like with him, 

(2) To protect yourself from a man 
who aims a blow at your face with his 
(flenched fist. 

For the purposes of this trick it is 


I essential that you should be wearing 
heavy boots. In the event of a quarrel 
on the football field you will naturally 
be forearmed, but should you and your 
opponent be playing tennis you must 
tactfully postpone the attack until you 
have changed your shoes. 

The method of defence is very simple. 
As he hits out at your face, and before 
he reaches it, quickly stand on your 
head. He will obviously hit your hob- 
nailed boots, and his fist will suffer. His 
next step will naturally be to stand on 
his head and renew the attack, when 
you immediately resume your former 
position and he again hits your boots. 
This must be continued until your 
opponent is tired. — ^Yours, Eifia Nofo. 


SALIENT POINTS. 

(For the July Sales.) 

0 MAIDENS young and frail, 

If you’d patronise a sale. 

You must eat a solid meal before you 
start ; 

Chip potatoes and a chop, 

At a hasty-luncheon shop, 

Ought to stimulate the muscles and the 
heart. 

You must train for many days, 

For athleticism pays, 

And to follow Miles and Sandow is the 
plan, 

Then projecting life and limb 
In the vortex of the scrim 
You must tackle low, and collar what 
you can. 

Like Boadicea of yore. 

Indifferent to gore, 

With elbow and umbrella you must 
shove ; 

If insensible to pain. 

You ’U eventually gain 
The shining chinas chiffons that you 
love. 

You must gather to your breast 
What you fancy, an(i the rest 
It’s comme il faut to throw upon the 
ground ; 

And the counter you must leap 
On the track of something cheap 
If you can’t find any way of getting 
round. 

In the thickest of the fight 
There ’s no time to be polite. 

And only very little to be rude. 

You ’ll find on “ Remnant Days ” 

You return to nursery ways, 

When your instinct of propriety was 
crude. 

But at length you make your haul. 

And suburbwards you crawl. 
Encumbered by the bargains you have 
bagged, 

And you struggle off to bed 

With a palpitating head 

To sleep the fitful slumber of the fagged. 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 

Monday, June 26. — ^Pretty Mile. DoiwiaA. She looked so forgive him. On this occasion he lived happily through 
neat and sang so sweet as ever did Gretchen-Marguerite. a scene and a half, and then, like Chaeles the Second, only 

Miss E. Paekina without his courteous apology to the crowd about him, he 
/W ^ striking was “ a long time a-dying.” 

/M Siebel, and Mine. m, . a 


dTes nTas ^ Tuesdaij.-Mda. This Operatic Notist present by deputy 
Trot Trralro no frvrcrot Deputy remarks on crowded state of house, on absence oi 
Mile. B-iDEEMEis-ffiR. Royalties, on splendid perfor^nce of Gidseppb V^i’s opera, 
Mr Whitehill de- thirty-four years old and therefore ]ust m its prime, on 
the Y&Tj effective mise-en-scene. especially notable in second 
mention for not ®oene of Second Act, and, to wind up, on the genuine 
■R’,.oT,o>.^fv?Tiff hid enthusiasm of a thoroughly appreciative audience. 

•TTOTno ('wlitfli Tip Ror Signor C.\euso as Radames and MUe. Desttnn as Aida 
T>ii£rbt eadilv have there appear to be no adjectives sufficiently powerful to 

‘no-rm+Tr’a aHirtirntinn Tr» thp. rftjiyTPtt.flhle absence of 


ORrHEE. 

Orpliee — Mile. Gerville-Eeaclie. 
Buridlee played with much point hy 
Mme. Jeanne Raunay. 

sto. As we miss Bauermeister’s 


Anyway, Sam made his mark (0 !), and that ’s enough 


I h pi i- k Ze bv'SLS ;x;;ss"&t;^ ;:dndratffir in thUrei^^^^^^^^ absence of 

II f\ \ l\ ^r,a “irr,Tis” foT Mme. Kiekby Lunn, the pai-t of Amnem is finely rendered by 

I \ k\ ' H '■ w v\ f,- f™' Htu.'I 1^®- OiJTZ^i a name reminiscent of Byronic Olinska and 

I " / \ Mozeppa, dramatised for Astley’s Amphitheatre, reminiscent 

■ wXX It£ ako of H. J. Byronic burlesque on same subject, written 
i>'~ ^V:L.eg r= — fraternity by styling forthateccentric genius “Little Robson,” who sentmentaHy 

n ' ^ himself Signor • n • ru- 7 1 

Orphee. Montebtanco His “Walk m, walk m, walk in, OZi7ia7ta, pray ! 

Orpk^e-Mlle. QerviUe-Eeaclie. g^^cess wiU 0 walk into the garden, ’tis a bright and sunny day, 

Euridiee jiayed with much point hy certainly not at and t-ben burst into a lively, tmieful measure, and an 

Mme. Jeanne Raunay. present be as indescribably nondescript dance which “brought down the 

Mefisto. As we miss Badekmetster’s Marthe, so do we house. ’ . . ^ j- x •nx,T,T,+Tr 

Plancon’s Mefisto, and the absence of these two from the Newly-arrived Signor Samm^co, as my dmcr^t Deputy 
Garden Scene is speciaUy regrettable. However, to pluralise informs me, m^e a big hit as Amormsro, the Black King m 
the old proverb, “What will they do who come after the the game, my roR two names into one? Surely Mm 
TCino* nnd Oueen?” Bv the way, their Majesties were is abbreviated SamweZ, and Marco is Italian for Mam, 'n e6*f-ce 
present, but the House was not by any means overcrowded. pas ? Anyway, Sam made his mark (0 !), and that ’s enough 
“M. Heroid,” says my lady-accom- , - — ' 

done so, we should never have had the 

story, nor this opera. Valentin is lespon- L’Obaoolo; or, A Lor of Trouble down our Street. 

sible for everything ; for the sake of the {As seen at a gUmehy Our Spec^ Operate 

dramatists ' and ■■ composers who have AWoe— -MUe. Donalda; Huo-Qui— Mine. Paulin; Sa7^1aj-—M. . DaJmores; Cini-Fen Sig 

SSS Se i^JKSect we must totti; M-M. Maroou.; Su-Tsin-M. Ooireufi ; Indovino-^ignor Montecucdu. 




L’Oracolo; or, A Lot of Trouble down our Street. 

(As seen at a glance hy Our Special Operatic Artist) 

AWoe—MUe. Donaida; Hiio-gui— Mme. Paulin; SaT^iai— M. jDalmores ; Cinj-Fen-Signor 
Sootti; UiTirSei— -M. Marcoux; Hit-Tsm— M. Ootreml ; Indomno— Signor Montecucdu. 
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for Hm and for ns. Whatever his name be, he has so far dissolnte scamps who helped to prepare the way for the 
evidently succeeded in making a name for himself. Eevolntion which cleared the air and the land at the close 

June *^2S.—Orpliie (not Orfeo), An excellent performance, of the century. A suggested derivation of the now familiar 

Ct; ! — IViTllrt rirriTiTTTTTw TJ-CTAntrni a A ci la +1^0+ +Uia Trr/^T'/a or» rxrr»-nw»1-tT 


I Singing and acting of Mile. GnavnAiJE-R^CHE first-rate. As word is that this select circle were so warmly attached 
■ to costume, Musical and Artistic Assistant supplies illus- to the Regent that they were ready to be broken on the wheel 
trated report. Is this Sigiior Orfeo or Mademoiselle Orphie? (la roue) for him. My Baronite thinks it is a pity they did 
sole. GERVELLE-REACjEE seems to have been undecided, and not aU come to an end justly deserved. In compiUng his 


Mle. GERViLLE-REACjaE seems to have been undecided, and not ali come to an end justly deserved. In compiling his 
to have compoimded by attiring the character in what may be work Colonel Haggled has industriously rooted about the 
described as a Eeache-me-down ” garment. ^ Spectators, garbage gathered by the memoirists, diarists, and letter- 
unfamiliar with the opera, wish to know if this individual, so writers of the age, and has produced a series of piquant 
clothed, represents Orpheus or Eurydiee. All doubt removed chapters which illustrate its lurid, almost incredible wicked- 
by entrance of Euridice, a handsome young lady' with a ness. The State was corrupt from its head to its meanest 
very fine voice. Orphee is to be congratulated on excellent agent ; the hapless people, dumb driven cattle, bearing the 
taste. burden of the cost. The book reveals some gruesome episodes 

Then followed the new One-Act opera by Signor Franco of public and social life in Paris in the heyday of the Bour- 
L^nt entitled L'Oraeolo. A gruesome story, known pre- bons. Colonel Haggard has forgotten, or never learned, much' 
viously as The Cat and the Che^nzh. Opera full of life (also authoritative matter about the Man in the Iron Mask revealed 
death) and action. Music chaiming. It went with a dash since the conjectures of Voltatre, which he accepts as finally 
from start to finish. Performers and composer received solving the mystery, 
hearty applause. Signor Scotti, representing Cim-Fen^ who 

is altogether a bad lot, made a very big hit ; so did Mile. A Lindsay's Love, by Charles Lowe (published by 
Donalda as withM. Dalmoees as her lover San-Lui. T. Werner Laurie in Scotch-plaid cover), purports to be 

Messrs. Maecoux and Coteeuil as the two elders Uin-Sai and an autobiographical account of strange, varied and most 
Hu-Tsin, vdib. Mme. Paulin as Eua-Qui the foolish nurse, romantic adventures prosaically told by a stalwart hot-headed 
completed a rery strong cast. ^ Scotchman possessing small sense of humour, but gifted with 

JNot completed,^ for there remains the American police- a memory for poetic quotations which he has an irritating 
man, who s^s nothing, sings nothing, sees nothing, and does knack of applying as mottoes for the headings of all the 
nothing. He is the very impersonation of Justice blind- chapters. Whether the author assumes a stolid literary 
folded. The scene, representing^ a street in Chinese Quarter, style for the purposes of this story, or whether such style 
ban hrancisco, painted by Al Bruk, is very The be his own, the Baron is unable to determine, and he 

orchestra, conducted by M. Andre Messager, is all that Signor can only describe this book as the work of a “ Wandering 
LE^coTild possibly desire. _ Willie,” gifted with Mr. Wegg’s weakness for » dropping 

More on this subject when next opportunity offers. into poetry,” with the additional faculty of lugging in 

his own pure Scotch, which, to the Baron at least, is as 
Tmntelligible as would be a Maori madrigal. At page 352 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. i 1®’ correctly sums up his own character 

Qrrv TP T- i T I 1 thus, W^hat a fool ! what a fool ! ' I muttered * The 

Snt John Fh^y has spent a long and busy life in ad- Emperor?’ (asks his cousin Market). ‘ Oh no I mean 

mnistermg first aid to the wounded in war. His attention myself,’ I sneered in self-contempt.” f'Hear ’’hear ' ” from 
^s h^n directed less to surgical operations than to the the Baron.) ^ ^ 

Oommssanat department In brief-brevity is forced upon Here is an example of the Scot’s notion of humour 

^posmg ca^o^e of the Undsay has identiifed (as he thinks) the co?pse^of hfs 

lastlhirty-fiveylrsfoLwXnAeSkofii^^^^ S^Tdf^S^S^ce^he^^iSe^^^ 

story. He was in Paris during the rao-e of tho OnTn-mn-nr. i • get anything finer than this as 

and sketches vivid pictures of its dady"" and nightly course Oa:^enter 

Among his compahions was Lawrence Certainly he will not in this book, 

as correspondent of the Times, The two were looking mit (Rer is a muddler and med- 

of a window in the Place Vendbme fascinated bv the horror nf verdict of all who read the book, which, in 

V^ca. As buhetswerfe ;tthi8 tL Cg ty^Mv^oit tioW 
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AVEBURIANA. 

The Test 1L\tch. 

To begin with, wbat is a test ? It is 
a trial of strengtli. The Australians 
met the English at “cricket’s manly 
toil” (ByronJ, to see which were the 
stronger. The English were the stronger. 
May it ever be so ! And yet we mnst 
not forget that the Australians are 
English too, our own kith and kin, and 
so remembering we must not be too 
triumphant. Eor are we not aU of one 
family, differing only over the advisa- 
bility, as I am told, of bowling leg-breaks 
wideof the leg stump, yet not wide enough 
to be penalised by that Aristides of the 
pitch, the umpire ? Oh the little more, 
and how much it is, as the poet says, 
A little more and Armstrono would 
have bowled (hoiTesco ref evens /) a wide ; 
a little less and he would have been, in 
the ropes, in the words of a nephew of 
my own now at school, where language 
is elastic, carted over the ropes. 

The match just finished contains 
many lessons for us aU. Let us look at 
Tyldesley’s two innings — ^how different, 
and how illustrative of the uncertainties 
of life ! In the first innings this gallant 
little Lancastrian, who is, l am told, not 
above five feet eight, in a vain endeavour 
to defend his wicket — ^his honour, as they 
would say in the House of Commons — 
fell to one Laver, a lengthy antipode^ 
who, coming with the team to arrange its 
affairs and pay its bills, is now its best 
bowler : another instance of the unfore- 
seen. So much for Tyldesley’s first 
innings, in which he makes a round 
round 0. But in the second he makes 
— ^what? a hundred — ^the same number 
of runs as of books in the list which I 
once compiled. 

Is there not a lesson here? Nil 
desperandum, never despair. There ’s 
no fault so great that it cannot be 
amended. Second innings, like second 
thoughts, are best. And yet, are they? 
For did not the Hon. F. S. Jackson 
make 144 in the first innings and only 
17 in the second ? Perhaps it is unsafe 
to generalise even to the least extent on 
this most elusive of games. There is 
something curiously interesting about 
the first innings of the English captain. 
He made 144. What does that repre- 
sent ? Twelve times twelve. How odd 
for the captain of an eleven to make 
twelve times twelve I “ The dear and the 
dumpy twelves,” as the poet says. 

Let us look at other members of the 
English team. There is Mr. Fry. Mr. 
Fry has a household name. His Maga- 
zine is read far and wide ; he heads the 
average by many runs. But tall and 
powerful man though he be, he could 
not make as many runs in two innings 
as little Tyldesley in one. Do we not see 



Scene— Light Lumh^ after a Private Function. 

Dyspeptic Oent. “ H’m, I ’ll afeaid we shall have to put a cvbb upon oue appetites.” 
The Goloml (jovially). ‘‘ Well, I intend to put a sit in mf mouth ! ” 


a lesson there ? The race is not always 
to the swift, nor the battle to the strong. 

I remember once playing a litlle 
stump cricket in the Vale of Chamonix, 
and being struck by the littleness of the 
game compared with the majesty of 
those awful peaks. None the less it is 
an admirable pastime, eliciting the best 
of its votaries and subjecting them to 
severe tests of endurance and skiU. A 
long innings can be fatiguing enough 
even when one has someone to run for 
one — as I always do ; what must it be 
when one runs everything oneself ? 
Tyidesley no doubt would teH us were 
he here, which he is not. I remember 
how tired I was in making those 
hundred best books. 

Have you ever thought how interesting 
are cricketers’ names and initials. W. W, 
Armstrong, that is ,a fine name. And 
what does W. W. stand for? They are 
magic letters in Anglo-Saxon literature. 
W n.TTAM Wordsworth, William Watson, 
Walt Whitman — ^to name none others. 
There was also a W. W. Read ; hut that 
obviously should have been Read W. W., i 


an incentive to the study - of one or * 
more of these poets. But Noble — iiowi 
fine a name I M. A. Noble — his veryj 
initials make a man. I note that this i 
cricketer not only bats but bowls, and 
it was he who 'caught out Fry. If I ; 
were not myself I would be Noble or 
Lilley. That is a name of great and 
delicate beauty. “ In the beauty of the 
lilies,” as the poet says. But whose 
name is this ? A peer’s son’s ? No, the 
only peer’s son present is named Jackson. 
A gentleman’s ? No, the gentlemen are 
named Fry and Bosanquet. A mere 
professional then ? Yes. This beautiful 
falls to a mere professional, one 
who does not play merely for his ex- 
penses, but is paid a trifile more. Is there ' 
not a lesson there? Is there mot a 
lesson everywhere ? I once met a county 
cricketer in an hotel at Florence, and we 
walked round the Ufilzi together. I 
forget his name. Ah, well, , “Life is 
real, life is earnest, and the grave is not 
its goal,” but the goal has nothmg to do 
■with cricket. That is a footbffi te^. 
And here I dose. 
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A DOGE POUR RIRE. 

[Addressed to an American gentleman -who recently gave a dinner, 
said to have cost about six hundred dollars a head, in a monstrous 
gondola in the lower courtyard of the Savoy, flooded for the occasion, 
and himg with painted views of Venice.] 

But yesterday an obscure millionaire, 

One of a crowd in lands where such are legion, 
To-day, careering through the realms of air, 

Your name is borne to earth’s remotest region ; 

You have enthralled, by one superb collation, 

The Universal Snob’s imaginaticm. 

Floated upon a four-inch-deep lagoon, 

Recalling Hadria by the help of hoses, 

A mighty gondola was your saloon, 

Embowered amid a priceless line of roses ; 

And on a smaller boat the great Caruso 

Sang, being adequately paid to do so. 

The wave was dyed a pure Italian blue ; 

With pictured palaces the walls were garnished ; 
There stood the Campanile raised anew, 

And all was Venice to the life, re-varnished ; 

Bar ducks and golden fish (exotic creatures) — 

These were original Savoyard features. 

Venice in London ! She was here before. 

But never such a ducal commissariat 
(Three thousand pounds, they teH me, paid the score) 
Staggered the haunt, of London’s proletariat ; 

Never has Earl’s Court (charging for admission) 

Made of itself so loud an exhibition. 

The simpler Doges of an earlier day 

Dropped wedding-rings into the Adriatic ; 

But, though it meant good money thrown away. 

The episode was always most dramatic ; 

They never sank their wealth, as far as we know, 

In your preposterous brand of water-beano ! 

Sir 1 if, with dollars as your leading claim, 

On notoriety you have your heart set, 

It should be easy work to earn a name 

And be a boom in what is called the Smart Set ; 

But why not choose some method (such as charity) 

Less open to the charge of mere vulgarity ? 

Your arts are new to our benighted shores, 

Yet now and then we read a Yankee rumour 

Of some portentous meal like this of yours. 

And say, “We hoped they had a sense of humour ! ” 
Shall that belief, which fond tradition hallows, 

Be drowned in shin-deep imitation shallows ? 

0. S. 

The Envy of the Gods. 

Small G-lrl (to Gotemess). Miss Thompson, have you ever 
taken too much to drink ? 

Governess, Good gracious, child, of course not. 

Small Girl, No more have I. (Touches vx)od.) Unberufen ! 

From the Corh Constitution : — “ The friends of a respectable 
yqnng widow want to get her housekeeping in a respectable 
widower s family; understands her business.” There seems 
a certain want of finesse in this latter statement. 

School-Inspector. Correct the following sentence : “ To pro- 
cure O' pair of boots without squeaking outside London is 
impossible.” 

Pupil (son of heal shoemaTzer), “ To procure a pair of boots 
without squeaking outside London is not impossible.” 

THE SUB-EDITOR’S AUNT. 

“I ALWAYS buy your paper, my dear Horace,” said the old 
lady, “although there is much in it I cannot approve of. 
But there is one thing that puzzles me extremely.” 

“Yes, Aunt?” said the Sub-Editor meekly, as he sipped 
his tea. 

“ Why, I notice that the contents bill invariably has one 
word oscillated to stimulate the morbid curiosity of the 
reader. An adjective.” 

“ Circulation depends upon adjectives,” said the Sub-Editor. 
“I don’t think I object to them,” the old lady replied, 
“but what I want you to tell me is how you choose them. 
How do you decide whether an occurrence is ‘ remarkable ’ i 
or ^ extraordinary,’ ‘ astounding ’ or ‘ exciting,’ ^ thrilling ’ or 
‘ alarming,’ * sensational ’ or merely ‘strange,’ ‘ startling ’ or 
* unique ’ ? What tells you which word to use ? ” 

“Well, Aunt, we have a system to indicate the adjective to 
a nicety ; but ” 

“ My dear Horace, I will never breathe a word. You should 
know that. No one holds the secrets of the Press more sacred 
than I.” 

The Sub-Editor settled himself more comfortably in his 
chair. 

“Yon see, Aunt, the great thing in an evening paper is 
human interest. What we want to get is news to hit the 
man-in-the-street. Everything that we do is done for the 
man-in-the-street. And therefore we keep safely locked up 
in a little room a tame man of this description. He may not 
be much to look at, but his sympathies are right, unerringly 
right. He sits there from nine till six, and has things to . 
now and then. We call him the Thrilloineter.” 

“ How wonderful ! How proud you should be, Horace, to 
be a part of this mighty mechanism, the Press.” 

“I am, Aunt. Well, the duties of the Thrillometeu’ are very 
simple. Directly a piece of news comes in, it is the place of 
one of the Sub-Editors to hurry to the Thrillometer’s room 
and read it to him. I have to do this.” 

“Poor boy. You are sadly overworked, I fear.” 

“ Yes, Aunt. And while I read I watch his face. Long 
study has told me exactly what degree of interest is excited 
within him by the announcement. I know instantly whether 
his expression means ‘ phenomenal ’ or only ‘ remarkable,’ 
whether ‘ distressing ’ or only ‘sad,’ whether ” 

“Is there so much difference between ‘ distressing ’ and 
‘ sad/ Horace ? ” 

“ Oh, yes, Aimt. A suicide in Half Moon Street is ‘ distress- 
_ in the City Hoad it is only ‘ sad.’ Again, a raid on a 
dub in Whitechapel is of no account ; but a raid on a West- 
End club is worth three lines of large type in the bill, above 
Pry’s innings.” 

“Do you mean a club in Soho when you say West-End ? ” 
“Yes, Aunt, as a rule.” 

But why do you call that the West-End ? ” 

“ That was the Thrillometer’s doing. Aunt. He fell asleep 
ovCT a club raid, and a very good one too, when I said it was 
in ^ho ; but when I told him of the next— also in Soho, chiefly 
Italian waiters— and said it was in the West-End, his eyes 
head. So you see how useful the 

Thnllometer can he.” 

“ Most ingenious, Horace. Was this your idea ? ” 

“Yes, Aunt.” 

Clever boy. And have the other papers adopted it ? ” 
“Yes, Annt. All of them.” 

grovnng rich, Horace?” 

No, no. Aunt, not at all. Unfortunately I lack the husi- 
ne^ mstmet. _ Othp pwple grow rich on my ideas. In fact, 
so to from hemg nch, I was going to venture to ask you 
_ m me more about the Thrillometer,” said the old lady 



BUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.— July 12, 1905. 








jTv V/ ' 
' v^/ 






.// 


y 




V,| i;i ; 

'i'i .'ll 




'! ' » ', 




■M0'k 




NOT IN THE PICTUEE. 


ScEjiiE — On shore, during the visit of the British Fleet to Brest, 

Mr. PmfCH {Photographer, suavely, to the Kaiser). *‘JUST A LEETLE FURTHER BACK, PLEASE, SIR 
YOUR SHADOW STILL RATHER INTERFERES WITH THE GROUP.’* 









[GIVING HER AWAY. 

Youthfully made-v/p SpdnsteT*^. ovev forty ^ ^ust engcLgedj fondly %ntroduees her Young Betrothed to the Family Gardien&r* 
Family Gardener, “Ah, Miss Letty, I’m teat glad! I’ve been waiting eob this day fob the last twenty years!” 


TO WOULD-BE WOMEN WEITERS. 

{Being a few notes supplementary to a recent 
article ly Ell-n Th-bn-or-ft F-wl-r,) 

“ If you wish to be effective in litera- 
tui*e you must learn the art of putting 
yourself in another person’s place : not 
only in that of your characters, but also 
of your readers.” I used these remark- 
able words in a recent article, and doubt- 
less you would like to know why I used 
them. Well, there were two reasons. I 
wrote them because they contained a 
good thought well expressed, and had 
real literary beauty despite the gram- 
matical construction. As to their truth, 
that surely is sufi&ciently proved by the 
fact that they appeared in print. When 
I wrote them I put myself in the place 
of the editor of the great morning paper 
for which I intended them. That is 
why they were duly published. I feel 
quite certain they wouldn’t have been if 


the editor had been in his place instead 
of me. 

But there are other things besides 
changing places that contribute to 
literary effectiveness, and the chief of 
these is domestic usefulness. There is, 
as I stated in the article, ‘‘a general 
idea afloat ” (and also, let me add now, 
ashore) “that a woman’s literary success 
makes against her domestic usefulness ” 
— th at she cannot “widd the poker as 
well as the pen.” “ Why not ? ” I asked. 
“She has two hands: therefore, why 
cannot she hold both pen and poker at 
the same time, using each as she thinks 
fit?” Having rubbed in that “point 
with characteristic humour in the article, 
I went on to urge you, the would-be 
women writers, “to give your whole 
attention to the matter in ^nd.” This, 
perhaps, needs further elucidation. You 
will ask “Which hpd?” Ah, dear 
would-be women writers, there is the 
secret. I had that difficulty, to deal 


with when I began — when I was a 
would-be. And what did I do ? Exactly 
what I am advising you to do. When 
I wrote that article I had a pen in one 
hand and a poker in the other, and I 
used each as I thought fit. In fact I 
wrote it with the poker. It is simplicity 
itself. 

And it is this very idea — ^to quote 
again from the artide — ^that induces 
many a girl who is bored, as I aptly 
remarked, by “the trivial round, the 
common task,” to fly to literature and 
to make up her mind to write. Let her 
write a book if she can — and must : but 
let her remember that doing the one is 
no excuse for leaving the other undone. 
Those were my ve:^ words. The mean- 
ing, I thiTik, is obvious. When a girl has 
made the fire there is absolutely no 
excuse for her not writing the' book. 

One last word of advice.^ If you 
cannot write anything else, write a wash- 
ing book. 
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It is ofiScially denied that, when the 
crew of the PoterrJiin formally declared 
war against tlie Russian Government, 
the Russian Government fonnally caUed 
upon France to fulfil her treaty obliga- 
tions on the ground that her ally was 
now being attacked by two Powers. 

It is evidently realised even in Ger- 
many that the Raiser’s Morocco policy 
has strengthened the Entente between 
France and Great Britain, for a leading 
German paper now states that it was 
never sought to weaken those relations. 

As a result of the new War Of&ce 
Regulations it is thought that twenty- 
five per cent, of the Volunteers wiR be 
weeded out on account of being physi- 
cally unfit. But they will not neces- 
sarily be lost to their country. A good 
many of them will no doubt enlist in 
the regular army. 

Since a gentleman wrote to the Daily 
Mail to say that he had found digging 
for an hour or two in stiff soil a cure 
for worry, a huge demand has arisen 
in the City for ofiices with a little back 
garden, into wliich the principal can run 
each time the ofiSce-boy makes a mistake. 

The Parliamentary Return on the 
assessment and payment of income tax 
shows that there are only twenty persons 
in Great Britain in receipt of incomes 
exceeding £50,000 a year. This is a 
scandal which calls for ah immediate 
remedy. 

At the attempted inauguration of the 
electric system on the Underground, 
“the Metropolitan. Railway,” we read, 
“ was affected by the breakdowns on the 
District Railway. ’ ’ This is very touching. 

The members of the Yorkshire Auto- 
mobile Club last week took sixty patients 
from the Huddersfield Infirmary for a 
di-ive, the members having decided to 
lend their cars for this purpose on one 
day in each year. It is pleasant to. 
remeruber that the relation's between 
motorists and hospitals have always 
been close. 

At the Congi*ess of Medical OflScers 
of Health Dr. Herbert Jones, of Hereford, 
pointed out the usefulness of motor cars 
to medical men in enaMng them rapidly 
to reach their patients. The more daring 
the driver, in fact, the more quickly he 
comes across a patient. 

Other doctors expressed the opinion 
that^ motoring undoubtedly benefits 
public health. It is certainly reducing 
the number of deaf persons. 


As a result of the visit of the King 
and Queen to Harrow the boys are to 
have an extra week’s holiday, and their 
parents’ feelings of loyalty are strained 
almost to breaking point. 

The Summer Sales started last week, 
and it has been calculated that already 

1.000. 000 odd ladies have purchased 

2.000. 000 odd articles which they do not 

require. 

The Cartoon Gallery at Hampton 
Court has been closed until further 
notice. In some quarters this is believed 
to be due to pique at the success of 
Mr. F. C. Gould’s show in Bond Street. 

A medical commission in Puerto Rico 
is, it is stated, applying with success a 
newly -discovered cure to the “lazy 
worm ” disease, which afflicts with abso- 
lute idleness about 95 per cent, of the 
inhabitants of the interior of the island. 
The fact that the commission is meeting 
with no opposition is said to be due to 
the fact that labour is not yet properly 
organised in those parts. 

It is comforting to learn that England 
is not the only country where mis- 
carriages of justice take place. At 
Lemberg in Austria, last week, a taxi- 
dermist discovered, in the stomach of a 
pet monkey which he was stuffing, a 
diamond brooch, for the alleged theft of 
which the owner’s valet had been sent 
to prison. In this case, we understand, 
there was not, as in the Beck case, the 
mitigating circumstance of resemblance 
between the actual and the supposed 
thief. 

The Report of the Deputy Master of 
the Mint, showing that fewer coins w^ere 
issued last year than in the previous 
twelve months, confirms the popular 
view that the supply of money has 
recently been unequal to the demand. 

The statement that West Ham is 
infested with mosquitos, and that many 
persons have been badly stung by the 
insects, is untrue. We are informed that 
they have been very well stung. 

A public-house at Deptford which 
claimed the honour of having enter- 
tained Peter the Great when he visited 
England has had its licence cancelled, 
^d they are asking in St. Petersburg, 
Could Russophobia go further ? 

From advt. in Provincial paper : — 

Glood GROCER’S and BREAD 
SHOP ; large Oven ; lived in it nearly 
SIX years ; satisfactory reasons for leaving. 

We can well believe it. 


THE PLACE OF WILD NONSENSE. 

(With acknowledgments to Mr. Bait Kennedy 
of the “ Daily Mail” 

I. 

They had let me out here in a lone 
place of rocks and mountains and wind 
and water and grey sky. The wind 
blew from the west. A west wind. It 
blew with one soul-searching force. A 
west wind blowing with a whole soul- 
searching force. A wind in my face. 
A west wind blowing in my face. A 
west wind blowing in my face with one 
whole soul-searching force. This is the 
house that J ack built. 

Mountains. 

Mountains all aroxind me. 

Surely the mountains were aU around 
me. Mountains to the East. Mountains 
to the West. Mountains to the North. 
Mormtains to tlie South. 

Mountains also to the N.N.E. by E. 

(I was once a sailor.) 


Wind and water and mountains and 
rocks and sky and a wild west west wind. 
Alone and going along a lone, lone road 
in the lone silence by my wild lone. 

Alone. 

Without my keeper. 

And I was at one with the wild lone- 
ness. Strangely at one with it. As a 
limpet. As a limpet with its nx^k. 

Rocks. 

One with the rocks ! An infinite all- 
force 1 

in. 

Why had they let me out ? Why had 
they let me out to be one with the rocks 
and the mountains and the sea and the 
grey sky and the wild west wind ? 

Why luid they let me out before my 
time ? 

I had passed from outside the ken of 
man. I had passed from outside the 
ken of time. I had passed from outside 
right. Across the mouth of the goal. 
Wliy did they not shoot? 

r IV. 

Who is it who writes like this? 
Surely there is someone who writes like 
tliis. 

A man ! An infinite all-force ! 

Walt Whitman ! 

Surely this is the style of the Whitman. 

V. 

It is not difficult. 

Anybody can do it. In short sen- 
tences. 

Like this : Rocks. 

R<xks and a grey sky. A grey sky 
palpitating with the birth of some 
unknown all-force. Have you the pen 
of the gardener’s daughter? 

VI. 

Spots. Spots off Harold. 
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“OFFERED AND (NOT) TAKEN” 

Beard at tlm Baeen, {Not in the Royal endosxire) 

Sword Sxcallower, “Now, if ant gentleman present will lend mb ’is Gold Watch, 

I’ll swaller it!” 


RIPPLES FROM THE PIERS. 

[“Now that the Prince of Wales has shown 
the way, Society may take to the Thames in 
London as a fashionable resort.” — Daily 
Raper^ 

Steamboat parties have been notably 
gay and many this week, and the floating 
piers were quite six inches below the 
normal level on Sunday moming as the 
result of the “rush to the river.” At 
"Westminster, during the fashionable 
hour for boatings the crush was excep- 
tionally great. Nothing more serious 
occurred, however, than the loss of Lady 
Lackgeae’s Maltese toy. Fortunately 
Lord Lackgear, who was trying for por- 
poises off Old Swan Pier, was able to 
gaff the mite as it passed. 


There is a stage whisper that a short 
season of floating plays is to be tried 
with a drama especially wiitten by Mr. 
W. W. Jacobs, entitled Mud is Thicker 
than Water. If the idea is matured it 
is possible that the Savoy Theatre, once 
the home of light opera, may itself find 
a home on a lighter. 


Quite a charming innovation was 
recently carried out by some members of 
the Smart Set. Upon the delightfully 
cool and shadowy buttresses of London 
Bridge a number of small card-tables were 
cunningly clamped, and here Society was 
to be seen indulging in the game of the 
hour. Between the rubbers, the members 
of the Mayfair Otter Club gave a display 
of life saving, while as a final surprise, 
at twelve o’clock, Mr. Hayden Coffin 
appeared upon the patapet and sang, “ I 
Stood on the Bridge at Midnight. 

The next show of the Ladies’ Kennel 
Association is to be held on the Isle of 
Dogs, provided that the Barking authori- 
ties are willing. 

The new promenade piers in con- 
nection with the Savoy Hotel are to be 
commenced at once, and it is confidently 
anticipated that shrimp and winkle teas 
win become a feature of the season. 


It was almost impossible to obtain 
steamboats on Tuesday when the Guards 
held their aquatic sports at Pimlico. 
A Duchess, who is noted for her pluck 
and energy, was enthusiastically greeted 
when she arrived on a life-buoy. An 
unfortunate gloom was cast over the 
proceedings later, owing to the sudden 
disappearance of Captain Avoir du Pois 
during the mud hunt. 


Lord Elmtwig’s eldest son, who last 
year nearly carried off the Amateur 
Punting Championship at Maidenhead, 
has been out on the li)ng Reach with a 


sixty-foot punt pole. It has been de- 
cided not to attempt to raise it. 

The father of our most recent American 
bride has taken the gull-shooting between 
the Tower Bridge and Blackfriars for 
the coming winter. 


VI ET ARMIS. ^ 

The Commissioners appointed to in- 
quire into the present system of collecting 
the Income-tax have at length finished 
their labours and drawn up a Report, 
advising, inter alia, that additional 
Parliamentary powers should be applied 
for, to enable collectors to carry out 
their duties more effectually. We ven- 
ture to suggest that the following powers 
should also be added to those recom- 
mended by the Commissioners : — 

1. Power to enable a collector to enter 
the shop of any trader, reasonably sus- 


pected of under-rating his income, and 
to carry off his books and rifle the 
tiU. 

2. Power to enable any Police Con- 
stable (without the necessity of applying 
for a warrant) to arrest anyone, in any 
public highway, who may look as if he 
was the sort of man who, if he had an 
income, would be likely to make a false 
return concerning the same. 

3. Power to enable the said P.-C. to 
reverse any such person as aforesaid, and 
stand him on his head, so that the money 
(if .any) shall fall out of his trouser- 
pockets. 

4. Power in all ca^es to collect the 
Income-tax with a club. 

5. Power to extract all arrears of 
Income-tax, from any person reasonably 
suspected of owing the same, by any 
known means of persuasion ; the saici 
means to include the rack, thumbsorews 
and boiling oil. 
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LAYS OF A LONDONER. 

Egbert. 

When we recount with proper zeal 
Our love of legal institutions, 

How Britons base the public weal 
On laws and not on revolutions, 

That where the British Stand^d wav^es 
You note an instant slump in slaves ; 

Our souls are punctured by a sense 
Of well-deserved superiority, 

And, should our neighbours ask us, 
“Whence 

This firm obedience to authority ? ’’ 

We heave an unctuous sroile and praise 
The Englishman’s inherent traits. 

We bid them note how down the street. 
Where cabs and ’buses wildly jostle, 
Guiding them deftly tfeh his feet 
Stands Discipline's ^afert -apostle ; 

Ay, rohed in unpretentious blue, 

Tlie man to whom the credit ’s due ! 

The highway’s autocrat, he stands 
Amid the swollen tide of traffic, 

And waves a pair of awesome hands, 
And grunts his orders, terse but 
graphic, 

And lo ! the headlong stream stands 
fast, 

While two old fogies trickle past. 

As nought to him the cabman’s rage, 

The shibboleth of foreign chauffeurs, 
The costermonger’s persiflage, 

The idle jeers of casual loafers. 

The gross but not unkindly wheeze 
Aimed at the man’s extremities. 

In vain the drayhorse paws the air, 

The flow of low abuse grows brisker ; 
He never turns an injured hair. 

Or lifts a deprecating whisker. 

For he knows wdl enough that ihey 
May gibe, but dare not disobey ! 

Whether in dark, secluded walks 
He flouts the schemes that bad men 
work us ; 

Or maiden ladies, screaming “Lawks ! ” 
Hang on his neck in Oxford Circus ; 
His mien displays an abstract calm 
That soothes the fractured nerves Hke 
bahn. 

Who spoors the burglar’s nimble feet, 
And spots thetkree-card man’s devices ? 
Who hales before the judgment seat 
The vendor of unwholesome ices ? 
Who ’s apt at any time to have his 
Complexion spoiled by hob-nailed 
navvies ? 

It is indeed our Roboert, or, 

As some prefer to say, our “ Bobby ” ; 
The civil servant, paid to floor 
The wiles of those who ’d kiU or rob 
’ee; 

Who keeps our premises secure, 

Our butter and our morals pure. 


And when we hear of fresh alarms, 

Of bombs and mutiny and massacre, 
Of citizens dispersed by arms,^ 

In countries where such things, alas . 
occur, 

Well may we urge our Egbert’s claim 
Alike to gratitude and fame. 


LOVE A LA MODE. 

[“ According to a Frenck pkysician, the hand 
contains over 80,000 microbes to the square 
inch, and in abaVing hands these microbes are 
conveyed from one person to another. He 
advocates the snbstitutidn of one of the more 
dignified and distant Oriental modes of saluta- 
tion .” — Daily Paper.] 

Her mother had significantly left them 
together in the conservatory. The 
moment had come to make her under- 
stand how much he loved her. He had 
been in a similar situation once or twice 
before, under the aneien regime^ but 
then it was comparatively easy. Now, 
under a code of etiquette founded chiefly 
on the latest fashion in bacteria, he felt 
his position embarrassing. A kiss had 
long been considered a criminal pro- 
ceeding, on purely hygienic grounds. 
Impassioned speech was but the setting 
free of millions of microscopic prisoners 
desirous of a change of lung. He must 
not even press her little hand, weE know- 
ing what malignant hosts science had 
pl^ed vrithin its few rounded square 
inches — ^not to mention those that lurked 
in his ovm extensive palm. 

Standing at a safe hygienic distance, 
therefore, he stretched out his arms 
towards her, longingly, like an amorous 
tenor at the Opera. He did not sing, of 
course. ‘That had long since been for- 
bidden, as putting more microbes into 
circulation than even impassioned speech. 
He did not speak, feding that the level, 
more or less sterilised conversation, 
which alone science stfll permitted to be 
sparingly used, would be out of place 
ou this occasion. But he gazed upon 
her so ardently that the few thousand 
bacilli temporarily resident amongst his 
eyelashes were seriously inconvenienced 
by the rising temperature. 

She smiled, and shook her head very 
gently. Everything was done very 
gently now, by persons vrith the 
slightest pretence to civilisation, in 
order to avoid disturbing the circum- 
ambient legions of the enemy. But 
whilst he admired her discretion he 
doubted her meaning. Was it “No”? 
Or that she did not understand? Or 
that he was going the wrong way to 
work? Or that she deemed herself 
unworthy? He carefully sat dovm at 
his end of the conservatory and thought 
it out. 

Then she frovmed — ^frovmed so un- 
mistakably that he shuddered to tbi-nV 
how many hundred thousand germs, 


1 happy tenants of the arches of her 
brows, would be dislodged by so alarm- 
I ing a dislocation of their dweEing. As, 
i however, he stiU remained motionless, 
Iher behaviour became even more fool- 
I hardy and unscientific. With a primi- 
j tive impulsiveness calculated to despatch 
every microbe in the conservatory upon 
I a new predatory errand, she rushed to 
I the antiseptic fountain that played 
amongst the palms, and filled a watering- 
can from its cool disinfectant. The last 
thing to be civilised, he reflected, will 
be woman, but he had barely time to 
i finish the quotation. For with the rose 
of the watering-can she was tracing in 
pinkish spray upon the tiled floor the 
three letters YES. 


LATIN ON THE LINKS. 

In view of the proposed revival of 
Latin for conversational purposes Mr. 
Punch has drawn up the following 
specimen dialogue for the benefit of 
golfers. The advantages of Latin in 
this context will not have escaped the 
notice of even the most superficial ob- 
servers. Thus the bad effect on caddies 
of using strong language in the vernacu- 
lar is entirely obviated. Again, when 
the baE is lying dead, only a dead 
language can render justice to the 
situation. 

Tarde retrorsum. 

Oculum in gloho fige. 

Puer, da mihi ligneum baculum. 

Globum more solito in apice per- 
cussi. 

In amnem, puto, globus meus con- 
demnatus delapsus est. 

Quid faciam ? 

Dejice alterum globum a tergo, per- 
dens unum. 

Fossumne hiatum ferro attingere ? 

Cum ferro tutissimus ibis. 

Proh Jupiter ! aggerem superavi. 

Heus tu ! Quid in nomine Mephisto- 
phelis facis ? Non lusi secundum. 

Nequeo ludere pro nucibus hodie. 

Puer meus singultu semper affligitur 
cum difficilem ictum facturus sum. 

Me miserum ! mortuus jacet. 

Quot lusuxus sum ? 

Unum de duobus : impar ludis. 

0 recuperatio nobihs! Globus tuus 
saxeus jacet ! 

0 me putidissimum ! ictui nimiuin 
peperci. 

ToUere Ecet globum in leporis rasurS 
jacentem. 

Puer, da mihi lineam. 

Fortunam infemam habeo. Globus 
ex hiatu exsiluit ! 

Quemadmodum stamus ? 

Dormio per tres biatus. 

Dimidiim ergo solum requiris. 

Quid dicis de poculo Scotici spiritfls 
cum aqua aerata mixti ? 

Homo tuus sum : nunc loqueris. 
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SPEEDING THE STAYING GUEST. 

Hostess, ** Won’t you sma something, Mr. Borelt?” 

Mr.B. “Yes, ip tou like. I’ll sing one just before I go.” 

Hostess. “Well, do sing now, and perhaps Miss Slowboy,wii.l accompany you.” 


SUGGESTED ALTERNATIVES FOR 
CRICKET SCREENS. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^In view of recent 
events, it is a matter of urgent gravity 
tliat tlie subject of screens for test 
matches shordd be kept before the 
public eye, but I have an alternative 
proposal to make, wliicli wiU, I am 
assured, meet with approval from player 
and spectator alike. 

You will remember that in a recent 
match of national importance a famous 
batsman was clean bowled in conse- 
quence of a lady spectator, attired in 
chocolate brown, rising from her seat 
in the immediate background of the 
ball, and waving her match-card to an 
acquaintance. Another brilliant innings 
was nipped in the bud, on the same 
occasion, entirely owing to the fact that 
the sun’s rays struck an uplifted ginger- 
beer bottle in the shilling seats, and so 
dazzled the unfortunate batsman that he 
unintentionally placed the ball into the 
hands of aliort slip. In both these cases, 
as you wiE remember, the umpire was 
obdurate in his decision, and as it seems 
probable that the effervescent sympathy 
of the halfpenny press will lead to no 
definite results it is incumbent on all 
lovers of true sport to come forward and 
protect the flower of our British batsmen 
and their averages. 

Now, Sir, 1 wish to put forward a 
proposition which, while not in any way 
interfering with the view of the game 
on the part of that necessary nuisance 
the spectator, will enable the batsman 
to see the ball with perfect accuracy 
from either end of the pitch. I suggest 
the erection of six rows of patent seats 
of my own invention, for the accommo- 
dation of those who wish to view the 
play from the point of vantage behind 
the bowler at each end of the ground. 
These seats must be painted a uniform 
buff colour, and furnished with a 
mechanical contrivance which will 
render any movement on the part of 
the occupant absolutely impossible. As 
he takes his seat, steel grips, suitably 
padded, spring mechanically from the 
arms and legs of the chair and securely ^ 
pinion those of the spectator, while a 
similar contrivance gently but firmly 
encircles the neck and supports the 
head in an easy but upright position. 
The attendant in charge then proceeds 
to fasten a long buff-coloured apron and 
combination hood and cape garment of 
the same colour round the person of the 
seat-holder, so that the whole scheme of 
colour is immovable and unbroken, and 
provides a perfect background for the 
flight of the ball. At the lunch and tea 
interval and the close of an iimings, the 
attendant touches a secret spring at the 
end of each row, when the grips will 
fly back again, and the spectator is at 


liberty to move if he feels inchned. He 
may either leave his cape and apron 
behind or take it with him to lunch, but 
in this case a small deposit must be 
paid. The charge for the seats, however, 
win not be raised above the usual 
amount, unless the rush on them is so 
great that a prohibitive price is deemed 
advisable by the management. 

Trusting that the adoption of this 
idea may be a source of satisfaction to 
aU concerned, and foster the fraternal 
feeling between player and spectator so 
necessary for the lasting success of our 
national game, 

I am, Yours faithfully, 

A Lover of Sport. . 


According to the special correspondent 
of the Daily Mail, on the occasion of the 
visit of His Royal Highness to Cardiff, 
“the villagers of St. Fagan sang ^God 
hless the Prince of Wales ’ in Welsh. A, 
cornet also rendered the same stirring air 
in English.” We have always regarded 
the cornet as a speaking instrument. 


“ LOST, June 17, . . . black and white 
mongrel male pnppy, rather longish hair, looks 
a little like King Charles, answers name JFido.” 
— Advt. in “ Daily MaiV* 

It will be seen that the resemblance 
to King Charles is only superficial. The 
deceased monarch would, of course, 
never have answered to the name Fido. 
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A LITTLE LEARNING. 

■Wni^TBirta WSOOVEEY, MT DEAB^DT! ThAT LIFE C3AH BE PEODECED IN STEBILISED BoL’ILLON BY THE ACTION OF KAnlllM 

'SVhaT TBA^S OF raOTOHT IT GIVES RISE TO ! WhY, THIS MAY HAVE HAPPENED IN THIS WORLD OF ODRS, MILLIONS OF yLrS AOO ' ” 

bke. Er-yes, of course ! I understand that there michit hate been Badium then, bdt-er— where did Tim- OEI THE Reef Tea ? ” 


THE NEURASTHENIC BEE. 

^ successive generations of working bees will go 

on au throngb the su^er, every bee toiling itself to death in about 
SIX weab. Instead of being models for stimulus and instruction of 
you^ the bi^ bee ought rather to be used as an example of the 

« Hvelihood.”- 

0 Bee ! 0 busy Bee ! 

years I have mistrusted thee, 
when in my copy-book I had to praise 
Thy model ways, 

oCTawling vain pseans of thy virtuous traits ; 
When, for my boyish sins, they made me write. 
By day and night, 

nr u tie Georgies till- my head was light, 

^ hand quite ruined, scribbling repetitions 
0± thy TOnfounded tricks by way of impositions— 
i loathed thee. Bee ! Deep in my inmost hearf 

1 cursed the art 

_whi^ -with a monomaniac ardour burned 
otm to improve the seasons which were sunny 
A j ■Irbies turned. 

As did my tummy from thymauseous honey. 

But now, 0 Bee, 

long y^ abate thy priggish pride ! 

Ihe boyi^ instmet which mistrusted thee 
^ Eafire than ju^fied. 


Thy industry is but a mad desire, 

Ihe passion of the miser to acquire, 

At any cost to heap up hoards of wealth. 
Regardless of thy soul’s and body’s health. 
Some nervous trouble robs thy wretched breast 
Of any thought of rest. 

And drives thee evermore to slave and slave, 
Then sink exhausted to an early ^rave, 

0 futile Bee ! 

Why waste the shining hours in drudgery ? 
Come, learn a lesson in thy turn, and own 
ihe larger wisdom^ of thy brother drone. 

His is the life of leisure ; no wild flurry 
Keeps him forever in a hurry-scurry ; 

He lingers round a rose to con its beauties 
Unvexed by thoughts of honey-making duties, 
;^cl ail the time he does not spend in drinking 
He may, if so he choose, devote to thinking. 

0 over-rated Bee ! 
strait-laced virtues ! Try to see 
1 hat thou art cursed with a most narrow mind, 
io all the nobler things of life stone-blind ! 

Adopt this broader view — 

Remodel on the drone’s thy life anew 
And' even yet thou mayest find in me’ 

A follower of thee, 

0 neurasthenic Bee ! 
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LOBBYING AGAINST THE ALIENS BILL. 
Ode Aetist tedsts that the edmode that the “Ustdesieables” ktbnd to do a bit 

'Souse of Commons, Monday, J uly_S.— 

Since on a Idstorical^ occasioa Mr. J. G. - 

Talbot was present in the House when .v.’ 

Geand Ceoss “heard a smile” he ms not • • ; , 

been so disteessed as to-day, when he ‘ .f- "fc :.V^ ■ 

learned that on_ Saturday the Speakbe . , ^ . 

took part in a cricket match. He is not , .f: 

to be comforted even by the fact that w 

the right hon. gendeman in the Inst '§■ 

innings by masterly play c^ed out his 
bat, having added four to the score. 

“It is too risky,” J. G. iusists, sadly ■ i M!!. xmMmmSmm .. 

shaking his head. “ Suppose a ball ■ , 

smardy driven to limb— or, as I ’ 

they say, to leg — had caught the k • ’. •’ \ 

Sfeakee’s eye? Grant Lawson an ’• ■' 

cellent Chairman, I admit, and /I. T. M mIK '' '■» "-i 

has testified to his musical skill rnth the ‘ • 

triangle. But he is too new to the post , ,- -W‘ ' 

to take the Speaker’s Chair m the • -i!., : 

absence of its incumbent. _ Lowtbbr ■ p' 

ought to tbiuk of these things, and L_ H — - - 

restrain his week-end yearnings for t intmTMosE 

excessive exertion. If he wants exer- Tai.bot the Laohetmo . 

cise let him walk to church on Simdays.” Mr. J. G. T^Bot 

hese lamentations happily im- has Been playmg endmt. _ 


Talbot the Laohettmose. 

Mr. J. G. TalBot Beaw that the Speaker 
has Been playing cricket. 


OF Lobbying themselves is incorrect. 

founded. Speaker at his post, brisk and 
hlithe, aU the better for his Saturday 
run between the wickets. In the first 
over he howled Swift MaoNeill l.b.w., 
which is, indeed, that statesman’s ous- 
tomary Parliamentary attitude. This hot 
weather has marked effect on a tenmera- 
ment habitually at bubbling point. Ques- 
tions cut off by discovery that it was nve 
minutes to three. MaoNbill rose mth 
tempestuous tossing of coat tails; an- 
nounced that on point of order he 
desired to put a question to Speaker. 

• Led up to it by discursive remarks ac- 
companied by much shaking of fist in 
the direction of Walter Long, who, 
presumably, had been either again 
breaking the Sabbath on the motor-car, 
or secretly receiving members of the 1 
Orange Society in a dark room at Dublin 
Castle. At the end of five minutes, 
these alternative points heooming in- 
creasingly involved. Speaker interposed. 

I understood,’* he blandly remaxkeu., 

“ the hon. gentleman desired to ask me 
a question.” ... 
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Wrestling with his Notes. 

The Postmaster- General has to do a little “sorting.' 
(Lord Stanley.) 


‘‘Yes, Sir,” shouted Swift MaoNetll, 
grateful that there was at least one man 
in the House who understood him. 

“Then will he kindly ask it?” said 
the Speaker. 

Swift KaoHeill gasped. Why, he was 
coming to the question by-and-by ! He 
hadn t been more than five minutes 
offering a few preliminary remarks. So 
up^t by the turn given to things that, 
mthout more ado, he put his question. 
• , have nothing to do 

either with motor-cars or secret conclaves, 
Imt related to alleged nonappearance on 
the paper of Ministerial answers to ques- 
tions which had not been put. 

Business done , — ^Aliens Bill in Com- 
mittee. 

^ quaint place, 
this House of ours. With dose of Session 
almost in view, work is in hopelessly 
backward state. Not too much to begin 
with. Conducted on ordinary business 
methods might have been practically 
a^mplished. As things stand it is 
^H^dy evident that sevei'al Bills must 
be dropped. Whereupon Prince Arthur 
gai^ announces intention of grappling 
great Constitutional question of 
Redistribution. 

That by the way. Question at the 
moment is. How is the Aliens Bill to be 
got through Committee? Ingenuous 
man of business would 
^ply Sit down and get to work at it.” 
^ eight-hour day would suffice to 
dispose of the remaining amendments 
if they were taken in hand by Com- 
mittee primarily and solely anxious to 
make the best of a BUI. 


, Is that what we do at Westminster ? 
L No, my friend. We spend the eight 
hours, with eighty minutes thrown in, 
i in wrangling round a proposal to set to 
work. Prince Arthur puts his shoulder 
I not to the wheel but to the guillotine, 
i With its assistance he undertakes to 
I turn out a brand-new Aliens Bill by a 
► given hour on a certain day. Literally, 
orders will be executed with Punctuality 
and Despatch. 

I Through the hot summer night the 
hosts contended. From the beginnino- no 
doubt about issue. The Pink ’Un, per- 
spicacious and perspiring, had whipped 
his men in line. There was just the off- 
chance that, lured by sense of false 
security, Ministerialists might be caught 
napping. Such opportunity seemed to 
present itself shortly after 9 o’clock 
when Members, more hurried than 
Hudson at the Vatican in Dizzy’s day, 
came back grumbling from prematurely 
broken-up dinner parties. 

^ There followed one of those little 
ponies too familiar to attract attention. 
Fringe Arthur’s proposal was to apply 
the closure with intent to hurry on the 
Aliens BiU, Opposition, affronted at 
tbi^ttempt to tamper with the privileges 
of tree speech, denounced it at length 
Fut it they were to reduce the Govem- 
ment majority it must he done at once, ‘ 
before Sybarites, .dallying at the dinner 
table, trooped in. Ministers, conscious ^ 

put up the 

faittol Ev^-Goedon to say nothing at 
prodipous length. There are on the ^ 
mmsterial side several convenient taps 
tbat may at moment’s notice he turned 


on with the design of filling up time 
tiU the clans muster. Banbury’s good 
The one labelled “ Evans-Gordon ” even 
more certain of sustained supply. 

^ Opposition, hungry for a 'division 
impatiently murmured. The waters of 
Tower Hamlets, tepid, inexhaustible 
flowed on till the Pink ’Un, liurryincy 
hither and thither counting heads, 
sured himself that danger was past 
The tap abruptly turned off in the 
middle of (so to speak) a pint, Dalzifx 
jumped up and moved the closure with 
the object of bringing to an immediate 
issue his own amendment directed in 
mdignant protest against Prince Arthur’s 
Closure Resolution. 

Yet no one laughed, cried “Ha, ha! ” 
9 .^ . head in commentary on 

this application of the homoeopathic prin- 
ciple. On the contrary, Ministerialists 
supporting Prince Arthur’s closure 
scheme angrily shouted “No!” when 
the Speaker submitted Dalzikl’s motion 
for immediate application of the closure, 

Opposition, blanched with horror at 
Prince Artirir’s attack on freedom of 
speech, lustily approving it. 

Business done.—After nine hours’ 
debate. House resolved to begin to debate 
on Aliens Bill under closure rules. 

Friday night ~ Among the dainty 
morsels served up before the Kmc and 
Queen at Harrow on Speech Day was a 
translation by Rudolphus Milner White 
! of the following lines : 

aTjfitt r6S }ipAK\€ovSf ts oijTrore, wdvra 
fcpardiarasj 

IjKxtire yiKao-eat- rhy 5 “ ixpira edyarot. 

The Member for Sark presents a varied 
reading of Master Rudolphus’s effort. It 
IS headed “After the General Election.” 
and runs thus ; 

Here Arthcb lies, his toils complete, 

And all his conquests past. 

He never thought to know defeat, 

Hut C.-B. wins at last. 

Business done. — Compensation for 
Damage to Crops BiU. 


A MODERN knight-errant. 

Awhotoh ’twas years ago we met, 

1 stiU recall her fonn divine, 

^ remembrance set 

I he night I took her hand in mine. 

I watched her where at Bridge she 
played; 

As twelve o’clock was struck, she 
rose ; 

^ “^^st be obeyed 

(The latter’s state was comatose). 

With (^ds outstretched, she murmured 
low 

A plea which I could scarce decline. 

i'wo ponnd eighteen it cost me, though, 
iliat night I took her “hand” in 
mine! 
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EXPATRIATION ON THE CHEAP. 

OwEsra to the 'anfort'anate necessity 
that British hotel proprietors and land- 
ladies should make hay of the holiday- 
maker while the snn shines in July, 
August and September, the Daily Mail 
has discovered that this practically spells 
Exile in a foreign land for the average 
rate-payer who seeks change of air. We 
must therefore pull ourselves together 
and see what is to be done. If Great 
Britain is barred, and a Channel crossing 
deters the timorous from invading 
Brittany, there is still hope left for the 
tourist and the paterfamilias at large. 
We have it on the authority of the 
Mayor of Pwllheli that his town has 
been relegated to the foreign section 
at a public dinner owing to the unpro- 
nounceability of its name. Mr, Fundi 
begs the natives, therefore, not to carry 
out their threat of changing the same to 


Janesborough-on-Sea, but to remain 
foreign — and reasonable in their summer 
charges. We will then migrate thither 
en masse next month. If there should 
prove to be insufficient accommodation, 
we propose to overflow into LLan- ^ 
fairpwllgwyngyUgogerychwymdrobwU - 
Uantysiliogogogoch, where there should 
be ample room. 

Those whose purses are not long 
enough to carry them to the foreign 
health-resorts to which we have given 
the above free advertisement need not 
despair. The Aliens Bill has not yet 
become law. There are many acres of 
foreign territory in the East-End to 
which the jaded Londoner may exile 
himself and his family for the price of a 
threepenny fare. The khaki steamboats 
are making arrangements to transport 
all such to a Thames-side port within 
contagious distance of these delightful 
Alsatias, where you may have Russia 


without fear of the Potemkin, and 
Finland without fear of Russia, and a 
complete change of air and smeUs may 
be encountered- 

All further information for intending 
Exiles win be gladly tendered them on 
inquiry at our Cheap Expatriation 
Bureau. 

From the Free Press of Winnipeg : — 
‘‘ Arthur Johnson, a youth with an Eng- 
lish accent, was arrested here, &c.*’ 
We trust that the Canadian jury did 
not allow this unfortunate defect to pre- 
judice them against the poor alien. 

The Press has perhaps been a little 
hasty in its conclusions as to the result 
of the mutiny which began off Odessa. 
Certainly the Manchester Evening News i 
seems to have overstated the facts when I 
it printed the following scare-line : 

Biaok Sea Ceases to Exist. 









PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVARL [Jmr 12. 1905. 


THE NET PROPHET. 

Deab Ms. Pttngh, — ^Deeply impressed by 
a great halfpenny paper’s reports of the 
kwn tennis championship at Wimble- 
don, I venture to send you an account 
of a game played here at the Puddleton 
Tournament. I cannot flatter myself 
that I have equalled the brilliance of my 
model, but I have done my best. 

^‘With peremptory significance the 
neighbouring clocks struck three. The 
hour had come, and as the last stroke 
rang out Mr. Slasher stepped fearlessly 
on to the level sward, where Bisque — the 
inimitable Bisque, unrivalled master of 
the three-quarter volley — was calmly 
awaiting him. With a single superb 
gesture Mr. Slasher flung aside his coat, 
parted his hair neatly down the middle, 
adjusted his tie, and whirled his 48-oz. 
racket into position. A frown of rugged 
determination sat firmly on his brow. 
Mr. Bisque was a trifle pale, but he 
whistled a bar or two of ^The Devout 
Lover' as he flung his weapon fearlessly 
towards the skies. ‘ Heads ! ’ cried his 
opponent, and a close scrutiny of the 
racket, now fallen to the ground, showed 
that heads it was. Accordingly, Bisque 
selected the left-hand court and began 
to serve. First he put in a series of 
brilliant yorkers, each of which, how- 
ever, was triumphantly volleyed by his 
dauntless enemy. But nothing could 
disconcert Mr. Bisque. He merely 
snapped his teeth with a loud explosion, 
cleared Hs throat, carelessly flung a 
ball full at the umpire’s head, and 
sneezed twice. And flien he delivered 
a string of top-screw back-handers which 
cmrled three ways and quite perplexed 
his rival, with the* result that after the 
score had thrice been called ‘ half-ihirty, 
fifteen,’ it was noted down on the credit 
side of Mir. Bisque’s account. But Mr. 
Slabbdeb was by no means done with. 
Placmg his cap inside out on the back 
of his head, he ran jauntily in to his 
opponent’s drive, twice in succession 
plising it cleverly beyond the boundary. 
Another game, and ‘vantage-set all ’ was 
the umpire’s verdict. 

“ excitement grew fast and furious. 
Indies nervously pulled out their hair- 
pins and strewed them on the ground. 
The men waited, tense with emotion. 
CJould Bisque by means of his drop-hooks 
from the base-line out-manoeuvre his foe ? 
Slasher alone was calm. He drank two 
cups of tea, with three lumps of sugar 
in each, placed his tie on the centre of 
the net, and sent in the most wonderful 
cross-shots right down the middle line. 
Not even Bisque, with all his skill, could 
n^e headway against such tactics, and 
with a ^^gh of resignation he hauled 
down his flag, and acknowledged defeat 
by eleven games to four. How will he 
feQ in the next round against Mr. 


Lobber? Thousands are asking that 
question to-night — ^but time alone will 
answer it.” 

THE I vnT.E' OF KINDNESS SUPPLY. 

ArBatha burglar, finding the master of 
a house he had entered ill in bed, shook 
hands with him, and offered his condo- 
lences. It is to be hoped, said the Evening 
News, that this nice feeling will spread. 

It has spread. 

“ Broke a rib, did it ? ” said the Aus- 
tralian express-trundler sympathetically, 
calling at the hospital on “Cotter’s 
Saturday Night ” out. “ Two ribs ? 
Bless my soul ! But we must look on 
lhe bright side. If you had stayed in, 
you might have broken a record.” 



“Khaki C^s. — ^T he two patterns of the new 
KhaJd cap will he worn side hy side, and 0.0. 
nnits will report, &c., &c.” — Extract from 
Brigade Orders, 

\Brvoate “ Murphy is trying to solve 

the problem! 


days without the option of a fine last 
week, Mi*. Plowden looked him up in his 
ceU, shook hands with him, and made a 
pun upon his name, which he had for- 
gotten to make in Court. The prisoner 
laughed heartily, but said that this was 
the first intimation he had received that 
his sentence included hard labour. 


We wish that all. members of the 
Force displayed the kindly spirit of 
X94 of Surrey. Having stopped a 
motorist near Guildford for driving at 
excessive speed, he drew him to the side 
of the road, presented him with an illu- 
minated card bearing the words, “More 
haste, less speed,” and explained with 
great patience and attention to detail 
the workings of the stop-watch. He 
concluded the sianee by advising bim 


to go to a certain firm for petrol, theirs 
being the best in the market. 


CRICKET. 

Past v. Present. 

“ Aetas parentum pejor avis tulit 
Nos nequiores.” 

A Modem Cricketer speaks : — 

Oh shades of Felix, Lillywhite, 

Mynn, Osbaldeston, Parr, 

Look earthward from your wickets bright 
In some thrice happy star ! 

Look down and tell, us, Is the game 
We mortals play4o-day the same 
As that which ^on you deathless fame 
When you were what we are ? 

Shades of the Old Cricketers r^eply : — 
We look down and mark with derision 
Your matches abandoned and drawn ; 
Your pitches of perfect precision ; 

Your outfield as smooth as a lawn ; 
Your leisurely midday beginnings ; 

Your pauses, Great Heavens ! for tea ; 
Your totals knocked up in an innings 
Which we could not equal in three. 

But little of mowing and rolling 
Made ready the wicket we loved, 

Yet we feared not the swiftest of bowling, 
But hit it unpadded, ungloved. 

We laugh at good length-balls deflected 
With bats horizontal ; we groan 
When half-volleys pass wholly neglected, 
And long-hops left blandly alone. 

Straight bats to straight balls we pre- 
sented, 

Not legs, in defence of our sticks ; 

The loose ones we were not contented 
To look at, we hit them for six. 

You think that your bowlers are ’cuter 
Than ours, with their leg-breaks and 
swerves, 

But one deadly old-fashioned “ shooter ” 
Would shatter your stumps and your 
nerves. 

Play the game for itself, as we played it. 
And not for the money you make : 
Gates, boundaries, records, degrade it ; 

Your picnics are all a mistake ! 

Play the game, in a spirit more sporting, 
For your side, not yourself, or the 
Press ; 

Let onlookers do the reporting, 

And think of your average less. 

So then when, the last over ended, 

You quit your terrestrial sphere, 

You haply may find yourself blended 
With the true “ Band of Brothers ” up 
here, 

Where we play, in the field, at the 
wicket, 

By one common jealousy bound, 

For the honour and glory of Cricket, 
And “ The Asphodel 0. 0. and Ground.” 
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OPERATIC NOTESt dramatic; but, as to tbe music, except for one duet between 

Ah-Joe MUe. Donalda and San-Lui M. Dalmores, tbe opera 
Saturday, July 1.— We open tbe operatic month with our will not at present be robbed, by me at least, of any of its 
ever-young favourite tbe immortal Don Giovanni As good melodies, as there was not one that, on a first bearing, I 
a cast as ordinarily you could wish to see. Mile. Destenk is could carry away with me. 

a distinguished Donna Anna, and Miss Agnes Nicholls is the Signor " Soom’s villainous Gim-Fen was repulsively 
other fateful person, Donna Elvira. Signor Caroso appears powerful. M. Marcoux a calm, dignified and determined 
as their melancholy companion, Don Ottavio, personally con- U in-Sol Had the librettist been a trifle more lively he 
ducting the two injured females. He finds his compensation would have changed the names and have called the lover 
in the concerted pieces, and in his Dalla sua 'pace, sometimes Win-Shee and the pretty little Chinese girl (Mile. Donalda) 
omitted, but now given with admirable effect, and in II mio should have been Win-sum-SJiee. 

tesoro. ^ ^ ^ IJOraeolo was preceded by Orphee, with same cast as on 

MUe. Donalda is a sprightly Zerlina, and M. Gilibert the the previous occasion. Mile. Gerville-R^ache was the Orphie, 
traditional old loutish Mazetto. and on this her second appearance as the love-lorn musician, 

M. JouRNET is as good a Leporello as the stupid old or wandering minstrel, made a graceful concession to the 
traditions of the Opera allow him to be. Was there ever such necessary masculinity of the character by cutting, not the 
absurdity as the “business” of the scene where is part, but the tunic, and artistically lessening its length by 

supposed to disguise himself as Don Giovanni, and Don perhaps an inch or so. Lovely old-world opera is this of 
Giovanni to play the part of Gluck’s, first produced in 


Giovanni to play the part of 
Leporello 9 How can it be for 
one moment possible that a 
lady, deeply in love with the 
seductive Don, could ever mis- 
take the low-comic servant for 
the high-comedy master, espe- 
cially as the servant makes no 
sort of attempt at concealing 
his face, and only a partially 
successful effort to simulate 
his master’s tone of voice? 
This traditional stage business 
is too childish, as also is the 
pantomimic “ thwackings,” as 
George Meredith, O.M., would 
style them, with which the 
Don, armed with an old pro- 
perty padded stick, belabours 
Mazetto. Why does not stage 
manager M. Almarez step in 
and reform it altogether ? - 
The Don must evidently 
have a giant’s strength to pro- 
duce from the strings of his 
guitar such a fortissimo tone 
as almost to drown his own 
sweetly - sung melody. The 

coster’s concertina might as 
well be substituted for the 
stringed instrument. M.Andr]^ 
Messager could rectify this. 



1762. The librettist, M. 
Moline, was very tender - 
hearted. He could not bear 
the separation of the lovers, 
and so he introduced Master 
Cupid, who restores Eiiridiee 
to life, and off go Orphee 
and his bride in a boat, 
without a return ticket, 
being bound for Paphos, 
where, as they have already 
received a marriage license 
from Hymen, they may be pre- 
sumed to have lived happily 
on love ever afterwards. This 
of course is not according 
to the ancient legend which 
shows the travelling musician 
ultimately killed by enraged 
persons who hacked him to 
bits, — critics, probably, — and 
threw his head, after he 
had lost it, into the river. 
Messrs. Gluok and Moline 
took a livelier view of the 
story, and sent away their 
audience rejoicing in the 
happiness of the mythical 
heroine and hero. 

Wednesday. — Borneo et 
Juliette. MU'e. Donalda as 


sweetly -sung melody. The Revival of Euridice at Covent Garden. audience rejoicing in the 

coster’s concertina might as Restorationof the popular Boat Service to Paphos. Captain CujDid happiness of the mythical 

well be substituted for the steering. Only two passengers on board for the honeymoon trip. heroine and hero, 

stringed instrument. M. Andr]6 Orphie . — ^Mlle. Gerville-R^ache. Wednesday. — Borneo et 

Messager could rectify this. Buridiee . Mme. Jeanne Raonay. j Alette . MUe. DonaIDA as 

Monday, July 3. — The new opera DOracolo, of which my dis- the sweet J uliette sang and acted weU. Great applause from 
tinguished Musical and Artistic Deputy expressed his opinion appreciative audience. M. Dalmores as Borneo, apparently 
last week, I have now seen on its second performance. I agree a bit fatigued at first, was a trifle flat, but when “ with love’s 
with him to a certain extent, but should like to hear it twice light wings” he had to “o’erperch the wall” and climb 
before positively asserting that it is only a bizarre work, not up to J uliette' s balcony, he rose to both occasions and thence- 
for a moment to be placed in the same rank with Pagliacei forth sang, as he acted, exceUently. Whenever I see this 
and Gavalleria Busticana, though here and there, as it seems scene of ‘‘scaling the walls ” — this opera ought never to be 
to me, it is pleasantly reminiscent of both. L'Oracolo is a out of the biUs at La Scala, — I am reminded of an absurd 
better title than that of the original play, The Cat and the couplet that used to be said by the inimitable “Little Ejeeley” 
Cheruh. The word “cherub” is associated with pictures in hmlesque on The Alhambra : — j 

by the old rasters repr^enting sacred subjects, the .. ^ 

association of the cruel cat mth one of these angelic beings j my smaUs.” 

in an irreverent story of, I beheve, American origm; so that it 

was certainly a happy thought on the part of the adapting And I tremble for the trim and tightly-clad figure of the 
librettist, bearing the Bulwer-Lyttonish-romanesque name of “ climbing boy ” Borneo. Miss E. Parkina is a charming 
Zanoni, to substitute for it The Oracle. A more fitting title, Stephano, one of the most brilliant pages in Operatic history, 
on the same lines, for the original tragedy, would have been but on this occasion, after beginning weU, she unfortunately 
either The Wolf and the Lambkin, or The Fox and the missed ^'Sister Jane's top note” at the end of her song. 
Gosling. It is not only most effectively placed on the stage, The house was applaudingly sympathetic. As Nurse Gertrude 
but excellently acted as wdl as sung. The action is strikingly Mme. Paulin seemed rather hard, but how can it be otherwise, 
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for is it not a hard task to be the perfect rem'plaQante of 
Mile. Batjermeistee? M. Joxjknet quite good, as a reverend 
Frere Laurent ought to be. M. Dueriche acted and sang well 
as the quarrelsome TyhcHtj but the gay, hold, and whimsical 
Mereutio does not seem to be much in M. Seveilhac s line. 
Chorus all that could be desired, scenery ditto, and orchestra 
under the Messager boy perfect. Altogether a good perform- 


it in its place. His clothes of baggy blue cloth, his trousers 
short, and his shoes low, exhibiting a length of white or 
grey stockings. In hot weather walking barefoot with his 
boots slung to a stick.” Such was Pitzgeraed at sixty. But 
the man who translated Omar Khayyam might s^irely dress as he 
pleased. My Baronite, having read Mr. Behsoh’s book, seems 
to have known in the flesh this half mad, altogether lovable 


THE MUSIC PIRATE. 

How shall we punish the Pirate bold, 

Who ’s not — like his namesake feared of old — 

An ocean-cracksman in feathers and gold, 

With a skuU-and-crossbones flag unroll’d, 

But a wolf around the music-fold, 

Who kidnaps people’s airs. 

Sweet notes, not addressed to hun, he ’U prig, 
Opera, bahad, rag-time, jig; 

He burgles composers little and big, 

For their keys and bars cares not a fig. 

And no musician spares. 

May the tempo accelerando be 

When the law can serve him out, and we 

Have got him safe at the Old' Bailee, 

With Finis writ to his base glee, 

And his stolen marches too, and he 

His last, last run has scored ! 

Prepared and resolved such crimes to slay, 

His judge, in the grim black cap, will say, 
“Pirate, your doom’s to be taken away 
To your prison cell, and, on such a day, 

To le hanged with a Common Chord ! ” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

It is evident, so my Baronite thinks, that The Hill (John 
Murray) would not have been written had Tom Brownes 
Schooldays never been recorded. Mr. Vachell attempts to 
do for Harrow what Mr. Hughes did for Rugby. My Baronite 
notes a fundamental difference in the achievement. Tom 
Brown and his schoolfellows were live lads of flesh and blood, 
brain and muscle. Mi\ Yaohell’s Harrovians are types, 
puppets elaborately dressed and considerately labelled. The 
difference may be briefly stated ; but it is vital. 

In Edward Fitzgerald, the latest addition to the Macmillan 
series of English Men of Letters, Mr, A. 0 . Benson has done 
something more than present a study of the literary work of 
the adapter of Omar Khayyam. He enables the reader to see 
and know in the flesh the “lonely, shy, kind-hearted man” 
whom even Carlyle, with such capacity in that direction as 
he possessed, loved. We see him as he lived and worked ; 
a slovenly-dressed man of strange habits, finding in later life 
a choice companion in Posh, a sailor whose acquaintance he 
made^at Lowestoft. “A gentleman of nature’s grandest 
type,” Fitzgerald ecstatically wrote about his man. Posh, 
alack ! was prone to drink more than satisfied Omar KhayyIm 
when he sat beneath his tree in the desert. On one occasion, 
having made the most of the good things provided at his 
noaster’s house, he lay full length on the sofa. Another 
visitor, not of the same type, thought this was going a little 
^ “Poor fellow,” said Fitzgerald, “look how tired he 
Here is a vivid word-picture of Fitzgerald himself : 

v^th straggling grey hair, slovenly in dress, wearing an 
battered, black-banded, shiny'-edged, tall hat, round 
^ which he would in windy weather tie a handkerchief to keep 


Having endowed the world with a six-volume set of Mr. 
Swinburne’s collected poems, Messrs. Chatto and Windus 
propose to add to it the treasure of a corresponding Library 
edition of his tragedies. The issue will be complete in five 
volumes, of which the first, containing the “ Queen Mother ” 
and “Rosamond,” is just out. Of these 'works there is 
nothing new to be said. It suffices to note that the new 
series is as beautifully printed and daintily bound as was 
its predecessor. The work is affectionately inscribed to 
Dante Gabriel Rossetti. 


Canon Sheehan, with his intimate knowledge of Irish 
peasant life and character, liis strong sympathy with their 
wrongs, his keen appreciation of their humour, writes this 
novel Glenanaar (Longmans, Green & Co.) not only with an 
earnestness of purpose that deeply impresses the reader, hut 
with a fascination of style that rivets the attention. Romance 
tliough this story may be, it conveys the idea of the personal 
presence of the author in the scenes he so graphically describes. 
Romance indeed it is, but Romance founded on historic facts, 
as were the novels of Sir Wai.ter Scott. Awful is the true 
story Canon Sheehan tells us of the distressful country in jihe 
early part of the nineteenth century, when Dan O’Connell 
was “ The Liberator ” of the Irish people ; a time when, as 
the author says, “it was the Red Terror again transplanted 
from the Seine to the Lee.” It was the hour of the 
“Approver,” of whose black deeds no honest Englishman 
could approve, and of the False Witness, the temporary 
trimnph of the “Informer,” against receiving whose evidence^ 
Chief Justice O’ Grady carefully warned the Grand Jury. 
The scenes in Court as here given by Canon Sheehan are of 
absorbing interest and strikingly dramatic. Nothing more 
powerful in any recent novel has been written than our 
author’s description of the ride for life undertaken by the 
poor brother of the man about to he put on his trial, and of 
the bringing hack with him of the “ Counsellor” who was to 
be victorious over the Solicitor-General and subsequently to 
indict him, though unsuccess- 

fuUy, in the House, for suppress- BARON 

The Baron can heartily recom- 

an lovers of good literature, and 
more especially ^to those^ among 

novels of Charles L:^r.^ 


Happy Thought, 

Husband (devoted to spouse and Bridge ), — What w'e 

christen the little dear ? 

Wife (still more devoted), — ^I ’ve been thinking — ^why not — 
Bridget ? 

Husband (delighted ), — ^By all means. For luck. 
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CHAR I VAR I A Addressing the Canadian mannfac- The Post Office authorities have issued 

„ , , . , twers now visiting this country, Sir at the price of one halfpenny “ A List 

JNow th&t the Kmaz Fotemkin has He®! CAMPBELD-BAiraERMAN declared that of the Principal Telephone Call Offices 
been_ sujrendered by_ the rebels, the his party would not meddle with the in the London Area.” When such good 
Russian Government is determined to rest of the British Empire, but would solid reading can be obtained at such a 
act witn siicii severity as wiJl render a rather concentrate their energies on such low price, there is really no excuse for 
repetition of the mutiny impossible, and reforms as were necessary in this decrepit those persons who persist in purchasin'^ 
it is thought that all those members of country of ours. This statement has led trashy novels. 

the crew who had been terrorised by to a revival of the rumour that the 

the majority, and refused to escape Liberals are about to choose a new The announcement that, with a view 


j the majority, and refused^ to escape Liberals are about to choose a new The announcement that, with a view 

opportunity to do so, leader. to inducing young men to join the Navy, 

wlU be shot. An- • Admiralty are considering a sugges- 

j! T. -rr • 7 - j • Orpington man, acting on the tion that warships shall periodically visit 

The exploits of the Kniaz Poterrikin advice of his superiors, has been shoot- our great sea-ports leads a Birmingham 
led to the appearance of a torpedo-boat ing at motorists. He imssed them’ all, gentleman to ask why the great inland 

“mauned by twenty — towns should be left 

xtussian naval officers 

disguised as sailors.” - ,&s ' 

A very deyer piece of ___ , . A “Bloodless Sur- 

masquerading. - areon,” who has been ! 


The ships of the 
Black Sea Meet, it is 
announced, now carry 
soldiers to keep the 
sailors in order. 
Should there be any 
trouble among the 
soldiers, police, we 
understand, wiU also 
be embarked, and the 
overcrowding threat- 
ens to be terrible. 

The Russians have 
now declared Vladivo- 
stok to be impregna- 
ble. It wiU be remem- 
bered that some incon- 
' venience was caused 
to the Russians by 
their omission to ac- 
quaint the Japanese 
in time of a similar 
state of affairs at Port 
Arthur. 






“DIGNITY AND 

Pton and Harrow Match, Sketch outside Lord's, I ^ 

War Office has decided^ ' i 

to discontinue the manufacture of the and one can now understand why This is a fraud of 
new short rifle. It is a great thing to motorists as a body are not in love complain bitterly, 
have a weapon which, if it should faU with Lord Roberts’ scheme of “a nation 

into an enemy’s hands, wiU be of no use of marksmen.” The statements 

to him, papers are not alws 


-towns should be left 
out. 

A “Bloodless Sur- 
geon,” who has been 
appearing on the stage 
of the Camberwell 
Theatre of Varieties, 
has been fined for 
using the abbreviation 
M.D. instead of his 
complete title of Music- 
hall Doctor. 


^ V- » of traders that dis- 

honesty is found. It 

— ^ - is, for instance, not 

^ uncommon to 

hear a hawker in the 

I * streets announcing for 

L sale “ Gold watch and 

chain — one penny ! ’ ’ 

IMD IMPUDEN CE. out of ten, neither the 

ztch. Sketch outside Lord's, one nor the other is 

made of that metal, 

now understand why I This is a fraud of which country cousins 


into an enemy’s hands, will be of no use of marksmen.” The statements in our halfpenny 

to him, papers are not always absolutely reliable. 

Many ladies and gentlemen with nice but we think that, provided the facts 
The Thames Conservancy Board has seta of teeth walk about smiling, in are as mentioned in the first sentence of 
recommended the London County Conn- order that as many people as possible the following paragraph, which appears 
cil, in view of the fact that their steamers may observe the excellence of their in a contemporary, there is every proba- 
cannot be run to the present time-table, ivories. Some inconvenience has now bility that ■ the second sentence also 
to adapt the same to circumstances, been caused to these persons, with many represents the truth : — “ In order to 
We understand that a certain railway of whom the proceeding has become a amuse his youthful companions, Tom 
-company has advised the L.C.C. to stand habit, by a dictum of Sir Oliver Lodge : Bragg, aged thirteen, swallowed nine 
fifin and to refuse to be dictated to. “ The more brains, the fewer teeth,” marbles at Thorverton, Devonshire. He 

, has since been seriously iU.” 

At Darwen a number of feathers have 

been extracted from the tail of one of Mrs. Annie Besant declares that she The invention is announced of 
-the municipal peacocks, and it has can now converse with the dead, machine which folds, wraps, addresses’ 
become necessary to exhibit notices, Hitherto, no one has got nearer than and sorts magazines. That human, 
“ Visitors are requested not to pluck chatting with the members of one of our beings should stiU have to be employed 
the peacocks.” most (exclusive clubs. to read them seems regrettable. 
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INWARD BEAUTY. 

rit atnjears that the fifty American ladies who are over here at the 
oharees ^ a Cincinnati paper bitterly resent the nunoM that they t^re 
select on the score of external beanty. A Daily Mail reporter 
describes them as possessing, among other remaiiable featares, the 
gift of “lightning-like comprehension and a sense ol tiumour. J 

When you, Amelia,- trampled on my breast, 

And'promised to regard me as a brother, 

And went — ^before my wound bad convalesced 

Out of your way, I thought, to wed Another, 

I was too sore to see 

How bountiful the gods had been to me. 

But now that I have had my fevered^ brain 

Cured of its hurt by Time’s reducing blister 

I can employ the language, bald and plain, 

Which one adopts in dealing with a sister ; 

’ I can be almost rude 

In analysing what I lately wooed. 

For lo 1 your grace of feature, fairly Greek 
(Save for the nose — admittedly retrousse), 

Your eye of Eau de Nil, your cherry cheek, 

Your clievelure, so hke a shock of loose hay, 

Leave me no longer blind 

To your profound deficiencies of mind. 

Compare yourself with yonder female swarm, 

Sent here to boom a Cincinnati paper ; 

Think you they take a pride in outward form, 

Red lips, and waxen skin, and waists that taper ? 

No, they are up in arms 

If you impute to them such paltry charms. 

On nobler gifts their claim has been reposed — 

Graces of mind ! Of such I wish to mention ' 

One that the MaiVs reporter diagnosed. 

Namely, a rapid power of comprehension, 

Which, when he made a joke, 

Leapt on it like the sudden levin’s stroke. 

Amelu, are you moved by that report ? 

I am : I recognise down what abysses 

I should have stumbled, but you stopped me short, 
That day when you declined to be my Missis ; 

Had you endorsed my plan 

I should by now have been a blighted man. 

I do not often jest (not by design), 

But when I do it, as a special favour, 

And it is hke a jewel flung to swine. 

And nobody discerns its subtle flavour, — 

Then for a time, I own 

That I mislay my suavity of tone. 

But, if I played my wit before my wife 

And the effect consistently miscarried, 

I fear it might curtail our wedded hfe. 

And therefore I am glad we are not married. 

For never yet, I know, 

Have you perceived the simplest jeu de mot 0, S. 

Taking Our Pleasures Sadly. 

The following notice appears at ‘‘ The Tower,” Blackpool : 
JUST AREIVED— THREE FEROCIOUS MALE 
MAN-EATING TIGERS. 

TIntameabhe ! Insatiable ! 

Animals fed each day at 3.30, 

THE CHARM OF THE CHARMER. 

ItrrERVIEW WITH THE BEAUTIFUL MiSS EtHELWYNNE L’EsTRANGE. 

' (With acknowledgments to such papers as require them.) 

It was at the Premier Theatre during the interval that our 
Interviewer sought out Miss Ethelwynne L’ Estrange, the 
charming lady who is to create the role of the heroine in Little 
Dulcie when that diverting and altogether delightful musical 
medley of mirth and merriness goes to America in the autumn. 
Miss L’Estrange was just finishing a rehearsal when our Inter- 
viewer first saw her. 

“Yes,” said Miss L’Estrange, with a sweet little giggle, 
“yes, it’s simply delicious, my new part. I just love it. 1 
hope my friends in America wiU.” 

Our Interviewer assured her that they could not fail to do 
so. (Our Interviewer has no conscience to speak of.) 

“Oh!” she gurgled, “really? That is sweet of you. 
But, do you know, I feel dreadfully nervous.” 

“ Lor ! ” said our Representative, who remembered witness- 
ing a performance of the lady. 

“And then,” continued Miss L’Estrange, “it is so horrid 
to leave London. You are such dears over here, you’re 
positively heavenly. 

“ On behalf of England I tender gratitude and illimitable 
thanks for the unsolicited and unmerited testimonial,” said 
Mr. Punch's plenipotentiary, unblushingly. 

“ Ohl ” she said, “ that ’s lovely.” Then she sighed. 

Perhaps it was the heat. Or she, too, may have had a 
conscience. 

“But tell me,” said the worthy upholder of our literary 
dignity, possibly wishing for a change in the subject of 
conversation, “ tell me about yourself.” 

“Oh,” she said with a girlish simper, “actresses don’t like 
telling people about themselves. I never do it.” 

The guardian of our interests gasped slightly for breath 
and bowed. “I know,” said he, “that such is not your 
custom,” — he was fairly expert, dpn’t you think? — “ but won’t 
you j ust for once break the rule and let readers of Punch have 
the first opportunity for at least three days past of hearing 
your views ? ” 

Miss L’Estrange pouted prettily. 

“If I must, I must,” she remarked resignedly. (One cannot 
dispute the profundity of this conclusion.) “ What do you 
wish to know ? ” 

“Firstly,” said he for whom the angels must weep, “^^what 
advice do you give to the stage-struck?” (This was quite 
an original question to pnt to an actress.) 

“My advice,” said Miss L’Estrange decisively, ^‘is most 
strongly against their doing anything whatever to place them- 
selves among the weekly features of the Sketch.'' 

“Life on the stage, then, is not all nectar and ninepins?” 
queried our Innocent One unabashed. 

“ No,” said Miss L’Estrange, “ indeed it is not. It is as 
much as some of us can do to appear in the supplements once 
a fortnight. What chance, then, has the youthful actress of 
gaining an entree to the Sketch's exclusive pages ? ” 

“None,” was the murmured reply. 

“ Besides,” said Miss L’Estrange laughingly, “ there ’s the 
work. Many foolish people think that the stage is all play. 
They forget the drudgery of being always charming, of having 
to graciously grant interviews to foolish journalists, to — oh 1 

I ’m awfnUy sorry. I didn’t mean to be rude.” 

“It is nothing,” sighed our faithful ally, “I can quite 
appreciate your feelings. Then your advice is not to so on * 
the stage?” * 

“ That is my disinterested advice,” she said thoughtfully. 
“I and some others have been successful and ” 

You want to keep all the soft jobs to yourselves,” said 
our Representative exultingly. And so fled. 
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L’AMITIE OBLIGE. 


Madame La Frahoe. “ YOU ’LL COME AND SEE ME THROUGH THIS RATHER DULL FUNCTION, WON’T YOU ? 
Mbs. Britannia. “ WELL, IT ’S NOT MUCH IN MY LINE ; BUT ANYTHINa TO PLEASE YOU, MY DEAR.” 
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LAYS OF A LONDONER. 

The Zoo. 

When April dries the ready tear, 

And greets the world with smiling air ; 
When, in a word, the weather’s clear, 
And I ’ve an afternoon to spare, 

I love to spend an hour or two 
Observing Nature at the Zoo. 

It lends the intellectual mind 
A wider speculative range, 

To see on every side confined 

Wild creatures, wonderful and strange. 
Each, as Professor Daewih proved, 

Man’s cousin once or twice removed. 

Touched by some antic that betrays 
The beasts’ affinity to man, 

One visitor will hymn the praise 
Of Nature’s well perfected plan, 
Another urge in jocund tones, 
Similitudes to Brown or Jones. 

I have remarked a stoutish gent 
Observing to the Chimpanzee, 

“ But for a natural accident 
I had been you, my friend, you me.” 
The ape, unskilled in fancy’s^ flights, 
Pursued the search for parasites. 


Myself, I own, am not infused 
With proper scientific awe ; 

I simply go to be amused, 

To heave the weU-provoked guffaw 
At the unconscious but absurd 
Appearance of some beast or bird. 

Armed with a bag of cast-off buns 
I roam from cage to cage at will, 
And offer tit-bits to the ones 
I hke, and those I don’t get nil ; 
And that profound but testy wag, 

The Dromedary, gets the bag. 

I love to watch the restless run. 

The look of anxious unconcern, 
With which the captive next but one 
Impatiently awaits his turn ; 

Just such a look as Counsel wears 
When briefs are coming up the stairs. 

I rather like the Hartebeest, 

He wears a melancholy air, 

A countenance sublimely 

As one who finds the world a snare ; 
And yet the creature seems imbued 
With quite an- appetite for food ! 

I ’m fond of J ack, the Piping Crow, 
His sense of humour never fails ; 


You ’n see him any time you go 
P ullin g the parrots by their tails, 

Or gnawing with consummate joy 
Some too demonstrative small boy. 

Another favourite of mine ’s 
The Hippopotamus, a beast 
Of solid parts, who when he dines 
Consumes a stack of hay at least ; 
He seems to take an obvious pride 
In having so much room inside. 

But there, one has so many friends 
Alike in feather and in fur, 

Some that perform for private ends, 
And some when sixpences occur. 
That one might warble on for aye, 

And still have several things to say. 

Algol. 

The risks of dining just before a rail- 
w’-ay journey are insufficiently appre- 
ciated, Had the gentleman mentioned in 
the following passage been distent with 
food at the time of the accident, it is 
awful to think what his fate might have 
been. “At Cannon Street,” says the 
Weekly Disyatchy “a passenger and a 
goods train collided. The former was 
fortunately empty, and there were no 
injuries.” ^ 
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‘^LIFE BELOW STAIRS.” 

Edited hy Lady Faith. 

[Being specimen pages of a rival organ to 
Lady Hope’s new periodical for servants, The 
Home Club Magazine.] 

Editorial. 

At a time wlien every class lias its 
well-conducted organ, why should ser- 
vants he left out in the cold ? It is this 
thought, dear friends, which has led me 
to devote days and nights and weeks to 
the preparation of a periodical entirely 
for yourselves. Hitherto you have had 
to read the ordinary magazines and 
papers containing such uncongenial 
matter as stories and novelettes ; but 
henceforward you will have reading 
more to your taste. Life Below Stairs 
will be published every week, price two- 
pence. Everj-one can afford twopence. 
It is true tliat most papers now are only 
a halfpenny or a penny ; but think what 
large tips you get (when the mistress 
does not — ^as I am told she too often 
does — intercept the coin), and how few 
your expenses are — no rent, no board 
and lodging, no washing, no rates and 
taxes. Some of you also have beer 
money,* which seldom falls to your 
employers. Do not then grudge two- 
pence for Life Below Stairs. 

I am promised the best and most 
generous co-operation. Mr. Moihagu 
Holbein will write in an early number 
on ‘‘Channel Swimming for Domestic 
Ser\-ants ” ; Mr. Feederio Harrison will 
revim Mr. Gladstone’s work on Studies 
subsidiary to the Art of Butler; Lady 
Warwick wiU write on “Socialism in 
the Servants’ Hall” ; Mr. James Douglas 
on “Mr. Watts-Dunton’s Message to 
Lady’s-maids”; Mr. Chesterton on 
“ ^rvants our true Masters ” ; and there 
will be a poem in an early number by 
Mr. Hamilton Aide entitled “The Tip.” 
I am hopeful also of inducing Mr. Swin- 
burne to contribute a serial novel in the 
form of letters. 

Fashion Notes. 

By Mrs. Area. 

A charming and inexpensive fan for 
a cook can be made out of yesterday’s 
Daily Mail. 

C- O 

White caps and aprons, are again to he 
in fashion with parlour-maids this season. 

(To he continued each i.cee'k.) 

Xy Valets. 

By Hall Caine. 

In the first place I should like to say 
at once I was a hero to aU. of them. 
They left me only to better themselves 
by becoming literary agents, &c. 

A good valet is not to be met with 
every day. He needs to have a 
number of qualities that are very rare. 
Personally I do not require my valet to 
shave me,? having adhered to a beard 


for some years, and being unwilling now 
to change an appearance that is not 
unfamiliar to my warm-hearted friends, 
the Great British Public ; but a know- 
ledge of shaving is very important. ^ A 
valet should also understand fixing 
sheets of manuscript together ; repairing 
castle chimneys when they smoke ; and 
the principles of photography. 

(To be continued.) 

How to Give Notice. 

A Symposium. 

[So much difference of opinion seems to pre- 
vail as to this important duty that Tve have 
asked a number of representative servants to 
give us their views. — Ed.] 

Miss Eliza Green writes : — “I always 
says to them, ‘Then I beg to give a 
month,’ quite polite, although not 
haughty. If they takes it in the spirit 
in which it was given, well and good ; 
but if they are nasty I can be nasty too, 
I give you my word.” 

Miss Sarah Tompsett writes: — “The 
great thing is to give notice first, before 
you get it; and this means that you 
must he very quick. You have to learn 
the missis’s eye. The first thing I do 
when they come into the kitchen is to 
steal a glance at their eye and act ac- 
cording. If it looks like miscliief, I 
just fold my hands and say, ‘I wish to 
leave as my health won’t stand it.’ ‘ I 
am very glad,’ they says, ‘ as I was just 
going to give you notice myself.’ Bui 
I was first. I always am.” 

Miss Hemily Tantrums writes : — “How 
one gives notice does not matter very 
much, but when is important. I always 
like to catch them when they are happy, 
and burst it on them then. The young 
ones cry,” 

Kules for Waiting in England. 

By William Cockhead. 

1. Never anticipate a want. Make the 
customer ask in turn for everything he 
requires. 

2. Always say, “ Coming, Sir.” 

3. Eemember that all wine should be 
shaken before taken. 

4. Keep on saying, “Coming, Sir.” 

^ 5. Do not say “ Ibank you ” for your 
tip if you don’t think it large enough. 

^ 6. Never ask yourself what you are 
tipped for. 

[Next week : “ The Fallacy of French Waiting.”] 
Areas I Have Explored. 

By Sergeant Robert Kitchener. 

^ There is not, I suppose, any man 
living who has descended single-handed 
and at night into so many areas as I 
have. Never during my thirty years as 
a constable have I been daunted by tlie 
depth and darkness of these subterranean 
retreats. Hungry, cold, ay, and thirsty, 
I have^ not been deterred ; I have gone 
down just the same, or with even more 
courage and purpose. 


I remember the first time I adventured. 
I thought I heard a cry of distress and 
instantly was on my way down the 
perilous and unlit steps. I peered 
through a chink in the shutters, and 
there I saw a fat cook struggling with 
a cold meat pie. At one time the pie 
seemed to be having the best of it ; at 
another, the cook. To enter the kitchen 
and come to her assistance was the work 
of a moment, and in a few minutes I 
had the pie well under and in safe 
custody. 

(To be continued.) 

Ready every Saturday night. 

Life Below Stairs. 

Price 2d. 


TO A STOUT SHEPHERDESS. 

[Watteau, at the present moment, is the only 
wear, but we should like to remind a certain 
class of modish people that it is becoming only 
to the slender ] 

Dear lady, are you open to a hint 
As down our sober pavement you dis- 
play _ _ 

A costume reminiscent of a print 
Of Valenciennes and shepherdesses 
gay? 

When Waiteau, master of Rococo art, 
Depicted nymphs in pastoral disguises, 
His cunning pencil only could impart 
A charm to graceful shapes and slen- 
der sizes. 

That saucy Watteau hat where rosebuds 
twine 

Is not the sort a florid dame should 
wear, 

Although tip-tilted at the proper line 
Upon your own, or someone else’s, 
hair. 

Those panniers of Pompadour brocade, 

. That scanty skirt, although no doubt 
de rigueur, ^ 

That corsage laced, with ruffles overlaid, 
Are not, I think, intended for your 
figure. 

Go home, dear lady, lay your gauds aside, 
Afflict no more your feet with Louis 
heels, 

Wear ample garments flowing full and 
wide — 

Take my advice, and see how nice it 
feels. 

Accommodate your features with a veil, 
And let your hat be quietly trimmed 
and shady : 

Then, though as shepherdess you frankly 
fail. 

You may be more successful as a lady. 


A Soft Thing ; or, A New Safety 
Method of Shaving. — “T ry our Soap. 
A Boon to those who shave themselves. 
You cannot cut yourself with our Soap! ” 
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EVIDENT ON THE FACE OF IT. 

Young Bride {showing wedding 'presents to friend). “And this muff-ohain dear Harry 
GAVE ME.” 

Friend. “ How appropriate ! ” 


THE HERO AND IHS PRICE. 

[The Cflohe suggests that, owing to tlie incon- 
venience caused by the difficulty of hitting 
upon a suitable reward for one’s rescuer when 
one is saved from death or accident, there 
should be a scale of payment for heroes.] 

In Mr. Justice Motley’s court yester- 
day, John Smith, describing liimself as a 
hero, claimed the sum of fifteen shillings 
from Thomas Biiom^ as payment for 
services rendered on the 16th ult. Mr. 
Robinson, K.C., counsel for the plaintiff, 
briefly set forth the facts of the case. 
On the afternoon of the day in q[uestion the 
plaintiff, who was a well-known rescuer, 
was walking by the River Thames near 
Henley, when he observ^ed defendant 
struggling in the water. He proceeded 
to dive in and bring him safely to shore. 
On plaintiff’s demanding the usual fee 
(fifteen shillings and a cigarette) de- 
fendant had refused to admit his claim. 
It was more in the interest of his pro- 
fession than for personal reasons that 
plaintiff, who was a wealthy man, had 
brought the action. If rescued men 
were to be allowed to evade their 
obligations in this manner, the profes- 
sion of rescuing could not continue, and 
hundreds of deserving workers would 
be thrown into the ranks of the un- 
employed. 

Examined by Mr. Jones, K.C,, counsel 
for the defence, Mr. John Smith said that 
it was quite true that he was a wealthy 
man. He had been a hero for some jew. 

Mr. Jones. And it is a well-paid 
profession ? 

The Plaintiff. Not ill-paid. For an 
ordinary rescue — that is to say, if the 
rescuer is in his ordinary clothes — fifteen 
shillings is the reward. If he is in his 
Sunday clothes, the fee is higher. Thus, 
if he dives in to save a man with his 
frock-coat on and wearing patent-leather 
V boots he receives a guinea and an invita- 
tion to High Tea, naming his own day. 
But if he happens to be wearing brown 
boots with his frock-coat, the invitation 
to High Tea is not enforced. In the 
eyes of the law, patent-leathers are more 
costly than brown boots. 

Mr. J ustice Motley. What boots it ? 

[Hysterics in Court. Officer X 45 
becomes limp with laughter. 

Mr. Jones. On this occasion how were 
you dressed ? 

The Plaintiff. In my ordinary clothes. 

Mr. Jones. How was your attention 
first attracted to the defendant’s position ? 

The Plaintiff. I am always on the 
look-out. It is my profession. 

Mr. Justice Motley. In fact, with you 
it is a case of look out and hook out, eh ? 

[Paroxysms of laughter. 

Mr. J ones. You are not the John Smith 
who pushed a little boy into the Round 
Pond in 1899 in order to earn the fee 
for rescuing him ? 


The Plaintiff. I am not. I never 
rescue boys. It is not worth a busy 
man’s while. Amateur heroes do it, I 
believe ; but while the rate of payment 
is only seventeen-and-six per half-dozen 
no professional will touch them. 

The defendant then entered the box. 

Mr. Jones. Is it true, Mr. Brown, that 
on the afternoon of the 16th of last month 
the plaintiff pulled you out of the river ? 

The Defendant. Yes, confound him 1 

Mr. Justice Motley. He found yoic. 

[Prolonged mirth. 

Mr. Jones. Why are you annoyed ? 

The Defendant. Well, I was just 
beginning a bathe. I’d been looMng 
forward to it all day. And no sooner 
had I got in than this fellow drags me 
out, making me swallow pints of water 
on the way. 

Mr. Jones. You did not need his 
services ? 


The Defendant. Not a bit. 

Mr. Jones. The plaintiff asserts that 
you were in obvious distress. He says' 
you were splashing violently. 

The Defendant. I was practising the 
Trudgeon stroke. 

J ones. You were not sinking ? 

The Defendant. Not a bit of it. 

Mr. Justice Motley. You can take a. 
man to the water, but you can’t make 
him sink. 

[Loud laughter, during lohich Mr. 
Punch's Representative was carried 
out in a state of collapse. 


Those famous makers of ordnance, 
Lord Armstrong and Sir Andrew Nobij:, 
desire it to be known that Messrs. 
Armstrong and Noble, whose partner- 
ship was so successful in the recent 
match against Somerset, have no sort of 
connection with their Newcastle Batteries. 
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FIVE O’CLOCK IIM OLYMPUS. 

OxE day, not so very long ago, tHe weather was hot in 
Olympus. " Jupiter had done a good morning’s exercise with 
his thnnderholts, and had afterwards amnsed himself by 
throwing off a few stray famines and pestilences from his 
stock of these commodities. He had then eaten a hea^y 
mid-day meal and was now reclining in an exhausted condition 
and the shade of a crag. The other gods, too, had done their 
various duties and were tired. So were the goddesses. 

“ Bring me,” said the King of gods, addressing the fair Hebe, 
‘^a jng of nectar, the ’92, mind yon, and — but no, I ’m tired 
of nectar. Bring me something else. I want a new drink.” 

“We haven’t got a new drink,” said Hebe, who allowed 
herself a certain liberty in conversation with Jupiter. 

“No new drink?” said Jnpiter petulantly. “No new 
drink ? And I suppose I ’m not a god, and I couldn’t wipe 
the whole lot of you out by nodding my head ? Upon my 
word, I ’m disposed to do it right now ” — Jupiter had picked up 
a few modem expressions from a recent importation of assistant 
Hebes who talked through their pretty little noses — “ I guess 
I ’m tired of nectar anyway,” he continued, “ and that ’s all 
there is to it.” 

“Was there ever so unreasonable a creature?” whispered 
Juno very audibly. 

“If I’m to be thwarted like this ” began her husband 

fiercely. 

“Is anybody thwarting Jupiter?” asked the Queen 
blandly. “I’ve often told you all he’s not to be thwarted. 
It simply ruins his temper.” 

Jupiter glared round the circle, but nobody answered. 
“Mercury!” he suddenly shouted. The messenger ap- 
proached with evident reluctance. ^ 

“ Put on your wings at once and go below and bring me 
back something to drink.” 

“I can’t spare the boy this afternoon,” cried Juno. “ He ’s 
got to ” 

But Mercury was already gone. 

Pirst he dropped down in Germany, and he saw the whole 
population drinking beer. 

“It’s no good for Jupiter,” he said. “He’s putting on 
weight too fast as it is.” 

So he gave a leap, and in a moment he was in New York 
in a fashionable club, 

“Waiter,” said one of the members, “take the orders.” 

The cocktails shortly afterwards appeared on a tray, and 
Mercuiy drank a Martini. 

T^s, he said, “ isn’t bad, but poor old Jupiter couldn’t 
do with it. He d want to drink it out of a long glass, and 
that might ruin us aU.” 

So he leaped again and found himself in Paris, where a 
sn^rt gar^on brought him an absinthe. He drank it. 

''Absinthes,'' he murmured, “make the heart grow fonder. 

I wonder who said that. Jupiter’s quite foncl enough as it 
is. We really couldn’t stand any more scandals.” 

So he leaped again and dropped in a London club. 

A tall stout gentleman with a long grey beard was sitting 
on three illustrated papers and reading a fourth, while he 
sipped sonaething hot out of a cup. Five other tall stout gentle- 
inen ^th long grey beards were looking at him angrily and 
the same sort of something out of cups 

of old Jupiter,” said’ Mercury. 
What suits them is sure to suit him.” 

So he ordered] a consignment of urns and kettles and 
teapots and cups and saucers and tea and milk and sugar 
t^Ol^pus ^ lettuce sandwiches, and back he flew 

Ol^pu?^^ five-o’clock tea became a popular meal in 

j My dear,” said Juno shortly afterwards to Venus “I 


don’t know what ’s come over Jupiter. He ’s got so tame and 
mild these last few days that I ’d almost trust him to feed 
out of my hand.” 

“Vulcan’s just the same,” said Venus. “I never saw 
anyone so changed. Thank you. Two lumps, and just a 
little cream.” 


A BIRTHDAY SOIMG. 

The morn is bright, the skies are clear, 

The lark awakes and Chanticleer 
Explosively proclaims the anniversary 
Of the glad day when I was born 
This jolly world of ours t’ adorn, 

And be, I ’m told, a terror to the nursery. 

There are to whom a birthday brings 
The solemn thought that Youth has wings. 

Who dream of Old Age closing in around them. 
And weep to think that man must grow 
Old at the age of so-and-so. 

(My own contemporaries, too, confound them !) 

And there be those whom such a date 
Serves only to infuriate. 

Who find existence void, and pleasure hollow ; 

“ Why were we ever born ? ” they say. 

And darkly curse their natal day 
As the prime cause of aU they have to swallow. 

Myself, I do not hold with these. 

This Vale of Tears has much to please 
A merry soul ; if Man be born to trouble, 

The fact is neither here nor there ; 

If Life ’s the Bubble they declare. 

It seems a very decent sort of bubble. 

Nor do I, like my craven peers, 

Confess to getting on in years 
Just when the joys of life are fairly started, 

And mourn for my departed Youth 
Merely because I ’m— no, forsooth ! — 

I don’t acknowledge that it has departed. 

True, that the carping eye may trace 
Some lines on my engaging face, 

But^what of them? Their cause is very simple ; 

I ’ve had them for a long, long while : 

These are the places where I smile, 

And those — well, anyone can tell a dimple. 

The polished argent of my crown 
Has lost its growth of sheeny brown, 

But many a head that ’s prematurely thinned owes 
Its losses to the tropic hat. 

You could not call me really fat ; 

Not fat (I know, from looking into windows). 

But there, what boots the outer skin ? 

If jocund be the heart within 
The rolling years affect one very lightly ; 

And a hilarious turn of mind — 

That and my innocence combined — 

Has kept me young and eminently sprightly. 

^erefore, 0 pious Mom, to Thee 
Be greeting I And I hope to see 
^ A prosperous and pleasant. 

;^d, ere the day has gained his height, 

1 wiH perfom my ’customed rite. 

And go and give myself a birthday present. 

Dum-Dum. 



A BARE' SUGGESTION. 

(For ilie Hard-worked Diner-out.) 
“The less we wear, the more we can 
eat,” says a medical journal. This 
epoch-making truth has already been 
acted upon by the compilers of the up- 
to-date and well-known “Etiquette for 
Epicures.” We beg leave to cull the 
following excerpts from the very latest 
edition of their gastronomic handbook : — 
“If you are asked whether you like 
to take salad undressed, proceed with 
caution and be guided by what your 
host or hostess does. It requires the 
exercise of some little tact to know how 
far to venture in the matter of sartorial 
omission, and it is well therefore to wait 
for a lead and temporise, if possible, by 
a remark on the weather, until you have 
discovered whether the undressing is 
objective or subjective.” 

“ The familiar postscript ^ Don’t dress 
for dinner ’ appended to unceremonial 
invitations has now acqidred a stiU 
more hospitable meaning, and signifies 
that the fare is unlimited, and there 


wiU be no vexatious restrictions in the 
nature of waistbands, etc.” 

“The term Bemove on the modern 
menu now serves a double purpose. At 
this stage of the proceedings it acts as a 
signal for general deshabiUement. It is 
not very good form to anticipate such a 
direction unless undress has been 
specially suggested in the invitation, in 
which case a tennis shirt and continua- 
tions will be sufiScient.” 

“We do not recommend our readers 
to attempt to improve upon the refined 
example lately set them by an American 
millionaire and dine in the water (of 
course in University bathing costume) 

I instead of upon an artificially blue 
lagoon. The newly-established Censor 
of Banquets may have a word to 
say. ...” 

“Altogether the subject of Mixed 
Dinner Parties is rather a ticklish one 
under present circumstances. There is, 
indeed, a feeling which is gaining 
strength, in favour of a reversion to the 
old frill-dress costume. It is certainly 
more advisable for dd)vtantes.'^ 


The Silly Season Anticipated. 

Fkom the following advertisement in 
the Times it looks as if the class of 
monster which is generally represented 
by the sea-serpent was already being 
mobilised. 

■DILL for the PROTECTION of the YlYl- 
-L' SECTION of DOGrS, now before Parlia- 
ment. — PETITION supporting the above, now 
measuring nearly seven miles in length, can still 
be SIGrNED at the Society’s Offices, or will he 
sent post free on receipt of postcard. 

The italics are by Lord Stanley. 

The Heat Wave. 

From the instructions issued by the 
Manchester Corporation to those invited 
to assist at the recent presentation of 
an address to His Majesty : — “ Morning 
dress or Uniform. (Mayors are requested 
to wear their chains of office only,)” 

From the 1st Worcester Royal Garri- 
son Artillery Volunteers’ Orders for week 
ending July 15 : — * ' Sunday. — Church 
Parade, 10 a.m. Dress : Busbies, Tunics, 
Waist Belts.” 
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APPEARANCES ARE DECEPTIVE. 

Bniegroom deet (purchasing the usual huttonhole). “ I wamt some Flowers ! ” 
FloTiti(8ympat}ietiaally). "Yes, Siz. A Caoss on i. WssiTS? " 


. ' OTIUM MAEINTJM. 

{By a Sea Dog-in-the-Mange/r^ 
NorqToite iJrree htuidred miles from town, 
or yet profaned by week-end trippers. 
Beneath a ridge of roHing down 
^ With velret strands for infant dippers, 
i ve found a holiday retreat 
Adapted to a sxnaU exchequer, 

1 Wliere the dyspeptic and effete 
I At once regain a healthy “pecker.” 


We only fun to one hotel, 

We have no chef, no German waiters, 
And yet our host amazing well 
For every taste and palate caters. 

His wife ’s a treasure who displays 
A perfect genius for baking ; ' 

His wines are few, but merit praise, 
And never set your temples aching. 

The fol^ W^to haunt this favoured scene 
Are eminently inoffensive, 
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Preserving a judicious mean 
Betwixt the rowdy and the pensive. 

Their stakes at Bridge are not too high 
To lend themselves to punctual nav- 
ment ; 

Their daughters do not occupy 
The livelong day in change of raiment. 

No social problems here perplex, 

No scandals lead to comment scathing ; 

No raucous champions of the sex 
Discuss the question of mixed bathing. 

And, if you cannot get your Mail 
Before the setting hour of Phoebus, 

-^Fresb fish replace the serial tale, 

And new-laid eggs the Breakfast 
rebus. 

Here are no telescopes, no touts, 

No organ-torturing invaders, 

No steam-rotated roundabouts, 

No masked mysterious serenaders. 

Nay, so uncultured is our set, 

So musically antiquated, 

That “Hiaw^atha ” has not yet 
Tills peaceful region decimated. 

The banjo’s plunk is never heard, 

The front is void of pseudo-niggers ; 

To us quite equally absurd 
Whole-hoggers are and littlo-piggers. 

Lapped in our lotus-eating ease. 

Far from the bounding advertiser, 

We dress exactly as we please, 

And take no thought of Czaii or Kaiser. 

Nor does this list by any means 
Exhaust the sum of our resources ; 

Golfers have here their choice of greens, 
And both are highly sporting courses, 

Where well-hit Haskells sweetly lie 
Uiitrapped by scnapcs of burrowing 
bunny, 

Where sporting men for victory vie 
And not for medals or for money. 

“ Wliy not reveal,” I liear you say, 

“ The whereabouts of this oasis, 

And^ place the readers of yoiir lay 
With you upon u favoured basis?” 

No, no, for here to play the dog- 
In-manger needs no vindication : 

I am resolved to leave mcog. 

Such admirable isolation. 


Cyclists descending Henley Hill wiU 
have noticed that the O.T.C.’s “ Danger” 
board at the top of the hill is overgrown 
and the warning almost obliterated. A 
smart business firm has been quick to 
recognise its chance, and at the foc^ of 
the hid you may read this notice, dear 
and large: — “Funerals Cheaply and 
Completely Furnished.” 


“ It is hopeless to expect pronouncements on 
the^ sabject from War Secretaries of the type 
which has lately been fostered on the country.” 

The Globe. 

It has b^n suggested that “fostered ” 
is a clerical error, amd, should be 
“foisted.” Thisiswron^ “Forstered” 
is, of course, what was meant. 
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BREECHES OF PROMISE. 


Amh-k (moa t»:M. “A UTTLE TOO KOOH BOOM IN THE SEAT. THBT WANT TAEDJO 
IN BY AT LEAST TWENTY-TWO INCHES.” *vm 

Pat “TAKING IN, IS IT? I’VE WORN THEM EOS MORE THAN A HUNDRED YEARS, AND 
DIVIL AN mCH WILL I SPARE OFF THEMl” 
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■ “ ‘ MUSIC rOR THE COMMONS.— Ho. 1. 

The Protectionist Teio. 

Mr. Patrick O’Brien lias suggested that efficient orchestras should be proyided for the Dining-rooms and Terrace of House of Commons 

in order to contribute to the general hannony among Members. Why not organise these orchestras among Members themselves ? 


House of Lords, Monday, July 10.— 
Unusual gathering of noble lords; evi- 
dently something in the wind. Custom- 
ary incentive for such access of interest 
is either rent or religion. To-night it is 
neither. Merely the Army. 

Some weeks ago Pbinoe Arthur de- 
livered memorable speech in Commons, 
designed to dispel fear of invasion by 
showing how small is the force that 
could, in most-favoured-nation circum- 
stances, be expected to land on our coast. 
Danger is, indeed, so immaterial that 
Volunteers may be snubbed. Yeomanry 
disbanded, and the Line kept down to 
almost imperceptible proportions. When 
Prinoe Arthur was at school he learned 
the elementary truth that “ a line is that 
which has length but not breadth or 
thickness.” Apply the principle to the 
British Line, and there you are. 

That Young Veteran, Wemtss, medi- 
tating on matter, has come to conclusion 
that on the contrary there you aren’t. 


To-night submitted Resolution declaring 
it dangerous to the reahn to trust to the 
Navy alone for home defence. Bobs 
followed in speech that made even the 
Lord Chancellor’s flesh creep. An old 
story how with light heart we went 'to 
war with the Boers, unprepared with 
men and guns, meat and maps. Paid 
pretty dearly for the neglect and over- 
sight that made such things possible. 
Millions of money wasted, thousands of 
men slain. For a while, through a bleak 
December week, the Empire seeming to 
totter. 

But John Bull doesn’t cry over spilt 
milk. Has paid the cost of the Boer W ar ; 
is going on paying it, with Income Tax 
at a shilling in the pound pd War taxes 
on household biUs still levied. At least, 
John thought, the lesson had been learnt, 
the costly sacrifice had brought some 
recompense. And here to-night is Bobs, 
standing by the Cross Benches, solemnly 
declaring, on his honour as a man, his 


experiences as a soldier, that the lesson 
of SouthAfrica has already been forgotten. 

“I have no hesitation in saying,” he 
declared amid the pained silence of the 
crowded House, “ that our forces to-day, 
notwithstanding reforms and changes of 
administration, are as unprepared for 
war as they were five years ago,” 

And this, after having meanwhile 
spent £332,000,000 taken from the 
pocket of the trustful tax-payer ! 

Bobs brought to discharge of his task 
no arts of oratory. When he made his 
first speech in the Lords he committed l 
it to memory, observing the precaution 
of rolling up the typewritten sheets in 
imitation of a Field ^ Marshal’s hdton, 
which from time to time he waved in 
the direction of Woolsack. To-night he 
frankly read his speech from manu- 
script, a little too rapidly for full effect, 
but, there being melancholy overplu^ge, 
nobody had ground of complaint pn tihe 
score of not catching every sentence. 
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Round tlie Division Lobbies with. Scott-Montagii. 


Hahitues of either House grow case- 
hardened; few set speeches, by whom- 
soever delivered, affect their spirits, 
much less their appetites. To-night a 
cloud of depression, almost despair, 
hung low over the red-cushioned benches 
as Bobs, with level voice, unimpassioned 
manner, lamented an Army reduced to 
the^ minimum in number, inadequately 
trained, with musketry practice hope- 
lessly limited, lacking auxiliary forces 
so organised as to form a sufficient and 
efficient reserve. 

Business done . — Bobs makes a few 
remarks on the condition of the British 
Army he has occasionally led in battle, 

Tuesday night. — Behind a boyish 
maimer Scott-Montagu hides a shrewd 
business capacity. Knows a good open- 
ing when^ he sees it ; finds one in the 
loss of time arising out of existing 
system of taking votes. Reckons that 
in a Session with its average of three 
hundred divisions, each occupying a 
quarter of an hour, bang go ten working 
days in perambulating the lobbies. 

Old Isaac Holden who, in his eighty- 
fifth year, represented a Yorksffire divi- 
sion, took note of the bearings before 
Scott-Mootagu left school. The sturdy 
octogenarian lived on an apple or two 
a day and, lest he should suffer from 
the consequences of over-feeding, made 
a practice of walking two miles every 
n^ght before going to bed. During the 
recess he took his walk on the moors 
adjoining his Yorkshire home. Through 


the Session he combined necessary exer- 
cise with public duty. Stepping the 
division lobbies he found the length as 
nearly as possible two hundred yards. 
Bight divisions at a single sitting (by 
no means unusual when the Home Rule 
BiU was in Committee) meant near 
enough to a mile. Accordingly after 
running up his score in the division 
list he had only another mile to do on 
his way home. 

That is another story. What Scorr- 
Montagu perceives is opening for a brisk 
motor-car business in the division lob- 
bies. ^ As soon as House is cleared for a 
division the car would be backed up to 
door. Members crowding in would be 
whisked down to other end and the car 
back again in a jiffy for a fresh load. 
Of course it would be a monopoly, with 
profits according. All the same canny 
Scott-Montagq is for cheap fares ; say a 
penny, with bundles of tickets, thirteen 
to the dozen, to be obtained in the 
Whips’ room at the price of a shilling. 

C.-B. gravely shakes his head and 
hopes the Government, who, what with 
one thing and another, have sufficient 
business on hand, will not encourage 
the project. ^ Prince Arthur evidently 
attracted by it. As he says, ten days is 
a period equal with that allotted to 
Ministers for legislation. If, by the use 
of means of expeditious transit, half the 
time^ taken in walking through the 
lobbies could be saved, it might be 
utilised for Redistribution’ Resolutions, 


or some trifle of that kind, for which at 
present, he can afford to give only a 
couple of morning Sittings. 

Nothing definite settled ; but Scott- 
Montagu is to be congratulated on having 
made a good start. 

Business done. — Aliens Bill run 
through Committee by help of guillotine. 

Friday night. — Mr. Caldweli. has gone 
a-week-ending with light heart. Pacing 
the salubrious sands of Southend he may 
reflect on the conspicuous service he 
rendered the House of Commons on a 
critical occasion. Of generous mind, 
prompt to encourage budding genii s' 
he has always been tender in his treat- 
ment of Prince Arthur. Towards the 
end of last session, when the Leader of 
the House in response to invitation froni« 
C.-B. set forth certain arrangements for 
the disposal of accumulated business, he 
rose and publicly expressed approval. 
He almost hinted tliat he would hardly 
have done better himself had he been in 
his natural position on the Treasury 
Bench. 

On this later occasion his attitude was 
minatoiy. The business arose out of 
C.-B.’s springing upon Prince Arthuh 
the ghost of Edward Grey’s Resolution 
of Censure on the Fiscal Question. It 
was^ dead six weeks ago ; thought it was 
buried, and behold, without a premoni- 
tory groan it reappears. 

“I hear the right lion, gentleman’s 
reference to the motion with a shock of 
surprise,” muimured Prince Arthur. 

Certainly cannot makc^ room for it 
now. Every hour up to August 12, on 
or about which date prorogation must 
take place if the heavens fall, appro- 
priated. Happily there was a second 
reading of^ the Appropriation Bill. 
Members might talk at large on that, 
and a division arising out of debate on 
Ministerial attitude on Fiscal Question 
would be equivalent to Vote of Cen- 
sure. 

Nothing else forthcoming, Opposition 
reluctantly disposed to accept the 
arrangement. ^ Propounded by Leader 
of the House, it must be in order. Mr. 
Caldwell knew better. A ruling from 
the Chair had limited debate on second 
reading of Appropriation Bill to subjects 
arising out of money voted in Supply. 
No public money yet voted in respect of 
Fiscal controversy. The half sheet of 
note-paper used at Manchester by Prince 
Arthur was his private property. Ac- 
cordingly discussion suggested could 
not take place. 

Members as usual laughed when they 
heard Mr. Caldwell’s argumentative 
voice break in on Premier’s discourse. 
But Mr. Caldwell was right. He alone 
in the crowded House spotted the flaw 
in Prince Arthur’s proposal. 

Business done, — Scotch Education 
BiU. 
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MR. MUGWUMP’S MISFORTUNES.-No. 3. 

(2%« Adwntures of a Beginner.) 

Mb. M. bents some witeb fobmeelt fished only bt the tenant fabmbb, whom he dnfoetdnatelt neglects to oomfensate. 


“THE DEVIL ! DID HE MEAH ALL THAT?” 

Sneer, on Lord Burleigh's Lead-shake in “The Critic.’’ 

A cxiiiEESPONDEKT quotes the following passage from an 
account of the Gordon-Bennett Cup Race : — “In passing the 
Grand Stand Th&t made a sign with his hand which was 
taken to mean that he had heen obliged to change the tyre 
of one of his front wheels. On the other hand ” (presumably 
THfet’s other hand), “it was announced that Lakoia had 
changed his tyres and would go on changing them in the 
course of each circuit, preferring thus to lose several minutes 


each time rather than risk an accident.” This account of the 
incident does not quite tally with that given by our corre- 
spondent’s private secretary (a most trustworthy man), whom 
he sent over with instructions to wire him the process of 
the Race every two minutes. He says: “In passing the 
Grand Stand Thi^y made a movement with his left eyebrow 
which was taken to mean that he had run over three hens 
and an old lady ; that the old lady was not badly injured, 
but that the hens were killed, fortunately instantaneously ; 
that he thought they had not suffered much ; and that he vvas 
looking forward to being kissed by his engineer if he won.” 
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DICKENSIAN CAER-AOTORS. 


eccentric “business” oi The Dodger zxidi Ghitlhig, md -wm 
the Beadle and Mrs. BMmbZ6(weU rendered as both these minor 


(First and, temporarily, laa nigU of “ Oliver Twist” at His Maje^y's) characters are by Mr. Haynes and Miss Kate Mills) omitted 
Author first: actors afterwards, in order of merit. With altogether, the First Act would play doser and would be 
his dramatic version of Oliver Twist, Mr. Comyhb Cabb has over in forty minutes ; whereas on Monday night it lasted, 
achieved a signal success. Whether it was self-imposed or rather wearisomely, for one hour. riie pruning-knife” 
suggested to liini, Mr. Caer has cleverly accomplished the should be freely used : but whether it be so or not, when 
task which, as every dmmatist conversant with the old novel once the play has fairly started on its^ nui, the great tragic 
is probably aware, presents to the modem playwright diffi- scenes of Sikes and 'Nance, and of Fagin in the condemned 
culties that, at first sight, seem to be well-nigh insuperable, cell, wiU attract for months to^ come, and will live in the 
The first ‘"’facer ” is that the story is old-fashioned ; and it memory of play-gops for a life-time. 


maybe remembered that Dickens himself, in later years, wished But stay— one important character I have forgotten to 
he had the chance of re-writing or re-constructing it. The mention. Bill Sikes's dog, BulVs-Eye, BnlVs-Eye was the 
plot is of the well-worn “ transpontine as it used to be called bright particular dog-star of this melting J uly night. It was, 
when the Surrey and “the Vic.” existed— -melodramatic type, in we believe, his first appearance, and, therefore, he must be 
which Oharles Dickens, though no one enjoyed its absurdities dealt gently with; even Sikes was kind to him. Such a 
more keenly than he did, actually revelled. The lost child, clep, well-fed, gentlemanly, sweet-tempered w^ag-tail dog! 
the missing documents of the utmost importance — always Evidently he has not yet learnt the^ art of “ making-up.” 
mentioned in a general way as “papers,”— the wicked unde, Not a sulk, not a growl, not the slightest snarl in him, 
the babe in the wood, i.e., Oliver himself, the blood-and- j and he set an excellent example— in being letter-perfect; 
thunder situations, the comic relief, ,he attempted no “gag” ; not a 


thunder situations, the comic relief, 
the mild and virtuous heroine, the /^//// / 

wicked but repentant woman, are aH . «• // Ilf/JM / //o Spies' s 

here — everyone of these and many \ I J // 7//W //M Dickens’s BulVs-l^hje than is Mr. 

more out of the^old melodramatic ' |'yy / /MM// Punch's Toby. 

store-house of the Early Victorian era. \ ' A j / v/ 

With such commonplace material \ \\ ' / w/I/M ^ “ OH DEAR ! WHERE CAN 

for plot, to score so great a sue- \ 'I . 1 1 ' THE MOTOR BE ” 

cess with a representative play- W h/Ml / \ r. . . . '..Y Y 

going first-night audience as iJp/ Sir,— I have perused with keen 

did Mr. Comyns Care, is indeed a interest the recent correspondence in 

genuine triumph for any dramatist. V /T / subject of the high- 

It must have been for Mr. Carr the handed course pursued by Lord 

very- dickens of a job. A better cast ^ Windsor in closing Hyde Park (which 

for his piece it would have been no Lordship appears to imagine to 

easy matter to find to hand in any Windsor Park) to those for whose 

London theatre. The success of the relaxation it w^as originally intended, 

premiere was undoubtedly scored by namely the Great Public, who, by 

Miss Constance Collier as Nance, and industry, astuteness and in- 

by Mr. Lyn Harding as Bill Sikes. tegrity, have saved enough to pur- 

These two must be bracketed together. chase themselves motor-cars. 

Mr. Carr has artistically treated the ' Now, Sir, no one has hit upon the 

awrful scene of the murder of Nance ^ ' compi'omise which, as it seems to 

hj Bill Sikes. The crime is committed would absolutely fit the case, 

out of sight, like the tortures in La ^ Why not give the motorists all they 

and the terrible scene that Mr. \a/uat le want and more? Why not permit 

Warner so thrilhngly described as he WHAT S IN A LABEL? them to propel tlieir machines in 

heard it through the telephone. Only ; ; Hyde Park, and nowhere else? Let 

Forgin is on the stage, cowering, cowardly, and diaboUc^y them whirl as they will from Marble Arch to the Magazine, 
vindictive. It was here that Mr. Tree was at his best, forcing from Achilles’ Statue to Oxford Street, vying in perfume 
upon the hushed audience the unspeakable terror of the with the flower-beds, while, beyond the Park railings, hum- 
scene. ^ ^ drum, pettifogging pedestrians may venture forth again into 

Taken as a whole, however, Mr. Tree’s Fagin, on this first the streets they used to love, 
night, was not what it will be after a few performances, when Under the proposed scheme, it would of course be im- 
his managerial nervousness will have passed off, and, being possible for the motorist, to travel from his mansion to the new 
perfect in his words, he will give full meaning to every Elysium in his machine. But the Knightsbridge Barracks, 
gesture, every look, and every line. Ultimately his Fagin the Albert HaU, Kensington Palace, and other suitable build- 
will rank with his Svengali. '* ings might easily be converted into coach-houses and garages 

As we shall have to return to the piece on the resumption in which the Cars of the Privileged (which association of 
of its run, “here break we off” for the present. But a few names is reminiscent of The Seats of the Mighty whether by 
words more. Miss Hilda Trevelyan as Oliver is certainly the Gilbert Parker or Hyde Parker I forget) might be con- 
“ mealy-faced” boy, as Mr. Hilton, capitally playing Mr. veniently stored for the night. 

Grimwig, calls him, just as he is depicted by George Should motorists require the practice and excitement to 
ORUiKSHANKin his illustrations to the novel. The improba- which they are accustomed in shaving past — or rollicking 
bilities of the existence of such an Oliver are to be charged over— the "inadvertent young, the Park custodians could be 
to the ori^nal creation. instructed occasionally to raid the various juvenile angling 

Were the monotonous idiotic laughing of Charles Bates clubs which frequent the banks of the Serpentine, and drive 
considerably toned down, and were the piece somewhat their members across the track in any direction desired. “De 
rmeved of the comic relief supposed (in keeping with the minimis non curat Lex." The Law doesn’t bother about very 
[ Dickensian tradition) to be afforded by the capers and Httle children. Your obedient servant, Scxitt-Oapulet. 


I. 




WHAT 


LABEL? 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 

Saturday, July 8. —Heat v. House. House, as far as boxes a joEy tar possessing a wife at every port, Mile. Simeoli, with 
are concerned, not up to the “ All-there ” mark. Otherwise her powerful mezw-soprano voice, sang delightfully ; her 

satisfactoiy. Old acting was as effec- 

I , Friend Faust, with tive as her singing. — 

whatever may be the Signor Cabuso as 
faces, always the gay naval officer 
' :-l ' ‘ attraction. A U.S.N., in startling 

good performance, gold-braided blue 
with Mile. Selma suit, being in ex- 
Huez, a sweet sing- cellent voice, was 
May^gnerite, and quite the Captain 

^Si^m 






Mhe. Alteit, a good Orosstree 
Siehel, T’others as nautical 
before when last There h 
mentioned. character 

Monday.— Pre- a certai 


Crosstree of old 
nautical drama. 
There is in the 
characters and story 
a certain resem- 




“ Scotti-Viski ? ” 

Sir Francis Bluinmy Pinkerton — Sig. Caruso. 
Sharpless — Signor Scotti. 


miere of New Opera blance to our light- 
in two acts by hearted friend The 
Puccini, known to Geisha. Perhaps, 
fame by La Boheme as it is a J apanese 
(here we drop into subject, with xAnaeri- 
poetry and out of it can naval characters 
again immediately), sub sti tut ed for 
entitled Mad am a English, the resem- 
Butterfly, which, if blance is unavoid- 
fir st impressions able. Signor Sootti, 
are not deceptive, attired in cream- 
is likely to become coloured clothes, 
popular. The house, looked as smart as 
.utter of expectation, a new pin — a pin 



on this butterfly night, naturally in a flutter of expec^tion. a new 
It had a regular right royal start, the King and the Queen though 
being present. The house choke-full. 

Ah Madama Butterfly {Gio^io-San) Mle. l^STnm was is S7iarpZesa, and 


without 


Sharpless (special messenger of the United 
States) tells Madama Butterfly of her husband’s 



operatica%^^ artisSy perfect That Mile. Destinn may he represents the U.S. Consul at Nagasaki who has to break 

nS be qS so petite as Madame Papillon should he, is only the sad news to Butterfly of her hushed s mamage to an 
noi oe quue so peiut cis xuu ^ repeating the old xAnerican lady. This commmication Sharpless makes with 

objection as to the as little bluntness as possible. He sang splendidly, he acted 
i impossibihty of ob- capitally, and generally made matters as pleasant as possible 

' taining a perfect for the unfortunate Butterfly whose wings are thus so cruelly 

Jidiet^ of sixteen clipped. Clever M. Dufriche as the Marriage Broker was 
years old. No more than satisfactory. There are many minor characters 
hetier Madama But- in the opera,— minor dramatically speaking and musically 
terfly could just singing,— and all found adequate representatives. It is 
now be found than a sad story, a tragedy ; we do not get inany liveJy 
the lady who has '‘plots” nowadays, — “for 0, for 0 the hobby-horse is 
been destinn’d for forgot!”— and therefore it is a real pleasure to record the 
the part. glimpse of lightness conveyed to the scene in which a little 

Mme. G. Lejeune, mite appears as Butterfly^ s child, aged about three or four, 
playing the maid who was stolidly serious throughout, as unmoved by 
Sttzit&i, which, is his mother’s caresses and hy her grief, and only smiling 

Japanese for Susan, 

is known to be so | 
good an all-round 
singer, that she is 
instantly pardoned 
if, on this occasion, 
she was now and 
then just a trifle 
fiat. 

As Kate Pinker- 
ton, the second wife 
of the volatile Lieu- 
tenant Pinkerton of 
the United States 

Madama Butterfly introduces her sun-shady Navy, who, though 
relations to Lieut. Sir Francis Bluimny Pinker- American, 

ton YT f 

Madama Butterfly— MRe. Destirin. English tradition of Flagging Interest. All over! Hooray. 







Flagging Interest. 


All over 1 Hooray ! 
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in genuine earnest when he, as a snccessM juvenile 
performer, took his call — this sounds like the child s 
caul” but it wasn’t— with all the others before the curtain. 
Then for the first and only time in the evening he smiled 
pleasurably — ^f or was not a great load removed from his child’s 
mind ? — and, as if by sudden inspiration, nodded a cheery 
good-night to the audience. 

The general success of all, including orchestra under Signor 
CAMPANBn, was decided, and we fancy this Butterfly wiU. settle 
in the Garden. 

The scenery, specially painted for this production by Mr. 
Haery Brooke, is most effective. But of this and of the 
excellence of certain musical details, more anon. 

Wednesday. — Matinee'FeiTewell Benefit of Mile. Bauermeistee. 
Greatly regret inability to be personally present. Reported 
as an enormous success, this “Big Ben.” at Covent Garden 
outdoing that at Westminster, and the belle of the occasion 
being the ever-charming lady of “all the talents,” Mile. 
Bauermeister. She began years ago as one of the Genii in 
H Flauto Magico, and a genius she has remained ever since. 
The operatic selections for this special occasion were not 
chosen so as to show the Mneficiaire to the best advantage. 
The task was admittedly one of considerable difficulty. It 
is .to be hoped that the sum-total of the receipts on this 
occasion is an exceptionally handsome one. May Mile. Bauer- 
MEiSTER-singer, who is probably the most retiring artiste ever 
known on the operatic stage, thoroughly enjoy her voluntary 
retirement. Ad multos annos. 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The Baron thought that in A Daughter of the Manse, by 
Sarah Tytler (John Long), he had found a novel superior to 
many, one indeed after his own heart. Alas ! she was A 
Daughter of the Manse but not a child of a Ro-mance, and 
though during the greater part of the first hundred pages 
there ^ was much most delightful reading, principally of 
artistically descriptive writing, and though “The Mystery of 
Benji” suggested coming struggles and sensational complica- 
tions, yet these hopes are never realised, and not even by the 
employment of those faithful and experienced servitors. The 
Skipper and his Boy, could the Baron’s early aroused interest 
in the story and its characters be sustained or revived. 
Other readers may have better luck. 

^ Mr. Jerome’s Ideas (Hurst and Blackett) is an attrac- 

tive title in this Indian-like summer season to anyone who 
with time at his disposal is at perfect liberty to lazy away an 
afternoon reeulans sub tegmine fagi, or lounging in a boat 
rocked occasionally by the swell of a swift launch or laborious 
barge. Some of the fugitive” pieces, as the Baron supposes 
them to be, here collected in a volume, are sufficiently amus- 
ing for the^ idle man, who, cradled as above imagined, will 
not risk being upset by any overpowering outburst of irre- 
pressibly Homeric laughter at such playfully amusing papers 
as “ Why don't he marry the girl?” and “ Should soldiers be 
polite ? ’ In “Are we as interesting as we think we are 9 ” — 
where the style is pleasingly reminiscent of a certain little 
b^k entitled Bappy Thoughts — the author mentions the late 
CoENEY Grain as wearing an eyeglass. “Corney fixed 
his eyeglass and walked to the window.” The Baron, who was 
on most intimate terms with “ Diok ” Grain from the time of 
his first appearance in public up to the last, cannot recall any 
time when he took to wearing an eyeglass. It certainly was 
not characteristic of him. 

& A Lost Cause (John Long) its aulihor, Gut Thorne. 
witing^ as, appMently, a strong partisan of the nltra- 
ntnahstic party in the Chnrch of England, depicts certain 
types of clergymen hdonging to that extreme section. As 

to whether fact or fancy may predominate in these cleverly 
and amusingly executed presentments, the Baron, being 
unfamiliar with the specimens in actual life, is not competent 
to decide. But he is able to aver, from his own personal 
knowledge, that the specimen given by the author of the 
broad-minded Vicar who, being inclined to recognise what 
is essentially good in all schools of thought, is disgusted with 
the uncharitableness of certain lay representatives of the 
ultra-Protestant party in the English Church, is a picture, 
drawn without exaggeration, that will recommend itself even 
to those who may care little or nothing about such matters. 
The author also satirically and amusingly depicts scenes in 
the me intime of the Low Church or Evangelical agitator, 
with whose public methods, leading to “ brawling ” in church, 
newspaper reports have long ago familiarised us. One 
of these scenes, where the agitator and his son examine 
a list of subscriptions to “ the Cause,” will probably recall to 
many the signatures to a somewhat similar document that 
Secretary Gashford read out aloud to his patron Lord George 
Gordon, the crack-brained leader of the “ No Popery ” party. 
The ordinary reader, unversed in the questions that agitate 
the legally established Church of England, coming upon 
allusions to and descriptions of the common practice taking 
place within her pale of such rites and ceremonies as he had 
innocently supposed to be distinctive of the Roman Catholic 
Church, wiU rub his eyes and inquire, “Are there wisions 
about ? ” As a novel A Lost Cause is meagre in plot and 
lacking in powerful dramatic situations, except in the last 
chapter, when, accompanied by a self-effacing ritualistic 
noblernan. His Grace of Canterbury looms large on the scene, 
and with an awful severity, far exceeding that of Ingoilisby’s 
Cardinal, who 

“ with a dignified look 

Called for his candle, his bell, and his book,” 

asserts his authority over the unhappy leader of “the Luther 
League,” who slirinks “from the terrible old man,” and 
“with shaking hands” takes from his pocket a bunch of 
keys, which “he dropped from the floor ’—presumably a 
misprint for “on the floor.” ^ There is, by way probably 
of concession to the unecclesiastical novel-reader, a slight 
love interest which, commencing rather late in the story, 
cuhninates in the marriage of the broad-minded (gradually 
narrowing) I iear Carr and Lucy Blantyre, who is described 
as “pure but not virginal in temperament,” and as one 
“ whose nature needed the complement of a husband.” So 
Lucy, with her Carr, starts on the Honeymoon road to 
happiness, a goal which it may be hoped the united couple 
ultimately reached in perfect safety without so pressing the 
pace as to call for police interference. We do not have many 
specially clerical novels nowa- 

days, and, though this cannot be THE ||||||| BAROH 

mentioned in the same breath 

with Troltupe’s dear old Bar- 

Chester Towers, yet, as being 

brightly written, and, if a true 

picture of certain very modeni 

ultra-ritualistic Anglican clergy, 

certainly instructive, the Baron 

thinks^ he may venture to recom- 

mend it to those among his fol- 

lowers for whom the sensational 

romance, or the purely sporting 

novel, offers little attraction. BE B.-W 

Fiat experimentum in corpore vili, 

j From a Treatise on Practical Chemistry : — “ Chlorine gas 
has a most injipious effect upon the human system. The 
following experiments should only he performed therefore hy*^ 
a teacher.” 
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AVE BU Rl AN A. 

Latot TENms. 


of ichicli Eiseley and Smith com- 
pletely disappeared. 

Resuming, liis Lordship quoted two 


(Being a condensed report of Lord Avelury's stanzas from one of Dr.^ WatTs’s hymns 
recent speech at the dinner at the Sports as an indication that his remarks were 
Club to the International Lawn Tennis meant in no bellicose spirit ; and, com- 


competitors at Wimbledon^ 


plete serenity having returned to the 


'irti'iiiiitiu'TiniP'/ 




mm 


mm 


His Lordship, who was received with meeting, he roused much enthusiasm by 
cheers, began by remarking that, offering, just by way of proving his 
although not much of a lawn tennis- respect for the game, to enter for the 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ — 

waa in fasliioii and 

conld not leam un- , , 

til he liad readied wd,c«- 

middle age and 

had been badly ' ZUTTITiri 

stung so often that AT HYDE PARK CORNER. 

the nicety of ^ his ^ Urchin Chauffeur {reading notice). ain’t no use, ’Onoeia. 
touch was impaired. motors ain’t admitted ! ” 

He could not per- ; y ; Tl ^ 

sonally consider that the racket I Championship next year in the Veterans 


Ala/^ WCiCM^ 


AT HYDE PARK CORNER. 

Urchin Chauffeur (reading notice). ain’t no dse, ’Onoeia. 

MOTORS ain’t admitted!” 


sonally consider that the racket Championship next year in the Veterans 
compensated for the loss of the bow class, with a plentiful supply of bisques, 
and arrow (Oh ! Oh /), but it was Being, however, nothing if not critical, 
doubtless a useful substitute. In his as the poet said, his Lordship remarked 
hot youth his Lordship had frequently that he naight say a little with regam to 
scored a bull’s-eye ; so much so that his the terminology of the pastime, which 
nickname in the smart set of that day was, in his opinion, significant of much, 
was Cupid. His was argent archery” Each game began with love. 
indeed, as the poet says. How different player who failed to score was said to 
from this patting of india-rubber balls have only love, against his opponent s 
over a net, or rather into a net, which 15, 30, 40, and victory. Beaut^l is it 
was his usual fate. to score, to win ; but not less beautirol 

[Prolonged disturhance^ in the course to r^^tain love. As the poets had said 


in their legions, and with an unanimous 
voice, “ Love is enough ” ; and yet, sweet 
as it was to hear the word amid the dis- 
tractions of the tennis court, his Lordship 
felt that a revised terminology was not 
undesirable. Why “love?” Why not 
“naught?” or even “nothing?” He 
begged to make these suggestions to 
the controlling body, wherever it was. 

It was not fitting that any opportu- 

nity should be given 

— tt ryj mrn to the mocker or to 

u h mjl the casuist. It was 
' j 1 1 unfortunate that to 

! | Ij the question, “What 

f j I is better than love?” 

1 1 * the answer could — 

1 1 and truthfully, too 

— I /// — be returned :“ 15 

’ N^r AOMrrrED I f j IS, and 30 is, and 40 

game is.” 

® /jli Nothing really is 

Wj. ' better than love, 

— =- word-splitting, and 

lT ^ yet his Lordship 

fancied that he saw 
danger there. 
[Sensatioji^ during 
which Miss 

^ Sutton, the 

American cham- 
pion, fainted. 

His Ixirdship, re- 
suming after some 
agitated moments, 
^ ■■ next turned to the 

materials of the 

^ game. The balls. He 

was always greatly 
attracted by these 
white and restless 
1/^ spheres. He liked 

to think that they 
always wore flannel, 
for he always wore 
flannel himself, even 
in summer, and it 
gave him a sympa- 
thetic feeling for a 
tennis ball. Like 
them he found it 
far safer in the vari- 
able climate of this 
^ “tight little island,” 

The notice says this “ precious stone 

— set in a silver sea.” 

Why the poet called the sea “ silver” he 
could not determine, for to his eyes it 
was usually green, blue, purple or grey ; 
but Sha^speaee had the support of the 
Daily Telegraph in his choice of epithet, 
and silver after ah was a pretty word. 
Bib Lordship, however, would not sup- 
port a silver basis of coinage. 

[RiotSf concluded only hy the ejection 
of one Doherty, Brookes, and an j 
assortment of twins, which however 
involved so much effort the ^ 

speeches then terminated. < ' 


The notiob says 


VOL. CXXIX. 
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A TONIC FOR THE DUMPS. 

The difficiilty in the photograph post-card biisiness is to find new 
idks. The public is tiring of the laughing girls. The demand is for 
the pensive, the soulful, and the spirituelle .” — London Magazine,} 

When in my walks abroad, a sombre bard, 

I sampled Beauties, unimpaired by age, 
Perpetuating on a postal card 

The stolid giggle hallowed by the Stage ; 

When I observed the lips that gaped apart, 

The boon expanse of teeth, the dimpled cliin, 

(Proof of the rapture they derived from Art)— 

0 ! how I grudged them that perennial grin ! 

“Nightly,” I said, “they play their lyric scene, 

And wag their legs about, and wear a smile. 

And even when they ’ve washed their faces clean 
It won’t come off ■ they wear it all the while. 

“ I couldn’t do it. Though I had the wit 
To hum in tights beneath a picture hat, 

Or wave my petticoats to thrill the pit, 

1 couldn’t keep a steady smile like that. 

“ I follow Art myself — in humbler ways. 

Where elements of laughter ought to lurk, 

Yet, being photographed, I fail to raise 
More than the ghostly semblance of a smirk ! ” 

Something was wanting. That was why I bought 
These types of grinning Beauty by the gross. 

And set them on my mantelpiece and thought 
“ This spectacle will make me less morose.” 

It didn’t. On the contrary, I wore 
An air of worse depression every day. 

Till I could bear the dreadful sight no more, 

Because in that direction madness lay. 

Thank Heaven that saved my reason in the nick ! 

For Fashion, not before the hour was ripe. 
Dethroned the simpering sort that made me sick 
And boomed instead the pensive, soulful type. 

Now in my gallery, stocked with fresh supplies 
(Ethereal creatures, save in point of wings), 

I see the spirit gaze through dreamy eyes. 

Trying to cope with transcendental things ; 

Above unearthly brows a vague unrest, 

Sign of immortal yearning, darkly broods. 

And lo ! a weight is lifted off my chest, 

And I am purged of pessimistic moods ; 

Yes, when I watch them doing all they know 
To look the part of Intellectual Grace, 

Then to the winds I let my megrims go. 

And laugh till I am crimson in the face ! 0. S. 


A OORRESPONDENT sends this advertisement from a local 
paper : — 

TTOMEIR found exhausted in the Irish Sea. Ring on the left leer. 
—Apply, &e. ° ® 

m seems an exceptionally good Breakfast 

iabie Problem Of course the good Homer sometimes nods, and 
might have faHen overboard when in a state of phvsical 
exhaustion. And, as to the left leg, there is the weK-lmown 
case ot the old man (not necessarily Homer) who never said 
his prayers, and was taken by this limb and flung- downstairs. 
But the ring stifl presents a difficulty, and, altogether, we 
t^nk it best not to keep the answer over till next week 
It was a homing pigeon. 


THE COMING OF “TOGO.'’ 


“My dear,” said my wife, “I have made up my mind.” 

Those who know my wife know that when she makes this 
tremendous statement anything may be expected. 

“ Is it much ? ” I said. “ WiU the cheque be a large one ? ” 

“That is not as funny as you think it is,” said my wife, 
with dignity. “ I have made up my mind that we must have 
a dog.” 

“ You ! ” I gasped. “ A dog ! Why you ’ve always been 
afraid of the merest puppies.” 

“Oh, leave her alone,” said my wife’s mother, who was 
present at this interview. “It’s a mere caprice of hers. 
She ’ll forget all about it to-morrow.” 

“ That,” said my wife, “ is very unjust, very unjust indeed ; 
but it decides me: I’m finnly determined to have a dog^ 
You know, my dear, you are sometimes awuy from home, and 
now that we ’ve got baby the house seems more than ever 
lonely and unprotected ; and Binns, though a most faithful 
servant, is a sleeper of extraordinary soundness, I believe, 
and, in short, we ought to have a dog to stay in the house at 
night and watch over us all~you included, Mamma, though 
after what you ’ve said you really don’t deserve it, but I can 
afford to be generous.” 

So it was decided that we were to have a dog. 

The next question was — what kind of a dog ? 

St. Bernards, Newfoundlands, and mastiffs were rejected 
as being too large. Collies were said to be treacherous. 
Our dog was to combine the mildness and traditional play- 
fulness of the lamb with the unreasoning and dauntless 
ferocity of a polar bear. The former qualities he was to 
exhibit towards his owners and their family and dependants ; 
the latter was to spring into activity immediately upon 
contact %vith burglars. 

“HewiU mistake us all for burglars on his first night,” 
said my mother-in-law. 

“That shows, Mamma, how little you know about dogs. I 
think,” added my wife, “1 should like a bull-dog best.” 

It happened that at that moment I knew of no satisfactory 
and available bull-dogs. Having lieard, however, that the 
landlady who had taken care of me in iny liaclielor-days 
desired to find a home for a liull-terrier aged seven months, 
I suggested that he would be the very clog for our purpose — 
bold, strong, furnished with magnificent teeth, but highly 
amenable to kindness, admirably faithful and very sportive. 

“A bull-terrier,” said my wife, “sounds most attractive. 
In fact, that is exactly the dog I’ve been thinking of. 
What is a bull-terrier like, really? ” she continued. “Is his 
hair very long ? ” 

When I had furnished the necessary explanations the bull- 
terrier was decided upon. 

“Mark my words, said my mcjther-in-law, who has an 
agreeable gift of minor prophecy, “you’ll lie sorry for 
this.” 

On the morning of the day appointed for Togo's arrival 
I had, as usual, to go to town. All arrangements for meeting 
Togo, conducting him to his home and seeing to his welfare, 
had, however, been made, and I felt no anxiety as to the 
result. In fact, I forgot aU about the matter. When I 
returned I found my wife waiting for me at the station, 
which is but a short distance from our house. She was 
manifestly in a state of great agitation. 

Good heavens, Emily,” said I, “ what ’s the matter with 
you? You look as if you ’cl seen a ghost.” 

“ Ghost ! ” she said. “ I wish it was. Oh, we ’ve had the 
most awful time ^yith that dog. Why, why did I ever yield 
to you . 1 might have known that a bull-terrier seven months 

old was no fit dog for a quiet country house. But I ’ve come 
armed, and she showed me the butt end of an old revolver 
concealed in a basket which she was carrying. 






But there are no cartridges to that revolver,” said I. 

Hush ! ” said my wife, looking round apprehensively. 
“ The dog doesn’t know that.” 

Then I gathered the details of all the terrors that had been 
undergone. Togo, having been fetched from the station by 
the coachman, who was no longer in his first youth, had 
dragged that ancient and wheezy retainer at lightning speed 
along the road. They had arrived at the house, where the 
coachman, having called huskily for beer, had collapsed in the 
servants’ hall. Togo had seized his opportunity and bolted, 
chain and all, into the kitchen, where he had upset the cook 
by butting her fi*om behind like a ram. The cook had been 
supported to her bedroom by two housemaids, but had been 
pursued by the implacable animal and had been again upset, 
together with her attendants, on the staircase. All three had 
since these awful events been going from hysterics to hysterics. 
Binns, after making one futile effort to secure Togo, had 
locked himself into the pantry, declaring (through the key- 
hole) that he never did hold with dogs, and that bull-terriers 
who had once tasted blood were especially to be feared. 
Togo had then entered the drawing-room, had leapt lightly 
over a barricade of chairs erected by my wife and her mother, 
had jimiped at both their throats with his mouth wide open and 
his eyes gleaming, and had finally disappeared like a tornado 
into the garden, where all trace of him had been lost. My 
wife had then taken to the revolver. My mother-in-law, a 
most courageous woman, was at this moment engaged in 
pacing the shrubbery with a sword that had belonged to my 
uncle the Colonel. 

“ Oh, I do hope he ’s lost for ever,” said my wife. “Fortu- 
nately he didn’t see baby. Otherwise I tremble to think 
what the consequences might have been.” 

As she said this we emerged upon the front lawn, and 
there a terrible sight met our eyes. 

Our nurse was hanging, shrieking, over the lower branch 
of an apple tree. In the middle of the lawn Togo was 


standing with a fatuous expression of pleasure in his pink- 
rimmed eyes, his tail wagging thirty to the doze;a, and sitting 
beside him was our two-year-old hope and heir, with his arms 
round Togo's neck and his head propped against Togo's 
back. At a distance of a hundred yards my mother-in-law 
was making passes in the air with the Colonel’s sword from 
behind a laurel bush. 

o ^ o 

Togo is becoming quite a respectable dog. He lives mostly in 
the nursery, and the heir does exactly what he likes with him. 


ANGLING NOTES. 

Ministerial waters continue troubled, but here and there a 
pretty kettle of fish has been landed. There has been no 
Liberal catch of plaice, but “ gentle baiting ” is being indulged 
in with some success. 

Japanese waters have been in prime condition for bottom 
fishing, and large captures of submerged ironclads are 
reported. 

Sport in the Black Sea has been chancy, but on the whole 
good, with flounders much in evidence. Best killing flies, the 
“Mutineer” and the “Cossack.” 

The Neva is swollen and muddy, and with a continuance 
of the present reign lively times are expected. Artisans and 
mouji]^ are rising fitfully. Grand Dukes are a little out of 
condition. 

Although more rain is wanted on the Nile, crocodiles are 
stiH on the feed : best bait, Cook’s tourists, but fellaheen are 
not refused. 

From South Africa reports are conflicting. Contractors are 
said to have been rising well at Army Stores, but few have 
been grassed. On the Zambesi the sun is too strong for 
successful daytime angling ; there is, however, a fair volume 
of water, and in the evenings hippopotami are rising well to 
the tse-tse fly. 
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THOUGHTS ON DRINK IN TIME OP DROUGHT. 

In Sunmier-tiine when, by the Dog-Star s aid. 

The Glass ascends to Eighty in the Shade, 

The burning Question of all Questions is : 

How can our Thirst be suitably allayed? 

I know a Man in occult Lore immersed. 

Who says that Christian Science quenches Thirst : 

But when I met him in the Indian Plains 
In Strength and Length his Drinks were doubly first. 

Myself did as a Boy affect a Jar 

That held a Drink named Raspberry Vinegar : 

But Adults, when they try this Liquid, find! 

The more they drink the thirstier they are. 

What Anglo-Indians call the “ Whisky Peg ” 

One can no longer swallow by the Keg, 

Since Treves condemned the Use of Alcohol ; 

And Treves is not the Man to pull your Leg. 

Cold Tea is cooling, but the Tyrant IlAia, 

In Accents whoUy the Reverse of vague 
Condemns Tea, Coffee, Cocoa, Chocolate, 

And bids us shun them as we should the Plague- 

Plain Water, if not carefully distilled, 

With pathogenic Germs is mostly filled ; 

Yet in the Fluid that is filtered best 
All Trace of Sparkle is entirely killed. 

Our Grandfathers, if I am not at Fault, 

Drank freely at all Hours of Home-brewed Malt ; 

But those ^who emulate such Habits now 
Descend with Speed to the ancestral Vault. 

The Wielders of the WiUow lean, I fear, 

To Gin commingled with Stone Ginger Beer ; 

But those who covet the “ Centurion’s ” Fame 
From this seductive Beverage steer clear. 

Champagne, or, for the lower Orders, Rum, 

Cheers the Depressed and mollifies the Glum ; 

But taken freely ’neath a Tropic Sky 
Tends to upset the Equilibrium. 

Hock, when the Sun is blazing at high Noon, 

With Seltzer Water tempered, is a Boon ; 

Yet we must not forget that decent Hock 
Is only pui'chased once in a blue Moon. 

Lime-J nice, when other Liquids can’t be had, 

Dilute with bubbling Waters is not bad : 

And, differing from Gin, which stunts the Growth, 
It may be given to a growing Lad. 


But Golfers, when inclined their Drives to sclaff, 
Correct this Tendency with Shandygaff, 

A genial Compound much affected by 
The famous Yankee Skipper Captain IIaff. 

Edward Fitzger.vld had a Friend named Posh, 
With whom he went a-yachting near the Wash ; 

And Posh, so Mr. Shorter now has proved, 

Once lived for tlii'ee whole Days on Lemon Squash. 

More could I sing upon the Theme of Drink, — 
Why Men see double and when Mice seem pink ; 

But eighteen Quatrains of this Sort of Stuff 
Are ample for the Present, don’t you think? 

[Wc do, — Editor Puneli.] 


FROM A HEART OF OAK AT BREST. 

My dear Comaiojdore Punch,- If you ’ro not a Commodore 
you ought to be. Don’t you let any one say a word against 
V entente cordiale. It ’s a first-class liquor. 1 ’vo been aboard 
and I’ve been ashore, feted hy all the consuls and captains, 
and by every man who could do the thing w'oll ; and I have 
had “passes” and “sendings off” and “sendings on” from 
everybody at Brest, and 1 ’ve made speeches, in all sorts of 
languages, after dinner, breakfast, and lunch. I don’t quite 
know now which \vas wdiich, but I write in the fulness of 
my — ^heart, and I’ve made all the jokes I know about “Brest 
to Brest,” “Brest high,” “O’my bonnie Brest knot,” (which 
I sang in my native language), and “ a-Brost with the Times,” 
and so forth, and they have all gone in first-rate style, — in fact, 
been entente-cordially received, and speaking for everyone 
generally we, as your Special Commissioner (you see I use 
the double-entente “we” for the single “I”) I say, 
have been done to rights ; and if 1 cannot at this moment 
sufficiently overcome my emotions to give you a full, true, 
and particular account (jf our Anglo-Frenciliy doings, you 
must excuse me. But it ’s coming, Sister Mary, and when iny 
report does appear you may be ai>lo to bt^t your })(X)ts on its 
absolute correctness. Wc’rc all jolly g(K)d fellows and so 
say all of us aboard the Anglo-Frenchy or Frencho-Angly 
vessels, of which I cannot remember the names, but ])OSt this 
on to you, lest you should think that 1 am neglecting duty. 
One thing — whisper— depend on ; no w'ur as long as we 
are all as we are. We’re enjoying ourselves. French sailors 
jolly chaps, speaking Englisli and drinking >Scot(!h, perfectly. 
There ’s the entente enrdiale for yoii ! “ ‘ ra Id ? ’ ‘ Je / ’ 

says I, knowing the language.”" And that’s how we all get 
on together. As for to-morrow- -to-morrow he to-morrow’d ! 
At present, “ Vive Ic (jrog frtuiraifi! ” 

Your Own Breciau Scotch. 


Good Barley Water, with a gentle Blend 
Of Lemon, many Medicos commend ; 

But, personally, I have found this Brew 
Though wholesome, makes for Tedium in the End, 

The hardy Denizens of Lancashire 
Affect a Tipple called Botanic Beer. 

I know a Man who tasted it, hut he 
In adamantine Boldness had no Peer. 

Some Folk the Claims of Lager Beer advance ; 

But here, as elsewhere, much depends on Chance ; 

For Pilsen seems in latter Years to have 
No geographical Significance. 

It needs not to be said that Lemonade 
Is always more salubrious when Home made : 

And in the golfing Championships is quaffed 
By Vardon, Taylor, Fernie, Herd and Braid. 


The Brighton Gazette, Hove Post, Sussex and Surrey 
Telegraph (all one paper) advertises 


rriHREE Comfortable Unfurnished Rooms To Let, 
-L near Redliill Station ; also four pigstyes. 


Personally, when it is a que.stion of sheer comfort, we have a 
prejudice for a little furniture in a room ; perliaps, however, 
you get this in the pigstyes, whi(^h seem to bo of the nature 
of a Dependance, often the cosiest part of a Continental hotel 


winner of the Silver Racket in the 
M. C. C, Tennis Competition at Lord’s, was defeated by Mr. 
Edstace Miles, whom he challenged for the Gold Racket. 

Caeteris major, Miles, impar^^ was the Horatian line 
with which Mr. Crawley had intended to address his con- 
queror, but at the moment it escaped his memory. 
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“AD PERPETUAM REI MEMORIAM ? ” 


Re. “ But I thought you ’d foegivek me for that and promised to forget it ? ” • 
She. “ Yes — ^but I didn’t promise to let you forget I ’d forgiven it ! ” 


CHARIVARIA. 

The news that the British sailors and 
the French sailors exchanged hats at 
Brest has led to an agitation in onr Army 
for a similar meeting between the land 
forces of the two conntries. 


With reference to the War Stores 
Enquiry, we are requested to state that 
the rat which is said to have eaten cer- 
tain important documents has been con- 
fused with two otherratsof thesamename. 


Lord Stani^y has refused to withdraw 
the charge of “ blackmailing and blood- 
sucking” which he brings against Post 
Office employees* It is even rumoured 
that, not satisfied with the fact that the 
Post Office vehicles are already painted 
a blood red, Lord Stanley intends to 
have the lettering on the same altered to 
“ The Royal Black Mail.” 


The young barrister who supplied a 
party to a recent action with explicit 
instructions as to how to dress for the 
jury, has, it is said, received a lucrative 
offer from the leading legal paper to 
conduct a fashion column in its pages. 


We hear that the finger-print experi- 
ments have proved so successful in 
tracing criminals that the police autho- 
rities will in future oppose any proposal 
for the erection of more public baths and 
wash-houses, as the cleaner the criminal, 
the worse the finger-print. 

Thomas Dillon, aged 102, was sworn 
in last week as special officer in charge 
of the public swimming pool at Akron, 
Ohio. He has had great experience in 
saving his own life. 

A lady writes that on an exceptionally 
hot day last week she distinctly saw 
the funnel of a Thames steamboat faint 
while passing under a low bridge. 


A contemporary publishes a list of 
remarkable crimes said to have been 
caused by the heat, and wiR be glad 
to hear of others. 


The weather in America was so hot 
last week that Lieutenant Peaey resolved 
to make a dash for the Pole. 


“ Bathing Costumes greatly reduced,” 
announces a Sale catalogue, and a Mrs. 
Grundy writes to protest. 

A man who confessed to a murder 
committed 23 years ago, and then denied 
it, has been found guilty. This, anyhow, 
shows the danger of bragging. 

The Westminster Guardians have 
decided, in order to prevent an inmate 


of the workhouse eluding the vigilance 
of the officials and getting drunk out- 
side, to dress him in trousers of yellow 
or some other distinctive colour. We 
understand that the Music-Hall Comic 
Singers’ Association is about to protest 
against the action of the Guardians, as 
being calculated to bring a respectable 
calling into disrepute. 

The Admiralty, it has transpired, 
recently spent £47 lOe. on a sun-print- 
ing frame when one could have been 
bought for £6, and the War Office 
feels sincerely flattered. 

Sir James Crichton Browne thinks that 
every child ought to be brought up 


impressed with the obligation of living 
to 100. We have no objection to the 
proposal so long as someone shall have 
power to grant certificates of exemption 
to exceptionally unpleasant persons at, 
say, the age of 40. 


The young ladies of Great Britain are 
now face to face with one of the most 
serious crises of their existence. ^ The 
supply of curates is said to be giving 
out. 


Honour where honour is due. Last 
week a woman named Bacchus was 
charged before Mr. Plowden with being 
drunk and disorderly, and the magistrate 
made no comment. 
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BY THE ROUND POND. 

{A Sketch in Kensington Gardens.) 

About 7 o'clock on a sultry July evening.— A faint 
moon, nearly at the full, floats like a tissue-paper balloon 
in the violet shy above the trees to the south, whose summits 
are tinged with a russet glow by the declining sun. The 
centre of the Pond is ruffled with golden ripples ; elsewhere 
the icater is a glassy olive-green, in which the pale blues 
and whites and pinks of the frocks of children on the 
hank are vaguely repeated. The children themselves^ are 
of most grades, from the Gutter to the ^ Upper Middle 
Classes. Amongst, but not of, .them are a feio elderly 
men, prominent meinbers of various Model Yacht Clubs, 
to whom boat-sailing is not so much a pastime as a serious 
profession. A biynzed Park-keeper regards children and 
grown-ups alike with an official benevolence. 

Barbara {age about 9, and a keen yachtswoman, who has 
just finished adjusting the rig of a smart racing cutter, 
coloured green and copper and furnished with a centre-board of 
scientific design — to her Nurse, who is seated on a campstool 
with a volume of threepenny fiction). There, I shall just port 
the helm a very little, Nurse, and then I think she ought to 
make a straight course, don’t you? 

Her Nurse {who belongs to an Older School, with asperity). 
It ’s no use asking me my opinion. Miss Barbara, because I ’ve 
none to give. Miss Adela — her in my last place that you Ve 
heard me talk of before— never wanted to mess about with 
no sailing boats, for all the world as if she was a boy. She ’d 
bring out her doll in its pram, and set by me for hours as 
quiet as quiet. A reg’lar little lady Miss Adela was, in aU 
respec’s. 

Barbara {without troubling herself to express her private 
opinion of the exemplary Abela). Yes, Nurse, I know. I ’m 
going over to that farther corner. I shall get a better breeze 
there. No, you needn’t come — can manage much better by 
myself. 

\_She takes her yacht and a boat-hook, and goes off with the 
calm independence peculiar to the rriodem child. 

Sarah {aged 13, who is on the grass, encumbered by an 
infant in a mail cart, to junior members of the family 
disporting themselves on the bank). Geor-jee ! Come aw’y orf 
the edge, ’j*ear ! Eowsie, didn’ I teH yer to tike ’old of ’is 
’and ? Give over thet splashin’, Halfrid, or I shell ’ave to 
come and smack yer ’ed in a minnit. If you down’t beyave, 
Mybel, I ’H teU Muwer of yer, my geU ! Sm, jist you do diat 
oust more, and I ’h tike the lot of yer ’ome. You ’U ’ave the 
Porkeeper on jer if yer gow on like thet. ^ Na-ow, biby, 
down’t you begin croyin’. You ain’t bin doin’ nuffink ! — 
there, there, then — did ’e think ’is Sissy was angry wiv ’im, 
the Ducky Dimons ? 

{The Ducky Diamonds continues to labour under this mis- 
apprehension, thereby creating a diversion under cover 
^ of which his brothers and sisters execute a masterly 
retreat. 

Hirst Small Shipowner {who is taking his vessel on a coast- 
ing voyage with a long string, to Second Ditto Ditto, who is 
similarly engaged). Outer the w’y ! ’Ere ’s my ship a cornin’. 
Goin’ a treat, she is ! 

Second S. S. Garn wiv yer ! Whoy, she ’s topsy-turvy ’arf 
’er toime ! 

First S. S. You needn’ tork. Yours yn’t no better ! 

Second S. S. Yus, she is. Moine on’y lays on ’er soide ! 

A Boy with a desire for information {to one of the Elderly 
Experts, who is fitting up his boat on the turf). And did you 
build her yourself? 

The Elderly Expert {with importance). No, she was built for 
me- by Topsell — ^he designs most of the yachts for our Club. 

The Boy {impressed). And which should you say was the 
best boat on the Pond — ^yours ? 


The E. E. {solemnly). My boy, there ’s no such a thing as a 
“ best boat.” Each boat has got her day — and that ’s all the 
wisest can teU you about it ! ^ 

[The Boj moves off with a consciousness of having exposed 
his ignorance. 

Second Elderly Expert {tcho may be anything over sixty, 
to First, who cannot be much under that age). Going to make 
a start soon ? 

First E. E. Waiting for some of these kids to clear. 
Directly you begin, they come round you in scores, and you 
don’t get room enough to work in ! 

Second E. E. Ah, you ’re right. We want some protection 
against them. And the way the Pond is getting over-run 
with weed in some places is a disgrace— it ’s high time the 
Government had their attention called to it ! {Inspecting the 
other s vessel) I say, you ’re not going to cany a spinnaker, 
are you? I ’ve struck my j'ib after the first trial. 

First E. E. Well, with the wind as it is, it’s a difficult 
matter to hit on just the right trim. I must think that out. 

[He lights another pipe and thinks it out exhaustively. 

Casual Passer {derisively, to a Skilled Artisan who has 
launched a modern liner of his oicn construction, which he 
seems unwilling to trust bepojid the reach of Ms boat-hook). 
Why don’t yer let it go, ole Cock ? ’Praid of it sinkin’ ? 

The Skilled Artisan {after searching in vain for a more 
withering retort). Nar then, Cocky, down’t be silly ! 

[The model liner takes advantage of the opportunity to 
steam out into the open sea, which obliges him to plunge 
in over his ankles and rescue the truant. 

The Casual Passer. You orter tie a bit o’ string to ’er nex’ 
time, you ought ! 

[He departs guffawing, and is out of hearing before the 
proprietor of the liner, who is evidently a man rather 
of deeds than of words, has thought of a vepaHee 
sufficiently scathing. 

The Skilled A. {to the Bystanders). A bit o’ string, indeed ! 
On’y exposes ’is ignirance of mechanics torkin’ like thet, yer 
know! 

An Angel-faced Boy {to Park-keeper, watching a derelict 
vessel that is aimlessly drifting some yards from the shore). 
Do you think she ’U be long coming in now, Sir ? 

Park-keeper. All right. Sonny, don’t you worry. I ’ve got 
my eye on her. {To a lad who arrives at this moment, and 
appears to be a sort of amateur coast-guardsman.) Another job 
for you, Joe. 

Joe {producing weighted line). She’s a bit fur out as yet — 
but ’ere goes. {He casts the line dexterously over the mast of 
the ship in distress.) On’y just missed her. {Tries again.) 
Got her— no, it’s run o£E her bowsprit. Next time ought to 
do it. ^ {After one or two more attempts he lassos the hull, and 
hauls it to land, where it is secured by the Park-keeper.) 
There y’are, Mister. 

The Angel-faced Boy {vnth a bright smile of gratitude). 
Thank you, Sir. May I have my boat, please ? 

Park-keeper. Your boat, indeed! I ’appen to know the 
boy this boat belongs to, and you ain’t him — not by a long 
way. Nice conduct, I don't think, tryin’ to sneak another 
boy’s boat when he ain’t there to look after it ! You young 
limb, you ! You ’U come to a bad end, you wiU, if you ain’t 
careful. 

[With a stern moral disapproval which does not per- 
ceptibly abash pie young offender, ivho accepts his 
failure icith philosophiccd serenity. After fixing him 
for a moment or two, the Park-keeper strolls on with 
the grim smile of a man wT^om experience has rendered 
a match for the wiliest boy. 

An Imaginative Boy {excitedly, to an older and matter-of- 
fact^ friend). Look at the Eeliunce now, Eenest ! See how 
she s forging ahead ! She ’s Togo’s flagship, going to sink 
the Baltic Fleet ! 
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Hieh Old Aunt (recovering from accident). I ’m afraid I shall peel the effects of this fall for many years to come . 
Nephew (nith expectations). ^'1 sincerely hope not, Auntie !’" 


Ernest, What rot you ’re talking 1 As if Togo would have 
a sailing-cutter for a flagship I 

The Im. B. She may be a cutter, usually — but she’s a 
battleship just now. And, I say, there’s a fleet of destroyers 
trying to surround her ! Do you see ? 

Ernest, I should call ’em4ucks, myself. Where are their 
smoke-stacks ? 

The Im, B. (trying to compromise). Well, we’U say they’re 
submarines, then ! 

Ernest (with the pity of a superior mind). I tell you what 
it is — if you go on like this when you go to school next half, 
the fellows will give you a jolly rough time of it, that ’s all 

[The destroyers quack in ominous confirmation of this 
po'^ediction, and the “ Tteliance ” is reluctantly struck 
off the list of the Japanese Admiral's squadron. 

Jim {small shopkeeper's son, proud proprietor of a four- 
and-sixpenny clipper, to his chum). Blest if that green boat 
ain’t passed my Shamrock / She can go and no mistake, that 
green ’un can. I shall git one o’ them green ’uns some day. 

[Barbara, idho owns the green 'un" in question, overhears 
this tribute, and flushes with gratification; Bill admits 
that the two are fairly equal — hut , thinks the “ Sham- 
rock" can sail closer to the loind. ““ 

Barbara {unable to restrain herself any longer). That ’s my 
boat you’re talking about. And yours is getting a good 
wind now. Suppose we let it be a race between them ? 

J im (flattered hut embarrassed). Awright, Miss. I ’m agree- 
able, if you are. 


[The three walk round the bank together, and by^ the tim.e the 
race is decided Barbara and Jim are on fairly intimate 
terms, much to the disgust of Bill. ^ 

Barbara's Nurse (suddenly becoming alive to the situation). 
Miss Barbara, come away this minute. The ideer of a young 
lady playin’ about with rough boys like them two, as ought 
to know their place if you don’t ! 

Barbara. They’re not a bit rough, and I spoke to them 
first, and they ’ve very kindly been letting their boat race 
mine. [To Jim and Bill.] Good-bye, I ’ve got to go now. You 
mustn’t mind my Nurse, because, you see, she doesn’t under- 
stand things quite. And we must have another race some 
day. The Shamrock very nearly won. 

[She gives them a friendly little nod and goes back to her 
Nurse. 

BiU (aggrieved, to Jim). Well, if that gal comes and wants 
to pal in with us agen, you’d better tell her it ain’t good 
enuff, ay ? Gittin’ jored at for a kid like that ! 

Jim (looking after Barbara and her Nurse as they disappear 
among the tree-t'iunks). ’Tain’t likely we ’H git another chanst, 
so you can shet your silly ’ed ! And gimme ’old of the 
Shamrock. I ’m orf ’ome, 1 am. F . A. 


The Belfast Newsletter announces a most unfortunate acci- 
dent by which a motor-tricyclist was ‘'thrown with great 
force to the ground, sustaining a scalp wound on the right 
hand.” 



SLOW AND SURE. 

John. “I’VE NOTICED, MiSS, AS WHE N YOU ’AS A MOTOR, YOU PATCHES A TRAIN, NOT THE TRAIN!” _ 

1 talking to Hie, as I am frequently com- Euthanasia; 

TALKING IN THEATRES. pelled to do, she invariably retorts with Or, Dying Made Easy, 

Dear Sir, —I am an enthusiastic student an absolutely uncalled-for iu qiioque. » Pr^vctise the art of deep breathing, 
of the drama, and I therefore frequently This, Sir, is a form of rejoinder no self- morning bath take a deep 

take iny husband to the theatre. With respecting husband can possibly listen retain it as long as possible, then 

regard to conversation during the per- to in silence. Nor do I. But for this expire .” — Some Chat. 

fonnance, if I did not carefuUy explain nnfortunate propensity of hers I have no 

to him every point in the play as it goes doubt I could obtain my customary after- ^ Weary Vigil. — The late Lord 
on he would miss a very great deal. It dinner snooze at a theatre in spite of the M.A.P, “ was noted as 


would be useless to wait until the end of performers. Prefer on this occasion to ] 3 gjjjg’ only Roman Catholic priest 
an act, as by that time_ he would have remain anonymous. Cipher. gj^^. for centuries in the House 

forgotten the appropriate and often Mr. Pcwch,— I am afraid some- of Lords.” Certainly no similar case is 

quite beautiful illustrations of my fjody must have been sitting near Dick on record. 

remarks that are continually being fur- jne iji tjie pit. I’m awfully sorry, 

nished by the people on the stage. My -^nt we only get out together about four In the new Guide to the County Coun- 
husband, I may add, is not deaf, nor nights a week, and naturally we have oil’s steamboat service we are told that the 
even really stupid, but be needs edu- heaps and heaps to teU each other. But, cost of the Greenwich Tunnel, “includmg 
eating. It is plainly a wife’s duty to do j.gajiy g^d truly, we don’t talk very loud, the formation of the necessary approaches 1 
this, and however painful it may be to Matsie. and compensation to ferrymen, amounted 

me (or to others) I must, and shall, gni— In mv oninion there is not to £ .” These are startling figures. 

contimie to do it. p^TirpTA .5 \rr. t — +ri ihp 


Portia. 


being the only Roman Catholic priest 
who had sat for centuries in the House | 
of Lords.” Certainly no similar case is 


In the new Guide to the County Coun- ! 


These are startling figures* 


OIK, — All my ujjmiuij. uucid lo xxv^u • ^ - - , 

nearly enough talking in theatres. At We, wonder how much went to tiie 


Dear Pdxch, — Glad to see that the least, I never get the chance. ferrymen. Possibly about £ . 

annoyance caused by the abominable Understudy. " 

habit of talking in theatres is at last ~ ^ “ The long- result^ op Time. 

being recognised. Regret to say my From the Syde Reporter we cull this Evening News, in a brief review ot 
wife, who goes to the play more often sinister comment on the fortunes of a finds in Scotland, states that ‘‘ Dunrobm 

than is strictly necessary, is a hardened local cricket team : — ‘‘We are sorry to say Glen yielded £20,000 worth of gold in | 

offender in this respect; and whenever that Mellor has not won a match this year, as many years.” A very interesting 

I expostulate with her at any length for They greatly miss their old umpire.” Prehistoric Peep. 


the lord hihh obstrtjctionis . 

b mode.™ eoedos 

S?TO roSr'oOT TO MOVE OH.- .:==================^^ 






REDISTRIBUTION OF SEATS. 

Some Gentlemen to wliom tHe idea of the Redistribution of the Seats they occupy is in the highest degree distasteful. 


House of Commons^ Monday^ J uly 17. — 
If this sort of thing goes on Prince 
Arthur really will throw up the sponge, 
hand in his checks, or go through any 
other metaphorical form that means 
retirement from office. He can stand 
continuous hard work and gets plenty of 
it. Members who sniff at him because 
he is occasionally absent from the" 
Treasury Bench would find themselves 
. pretty well done up if they got through 
a tithe of his daily task. That he makes 
light of. What he can’t stand is the 
unreasonableness of man, also of woman. 
To-day has had sharp experience of both. 

To begin with, the Speaker interposed 
objection, based on antiquated prece- 
dents, against his running through his 
Redistribution Resolutions in a couple 
of morning sittings. Nothing could 
exceed his own sweet reasonableness in 
the matter. He originally proposed one 
morning sitting for discussion of what is 
practically a far-reaching Reform Bill. 
Objection taken, he generously gave two. 
No^ the Speaker insists there shall 
be a second reading debate on the 
scheme as a whole, winch would occupy 
two or three full sittings; then the 
House to go into Committee and severally 
discuss with fuU flush of amendments 
eight, possibly nine, distinct Resolutions. 


That meant something like eight weeks 
of Parliamentary time. It involved the 
alternative of extending the Session into 
chin October, or adjourning in mid- 











A picturesque , figure jarely seen.’* 
(The Duka^of Rutland.) 


August, meeting again for an autumn 
Session. There was one other method 
of meeting the dilemma. Prince Arthur 
seized it. He dropped the Resolutions. 

This bad enough; what foUowed, 
worse still. The East End has risen in 
its despair; this afternoon marched to 
Westminster, wanting to know about the 
promised Bill providing workmen with 
employment. It is the women who have 
undertaken the mission, and they come 
to Westminster with puny babes in their 
arms, wailing enquiry as to wliat ’s 'going 
to be done for their husbands. They 
stream into Prince Arthur’s private room 
and put the question to him face to face. 
Many interviews taken place in this 
chamber, some epoch-making ; never 
anything like this. A score of gaunt, 
hungry-eyed women clustering round 
the Prime Minister, clamouring for bread, 
or the means to buy it. New precedent 
this, by the side of which those quoted 
by Speaker an hour earlier, with result 
of tearing to pieces the Redistribution 
Resolutions, grow mustier and mustier. 

To the heated imagination there is 
something in it reminiscent of episodes 
closely preceding the French Revolution. 
Wasn’t, there an aristocrat who, when 
the people tasked for bread, retorted 
with inquiry, “Why don’t you eat grass ? ” 
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The Summons to Surrender. 


(The Government were defeated by four votes, July 20, and Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman 
demanded an armistice with a view to the surrender of the garrison.) 


the grim story of what later took place 
in the streets of Paris there lives for 
ever the picture of a well-dressed man 
dangling from a lamppost, his mouth 
stuffed with grass. 

Prince Arthur spoke to his strange 
afternoon callers softly, promising that 
everything should be done to bring the 
Bill along. Whereupon they withdrew 
and, gallantly escorted by Mr. Crooks, 
had tea on the Terrace in the company 
of more fortunate sisters, to whom the 
refreshment was preliminaiy to eight- 
o’clock dinner. When they had gone 
Prince Arthur went back to Treasury 
Bench, to worry round the fourth stase 
of Aliens Bill. 

' Business done.— Redistribution Reso- 
lutions abandoned. 

Eoush of Lords, Tuesday night.— “1 
suppose if Peince Aethur insists, we shall 
Mve^ Redistribution of the electorate. 
But^ ’ said^ the Lord Chancellor grimly, 

they sha’n’t redistribute the trams so 
as to bring them over the bridges and 
run along the Embankment. They ^11 be 
wanting ’em up Constitution Hill next.” 

Bill authorising the work has passed 
the House of Commons. Has been 
blessed by nearly every Borough Coun- 
cil in the metropolis* Even the City 


Corporation have acquiesced. Some 
millions living south of the River clamour 
for it. Royal Commission on Traffic 
®^PPo^t its principal proposal. Carring- 
ton, backing Bill, cited typical case of a 
woman who lives at Brixton and goes 
daily to her work in Holborn. If, in- 
stead of leaving the tram at the foot of 
Westminster Bridge, she might ride 
along Embankment on her way, it would 
mean to her a saving of 450 miles 
walked in the year. 

What is that to the Lord High Chan- 
cellor, whose longest walk is from his 
robing room to the woolsack? Coming 
to assistance of his young friend Ridley, 
properly shocked at prospect of the Em- 
bankment reserve being open to common 
tom folk, he put his foot down, and the 
Bill was thrown out by nearly 2 to 1. 

^ Debate brought down a veteran whose 
picturesque figure is rarely seen. 

‘ Protection makes us acquainted with 
strange bedfellows,” the Duke of Rut- 
L^ said to the Member fob Sark, when 
the latter congratulated him on his 
^eech delivered last year in support of 
Don J os^i’s Fiscal Policy. 

Thereafter the Duke retired to the 
learned leisure of Belvoir Castle. This 
attempted outrage on the Embankment 


called him once more to the front. Let 
wealthVd commerce, laws and learning 
die ; but leave, oh leave us this costly 
thoroughfare (paid for out of the rates) 
free from the contamination of rate- 
payers who ride in penny trams. 

‘‘My Lords,” said the Duke, erect 
under the weight of nearly ninety years, 
‘‘ take your courage in both hands, and 
defend the Embankment against attack 
year by year made upon it by the 
London County Council.” 

When, sixty-four years ago, Lord 
John Manners came to sit in the Com- 
mons, Member for Newark, with the 
rising hope of stern, unbending Toryism 
as his colleague, Free Trade was non- 
existent, the London County Council 
undreamt of. He has lived long enough 
to see Protection again uplift its head, 
and to-day assists in giving the L. C. G. 
what the Curate in The Private Secretary 
used to threaten to deal his tormentors — 
“ a good hard knock.” 

The Duke begins to believe that, 
after all, the world is not in such hope- 
less state as in moments of depression he 
has feared. 

Business done, — L. C. C, Tramways 
Bill thrown out by 64 votes against 33. 

House of Commons, Friday morning, 
One 0 ^ clock. — Ministerialists yesterday 
morning, opening their billydoo from the 
Pink ’Un, found it almost picturesque 
in its phrase. With the emphasis of 
three lines it besought Members to be in 
their places punctually at nine o’clock. 
‘‘ The Opposition,” so ran the incantation, 
“ have cancelled their pairs. The Irish 
are over in full force. There will be a 
lively evening.” 

Almost up to the stroke of midnight 
this last forecast was falsified. Nothing 
could ^ be drearier than the speeches 
following each other on John Redmond’s 
Amendment to reduce vote for Irish 
Land Commission. Shortly after eleven 
Walter !^ng made his second speech, 
not livelier than the first. Then Tay 
Pay for a while whirled his shiHelah 
in the sultry air. As the limp hand of 
the clock stretched forth to clasp welcome 
midnight the question was put. 

^ Members hurried forth without visible 
sign of emotion. Division would pro- 
bably be a close one. Opposition cer- 
tainly showed up well. But, after Prince 
Arthur’s Foreign Office appeal to the 
loyalty of his Party surely all was well. 

On ordinary occasion, if division be 
taken at midnight Members hurry forth 
to secure a cab, content to wait for the 
morning paper to learn precise figures. 
This morning they returned to the House 
filling the benches, crowding the Bar. 
As the minutes sped rumour ran to and 
fro. The buzz of conversation rose to 
deafening height. The Pink ’Un and 
Esmonde, the Irish Whip, were back 
almost simultaneously. Evidently a close 
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MR. MUGWUMP’S MISFORTUNES. 

(The Adventures of a Beginner.) 

No. 4 . — Mr. M. says, “Trout fishing may 

BE ALL RIGHT FOR A YOUNG MAN, BUT GIVE ME 
PEACE AND A PUNT, WHERE YOU CAN HAVE A GOOD 
LUNCH, AND A NAP AFTERWARDS. BUT— BE SURE 
THAT YOUR MOORINGS ARE QUITE DEPENDABLE.” 


thing. Cheers and counter-cheers broke 
forth from the excited host on either side. 

There was a moment’s silence as the 
four tellers stood in a group at the 
Table whilst the Clerk wrote down the . 
figures. To whom would he hand the 
paper ? In many a pitched battle the ^ 
Pink ’Un has awaited it as a matter of 
coarse, taking his place at the extreme 
right of the line. It was noted he was 
not so confident this morning, even 
edging a little to the left to make room 
for the Irish Whip. 

When the Clerk handed the paper to 
Esmokde there went up from the Oppo- 1 
sition Benches a roar threatening toj 
split the glass roof that has for seventy i 
years looked down on similar scenes. ; 
Several times Esmokde attempted to read 
out the figures; perforce was mute 
amid the turmoil. When in compara- 
tive lull he shouted them out, few 
caught them. The Chairmak standing 
up to repeat them, the hubbub ceased, 
to break forth once more in louder force 
when it was made known that in a House 
of 401 Members, after debate extending 
over nearly eight hours, the Government 
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had been defeated by a majority of three. 
On closer enquiry it was found to be four. 

No snap division this, sprung imme- 
diately after the dinner hour on an 
unprepared majority. A pitched battle, 
with all available reserves brought up. 
And Ministers were worsted. 

Business done. — The Opposition’s 
.^nendment to reduce estimates carried 
by 200 votes against 196. 

OUR VILLAGE ELEVEN. 

Except at lunch, I cannot say 

With truth that we are stayers ; 

Yet, though on village greens we play, 
We ’re far from common players. 

The mason blocks with careful eye ; 

We dub him ‘‘ Old Stonewall.” 

The blacksmith hammers hard and high, 
And the spreading chestnuts fall. 

Sheer terror strikes our enemies 

When comes the postman’s knock, 
Whereas his slow deliveries 

Would suit the veriest crock. 

The butcher prides himself on chops ; 

His leg-cuts are a joke ; 

But when he lambs the slow long-hops 
There’s beef behind his stroke. 

The grocer seldom cracks his egg : 

He cannot catch ; he butters. 

The gardener mows each ball to leg, 

And trundles daisy-cutters. 

Our tailor’s cut is world-renowned ; 

The coachman’s drives are rare ; 

He ’ll either cart you from the ground 

Or go home with a pair. 

The village constable is stout, 

Yet tries short runs to win : 

They say he ’s run more people out 
, ‘ Than ever he ran in. 

The curate (captain) every match 
i Bowls piffle doomed to slaughter. 

But still is thought a splendid catch- - 
By the vicar’s elderly daughter. 

The watclmiaker winds up the side, 

But fails to time his pulls 

By now he must be well supplied 

With pairs of spectacles. 

Our umpire’s fair ; he says “Not Out,” 
Or “ Out,” just as he thinks ; 

And gives the benefit of the doubt 

To all who stand him drinks. 

No beatings (beatings are the rule) 

Can make our pride diminish ; 

Last week we downed the Blind Boys’ 
School ^ 

After a glorious finish ! 

The Wish to Please. 

Extract from report of concert in pro- 
vincial paper : — “ The Eev. — obliged 
with four songs, and would gladly have 
been heard in a fifth.^^ 

HOLIDAYS AT HOME. 

“ T. P.,” in last week’s M.A.P., quotes 
with approval Sir Thomas Lauder Brun- 
ton’s advice that Londoners should go 
through the Carlsbad or Homburg cures 
at home instead of visiting foreign spas, 
and states that he tried the same success- 
fully in Battersea Park. Before rush- 
ing abroad, therefore, or even out of 
town, next month in search of health 
and distraction, the jaded West-ender 
would do well to study the following 
list of “ Kur-orts ” and attractions provi- 
ded, on the spot, by the ever solicitous 
and bountiful L. C. C. : — 

On Bank Holiday, August 7, at 6 a.m., 
the new Konversationshaus and Trink- 
lialle on the main island in Piccadilly 
Circus will be formally opened by lljciui 
E. A. Cornwall, Oberbezirksrat, wJhj 
will drink a glass of water frojn the 
fountain now re-named the “ vSchafts- 
burgsqueUe.” Thereafter and until 

eight o’clock every morning during the 
season, the attendant Blumenmadclien, 
in appropriate attire, will dispense the 
health-giving fluid to their fashionable 
visitors, while five German bands will 
simultaneously give local colour to the 
proceedings by playing Teutonic airs 
on the Regentstrasse and Pikkadilli- 
gasse Promenades. 

Preparations are being made for a 
brilliant season at Putney-Plage, which 
bids fair to become a formidable rival to 
Scheveningen, ' Ostend and Trouville. 
The boat-houses have lately been con- 
verted into a well-appointed Casino, with 
ball-room, etahlissement des bains, and 
facilities for European pool, baccarat and 
'petits cJievaux, The Societe Anonyme 
des liavageurs de la Boue gives daily 
reunions at low tide, when some very 
chic costumes will be noticed among the 
Fulham Smart Set. The new accele- 
rated service of paddle steamers now 
performs the trajet from Westminster in 
little over two hours. 

Alpinists will be glad to hear that 
unusual opportunities for their favourite 
pursuit are in prospect this summer in 
the Holborn Oberland and the Strand- 
Kdnigsweg ranges. Many unexpected 
crevasses have appeared, which will test 
the nerve of the hardiest mountaineer to 
negotiate, and constant avalanches are 
reported in these districts. The Mer 
d’Asphalte in the Sohoher Moraine 
district is a thing whereon even a 
Whymper or a Martin Conway would 
fear to tread. 

Excellent sport is expected on the 
sparrow-moors of Hampstead Heath on 
the Twelfth. The birds are strong on 
the wing, there has been very little 
disease, and keepers are confident of 
record bags. It is hoped that the Par- 
> liamentary session will be wound up in 
time fpr hard-worked legislators to 

exchange the stifling atmosphere of St. 
Stephen’s for breezes of these sportive 
uplands on the opening day. Mean- 
while, tlie rush to the North has begun 
and Jack Straw’s Castle is crammed to 
the ramparts, while every shooting-box 
in the neighbourhood has been let 
twice over. 

The Lea lias been in spate recently, 
and tlie souls of fisliermen are corre- 
spondingly elated. We liear that several 
fine gudgeon Lave gone up the river, 
and some ardent spinners with the dry 
fly are already after them. With this, 
and the welcome news that the close 
time for roach on Clapliain Common is 
now over, and that gaffs at a penny are 
being advertised in tlic New Cut, what 
more could our Jiacklo-wielders wish? 

It would seem, tliorefore, that there is 
ample scope within sound of Bow Bells 
for the valetudinarian, the pleasure- 
seeker, and flic sportsman to indulge 
and repair tlioinseives to their hearts’ 
content. Zigzag. 

THE EXPLOSIVE GOLF BALL. 

To Golfers. 

The Explosive Ball is a wire-wound 
ball with a core of liiglily-compressed 
Dynamite. 

High Velcxjity (3,000 feet per second). 
Low trajectory. 

No swing required, A tap will set it 
going. 

You lay your opponent dead on the tee. 

You will never use any other ball. 
Trebles the excitement of the game, as 
every green may bo the last. 

Never neetls re-covering. 

If it cannot find the hole it will make 
one for itself. 

When playing witli this ball you need 
not keep tlie St. Andrew’s Rules. 

You can make your own. 

Tbe Explosive Golf Ikdl lowers the 
Handicap. 

It makes your caddie respect you. 

The Expi/jsive Golf Ball. 

£2 2s. each. 

One ball will last 3 "our lifetime. 

Testimonial. 

Admiral Togo writes: — “I attribute 
the efficiency of my approach shots at 
Tsushima entirely to practice with the 
new projectile.” 

Foim Master {sareastieaUy^ to Jones, 
who has he 671 rep7wed by the Head for 
making a caiieature of one of the 

master's). Well, Jones, and what did the 
Headmaster say about your funny picture ? 

Jones (with dignity). He said, Sir, that 
nobc^y but the lowest of the low would 
caU. it funny. 
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“AFTER THE OPERA IS OVER I » 


The London Operatic Season is over. There is to be an 
Antnmn Opera in Town, of which more presently. One 
down, t’other come on. Judging from what Mr. Punch's 
Operatic Observer has seen and heard, the past has been excep- 
tionally profitable to Operatic directors and decidedly satis- 
I factory to Messrs. Messager, Neil Forsyth, and the public. 

On the 1st of May Richter was enthusiastically received, 
conducting Wagnter and all his works. Then, while we were 
yet labouring under the "Wagnerian nightmare of Giants, 
Dwarfs, Floating Fairies, and Pantomimic Dragons, we 
were awaked by the delightful Barber of Seville, on which 
occasion MUe. Bauermetster was conspicuous by her absence. 
Alas ! she was not to appear again until her Farewell Benefit 
in J uly. Farewell, a long farewell, and, if for ever, fare thee 
well! Such is operatic life, “which likewise is the end of all 
things.” You may see her, as depicted by our artist in the 
sketch above, waving her adieux, from the deck of a depart- 
ing vessel, to her old companions who are disporting them- 
selves on the sands of Tune near the Sound of Tune. 

Then, under MAncinelli’s sympathetic conducting, were 
wafted to us, on a Tuesday night. May 9, the sweet 
strains of Donizetti’s Don Pasquale, commencing with “ Com' 
^ gentiV This revival — alas 1 for one night only, as this 
deponent does not remember its having been given a second 
chance — was delightful ; and why not repeated only Messrs. 
Messager, Forsyth and the Directors can tell; but they 
won’t. 

Melba, as Violetta in La Traviata, and under a new 
umbrella hat depicted by our hawk-eyed artist, next arrived. 
In her train came Mmr, her Bohemian friends, and Signor 
Caruso, at his very best. Subsequently, excellent Mile. 
Destinn tried her best to make us forget Oala^ as Carmen, 


and Mile. Donalda scored a success as Micaela. Signor 
Dalmores was a first-rate Don J ose. 

On Derby Day there was no Ring, but Wagner’s Die 
Meistersinger was named as the favourite, with V^vn Rooy in 
regular right Rooyal voice, and Fraulein Alten as Eva-green 
Eva. Epsom excitement over, we settled down to Melba- 
Marguerite, in Faust, on Thursday after Derby. The King 
of Spain’s state visit to the Opera on Thursday, June 8, was 
a grand gala night indeed, though Don Pasquale and Don 
Giovanni were not invited to be present. Just about this 
time happened the deluge, and there were no arks, in shape 
of cabs, wherein to reach home dry-footed. Opera singers, 
however, were uninjured, as immediately afterwards, ere yet 
the decorations had disappeared, we find MUe. Destinn at her 
very best in Aida, and her companions quite unaffected by 
the “ rain that rained every day.” 

Madame Jeanne Raunay distinguished herself in Verdi’s 
Un Ballo in Maschera, as did also MRe. Selma Kurz, Signori 
Sootti and Caruso. Royalty has patronised the Opera very 
regularly, and with royal punctuality Next notable event 
was the Orfeo of Madame Kirkbt Lunn and the Euridiee of 
Jeanne Raunay. Afterwards Orfeo was sung and the Ijtq 
played by MUe. Gerville-Reache, the part not being quite 
within her reach, — that is perhaps because this deponent’s 
memory reaches back to Julia Ravogli. Next notable event, 
June 28, was the production of a new opera, UOraeolo, by 
Signor Franco Leoni, exceUently done. It was a quaint show, 
admirably staged, but not the opera for Covent Garden. The 
“working of The Oracle" was weU managed, but general 
opinion appears to be that, like the majority of oracles, it 
cannot be relied upon. 

July opened with Don Giovanni and a first-rate cast. 
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Then The Oraele was given a second chance. The next 
•production was Borneo et J uliette, -with Scotch lassie Dokalda 
as b.6roiii6, and. M. Dalmores as th.6 amorous climDiii^ oy. 
Another novelty, Madayfici ButteTjly, by Puccini, 
duced This Butterfly is out for something more than a 
flutter, and it wid be in the repertoire for next season, with, 
probably, the same cast, on which, as it included Mile. 
Destinn, Madame Lejeune, powerful Mile. Sbieoli, 

ScoTTi and Caruso, it would be difficult to improve. The 
title Butterfly suggests a series of Grasshoperas. 

In front, the House has been notably weU managed, and 
on the very hottest nights the Syndics of the Syndicate, who 
prefer to take things coolly, ventilated the question of heat 
satisfactorily, and introduced a delightful air arranged for 
orchestra and audience, without any such -fflolian draughts 
as not so very long ago gave a blow to several systems, from 
which they with difficulty recovered. 

An Autummtum-tum Season is, as this deponent ^ has 
already deposed, announced by the Grand Opera Singdicate 
and Mr. Frank Rekdle. Under this banner and commanded, 
presumably, by Generals Messager and Iobsyth, ^the San 
Carlo Opera Company is to give an eight-weeks’ season, 
commencing in October, when the longest vacation is pretty 
sure to be over, and London will be re-filLing, The prices for 
stalls are from 12s. Qd. to 7s: 6d., and the first row of the pit 
circle is IO 5 . 6d., the same price as is charged for seats in 
rows L to Q of stalls. The Operatic Singdicate knows best, 
but at first sight most theatre-goers would have considered 
it wiser to commence the prices of pit at a shilling less than 
the lowest charge for stalls. Such a charge as this might 
lead to another row being added, i.e. a row (rhyming with 
“how”) between the pit-preferring public and the manage- 
ment, Alsit omen! This deponent’s suggestion would be 
6s. 6d. for first row in pit circle ; 5s. for all the other rows ; 
and 4s. each for admission of mere mortals to the seats of 
“ the Gods.” Advice gratis, and best wishes for success of 
Syndicate’s Scheme. 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

^ Mr Nautical Retainer writes : In that narrow field of 
literature to which we give the name of light verse ” (“ light,” 
that is, for the reader, but difficult enough for the writer), 
there is not living to-day a more conscientious craftsman than 
Captain Kendall, late R,A., known by the nom de gueiTe of 
“Dum-Dum.” His new volume, Rhymes of the East and 
Re-eolleetedYerses (Constable), is largely made up of the best 
of the work which he had previously published in India, 
and of new matter from the pages of Punch. It marks a 
great advance upon his earlier books in the direction of self- 
criticism and fastidious judgment. Though in many of his 
poems the influence of Calverley is easy to trace, there is no 
question but that “ Dum-Dum’s ” work is distinguished by a 
rare individuality. It has breadth and spaciousness, along 
with a studied felicity in the choice of the right word. It reveals 
always that “fundamental brainwork” which was Rossetti’s 
priuiary demand. If his style betrays any characteristic fault, 
it is that of diffuseness ; but it is not the diffuseness of the 
writer who ekes out his line with the otiose epithet or phrase. 
It is due in part to the complex metrical systems which he some- 
times adopts ; but chiefly it is due to fertility of thought 
and expression ; and to the fact that, when he has found many 
happy ways of urging the same argument, he has not the 
heart to make an invidious selection. Yet he seldom wants 
for the inevitable brief phrase which clinches a conclusion. 
His great charm lies in the trick of a sudden bathos of 
colloquialism occurring in the midst of a mock-serious flight 
of eloquence. Yet with all his feeling for humorous con- 
trasts, and his delightful taste in the grotesque, it is for 
14 s s^eiise of style and technique that this volume, so free 

from all that is trivial and hackneyed and slipshod, will win 
the commendation of the best judges of this form of Mies 
lettres. And when one regards the high quality of work- 
manship demanded of the maker of light verse if it is to ke 
worth making at all, one may perhaps apply Matthew 
Arnold’s words to the standard^ of technique which “ Dum- 
Dum ” sets to other followers of his light-hearted Muse : 

Suck, poets, is your bride, the Muse ’ young, gay, 

Fadiant, adorn’d outside ; a hidden giound 

Of thought and of austerity within. 

In Shrewsbury (METimEN) Mr. Auden presents a historical 
and topographical account of one of the most interesting and 
picturesque towns in England. My llaronile knew it in his 
youth, and welcomes with pleasure, that in degree will he 
shared by others, this record. The story of Shrewsbury is 
an intimate pai't of the histoiy of England, and supplies 
material for the not least interesting cliapier. King John 
was quite a late comer on the scene, his charter to the borough 
confirming to the burgesses “all liberties, free customs and 
quittances, as they had them in the time of King Henry, out 
great grandfather.” In later times known to Shakspeare, 
Sir John Falstaff fought at Shrew\sbnry, in the battle where 
Hotspur was killed. There are few towns of contemporary 
date that preserve so many fragments of old houses, churches, 
council chambers, and other Iniiklings. Charm is added to 
the book by the pictures of these contributed by Miss 
Katherine Roberts. 

It is not often that an author boldly calls the hero of his 
own creation a fool, yet this is what Mr. Maurice Hewiett 
does in his novel, which he lias entitled The Fool Errant 
(Heinemann). Not so very long ago, if the Baron’s meniory 
selves him correctly, another \vriter of roman(*(', Mr. Burland, 
did something similar, only he was polite enough not to 
directly attract attention to flic sinijdc-inindcdncss of his 
hero. But in this book of Mr. Maurku!: Hewlett’s we have 
a chivalric fool, a sane Quixotic English youth, frank, honest, 
religious, coining of an ancient family, wliich so sturdily adheres 
to the persecuted faith of its forefathers, that it must send its 
heir abroad, there to obtain, in the University of Padua, the 
education, fitting his position, that is denied to him in his 
own country. Such a fool as Mr. Maurice Hewlett makes 
of his hero is a delightful character I Would there were more 
fools of the same sort ! The tale of his ever-varying romantic 
adventures is never tedious. One character, however, namely 
the villainous mendicant friar, surely liclongs to an earlier 
date than that of this stor>L As to the sweet women who 
live or die for the hero (and of one, disguised as a page, the 
Baron seems to have some pleasant reminiscence in “quite 
another story,” and also as a character in an Alexandrine 
drama at the St. James’s), they are all charmingly drawn ; 
and the true love of the self-sacrificing woman is forcibly 
contrasted with the passion of the woman who is not a crown 
to her husband. The Fool Ei'irant is never the fool 
peccant: the shield of his honour is untaniislied. He is 
disillusioned with regard to one whom lie has foolishly, hut 
honestly, adored. As to the _ 

Italians of the period, with 
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FASHION’S PHAaiJS. 

‘ Wheit first I whispered words of love, 
When first you turned aside to hear, 

The winged griffin Sew above, 

The mammoth gaily gamboll’d near ; ! 

, I wore the latest thing in skins, | 

Your dock-leaf dress had Just beenj 
mended I 

: And fastened up with fishes’ fins — 

The whole effect was really splendid, j 

Aga-in — ^we wapdered by the Nile, 

In Egypt’s far, forgotten land, 

! And watched the festive crocodSe 
Devour papyrus from your hand. 

Far off across the plain we saw 
The trader urge his flying canael ; 

Bright shone the scarab belt you wore, 

' Clasped with a sphinx pf rare enamel. 

Again — on Trojan plains I knelt ; 
j^as ! in vain I strove to speak 

And teU you all the love I felt 
In more or less Homeric Greek ; ; 

Perhaps my helmet-strap was tight ^ , 
And checked the thoughts I fain; 
would utter, 

Or else your robe oi dreamy white 
Bewildered me and made me stutter. 

Once more we change the mise-en-sohn^ ; 
The white road curves across the hill ; 

Excitement makes you rather plain. 
Button the whole I love you stiH, 

As wreathed with veils and goggles blue, 
And dad in macintosh and leather. 

Snug in our motor built for two 
We skim the Brighton road together. 


THE ART OF DIALOGUE. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^I read in a review 
the other day that very^ few authors oi 
the present age coiild write realty natural 
dialogue. Haying discovered a way of 
writing stories without any dialogue at j 
aU, I beg to present my latest effort to . 
yonr readers. If it seems difl&cult in ! 
places, a litde study will soon discover I 
the meaning. My tale, is entitled, | 
Tek Prevarication of Prisciua. 

He put an arm around her waist. 

? ” he asked in a low voice. 

I she replied, shaking her 

! pretty head. 

I “ he ejaculated. 

I “ ,” she said, reprovingly. 

I he apologised. 

There was silence for a little while. 

Then Arthur returned to the attack. 

I What right had she to be so decided 
; about it ? he thought. 

’ “ ,” he said, .” 

I « admitted. 

i «« }i0 -v^ent on, .” He 

; paused for a reply. 

I There was a short silencej, while Pris- 
I 01^ thought how best she cpxffii put 
' it. At last she began : 
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A HEARTY APPRECIATION. 

(A Ducal Sifirpriae yisit to iihe Yearlii^s.) 

FMstStdbl&Boy, “Chats away just like an o^inaby~]|9 side about heI” 
Second Stable Boy (warmly). “Yes— and gHE~SQ 


" — l—y’' ghe looked timidly at hini. 
“ she urged, pleadingly. 

“ — was his monosyllabic com- 
ment. [?'‘-Rats” — E d.] 
she'persiked. 

He stood up in front of her, and cried 
to her from the fulness of his heart. 
Love gave him eloquence, 
he said. 

“ she said. 

“ y lie muttered with clenched 

teeth. Out aloud, “ ,” dwelling 

lovingly upon the n^e. 

He held out bis arms to b®L 
longer could she resist him. 
she ppoed. 

«— — ?’" be^ asked^ hardly able to 
believe his ears. 


' she lisped. ' 

How simple and yet how neat, Mr. 
Punchy is this method of writing dialogue: 
Nq long,' cumbersome, unreal talk ; but 
at the ’same time 'the reader left in no 
doubt as to the nature of the conversa- 
tion.' she lisped. “Yes” or 

“No” it must have b^n, and how can 
one lisp “ No, ” ? The subtlety of it, Mr. 
Puncfii ' ' Ifour humble servant, 

The O’Meeedith. 


It ip reported that DARjiiNG has calfed 
“Tail/’ fib England’s toss four^ tiiues, 
and is now convinced that Ac Enj^sh 
team hasn’t got oh©. ’* ' ^ 
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NATURE STUDIES. 


TWIXT THE CUP AND THE LIP. 

[Hie Pall Mall Gazette, in a coUeotion of Press opinions on tlie 
Giovemmeiit’s defeat, quoted from the Daily Mews tlie foUo'wdng dictum 
wHch it considered to be piousl7 expressed : The prevailing thought 
to^ay is less exultation than a profound thankfulness that the end has 
dome at last.. The thing has collapsed just as it seemed getting intoler- 
able. From to-day a new chapter opens in the history of this isle and 
Empire,”] 

As when a traveller through a tropic land. 

Bored hy a sameness in the desert scenery, 

Is moved to smack his lips, all caked with sand, 

At sight of distant pahns or other greenery ; 

Then, to his own (and camel’s) marked disgust, 

On drawing near to that alleged oasis. 

Sees that his credulous and child-like trust 
Was founded on an insuflGicient basis : — 

Or as the climber up an arduous Alp 
Grapples the icy steep, and bravely staunches 
The rude excoriations on his scalp 
Caused by inevitable avalanches ; 

And, even while he wields his axe in air. 

Crying Another step and so the summit ! ” — 

Slips off, and after bouncing here and there 
Drops perpendicularly like a plummet : — 

Or, lastly, as an all-too previous bird 
Coxmts up her family while still in ovo, 

Then finds her estimate has wholly erred. 

And she must start and sit again de novo : — 

Just so collapsed the Liberal Party’s^hopes ! 

How often one gets left when most elated ! 

Asjin the above extremely obvious tropes 
I have with some insistence indicated. 

“ The Righteous triumph,” so the voice had said ; 

‘‘ Yet let us not assume a bumptious attitude, 

Let us, dear brethren, rather bow the head 
(Or words to that effect) in speechless gratitude. 

“After a most intolerable while 
Emancipate from yonder foul Chimaera, 

A virgin future waits this precious isle, 

On Greater Britain breaks, a brand-new era ! ” 

Prophet ! that statement looked so like a threat 
It shook the Tory from his indecision, 

He vowed that never (or at least not yet) 

Should you have scope to realise that vision. 

N ew dawn of Empire under Redmond («7.) 9 
Though Arihue might be sick to death of office, he 
Made up his weary mind at once to stay, 

And do his best to stultify that prophecy. 

And I, a straggler in the motley school, 

Reading of your premonitory rumour, 

I own I envied, as a rival fool, 

Your priceless gift of pure unconscious humour. 

O.S. 


The Kitten. 

The door was ajar, and through the narrow gap the black 
kitten slowly and cautiously insinuated itself into the room. 
Perceiving suddenly that there was a male person (myself) 
seated in a chair it turned to fly, but the door had swung-to 
behind it and egress was barred. Thereupon it immediately 
turned round, faced its enemy, and advanced by four side- 
long springs half towards, half away from him. Its legs 
were rigid, its back partly arched, its tail tremulously 
extended, and, as it sprang, its four feet left the carpet 
simultaneously and then reached it again all together. 
Finding, after a pause of one gloomy and defiant moment, 
that no notice was taken of it, it again sprang high and 
sideways, and then for fifteen seconds chased its tail round 
and round with extraordinary speed and ferocity, eventually 
rolling over on its back, scrabbling at the tail with its hind 
paws, clutching it firmly with its front paws, and gnawing 
its tip violently with its teeth. During this performance it 
appeared to inflict upon itself (and greatly to its own sur- 
prise) a considerable amount of pain, for, having given 
three mews of agony, it sprang galvanically to its feet and 
scampered up a curtain. 

Failing to reach the top — no kitten ever did reach the top 
— it clung two-thirds of the way up as though it had been 
nailed to the stuff, looked down, and, judging the distance 
too far for a fall, shrieked for help. 1 lifted it down. In a 
fury of ingratitude it scratched and bit the helping hand, 
and on being deposited on tlie floor scurried away in terror 
to a dark corner. A moment afterwards it sprang a distance 
of three feet in pimsuit of a fly, followed the chase helter- 
skelter on to the window-ledge, banged its head against a 
pane of glass and fell off on to the floor. This collapse clearly 
outraged all its sense of propriety and dignity. It stalked 
slowly and moodily to an aim-chair and began with an air of 
profound injury to perform its toilet. This process brought 
no alleviation, and it turned upon the arm-chair’s fringe, 
which it happened to touch, with a perfectly ruthless anger, 
and becoming hopelessly involved in the tassels stood off 
suddenly and glared at the arm-chair. 

Thence its attention was diverted to a looking-glass which 
had been placed upon the floor. It moved carefully and by a 
series^ of ambushes towards this novel piece of furniture, and, 
perceiving that another scrag^ black kitten was advancing 
towards it, it became stiff with indignation, uttered a low 
and most ominous growl, and then hurled itself at the 
intruder, stopping dead short, however, when it saw the other 
kitten similarly hurling itself. Having looked furtively round 
to assure itself that I was not observing it, it executed a 
series of diagonals which brought it to a puzzled disappoint- 
ment behind the looking-glass. Peering deliberately round 
the edge it recoiled in horror from a black face peering at it, 
and then gave the thing up and walked away in dudgeon. 

Five minutes were ^en spent in chasing a ball of paper, 
turning the most remarkable somersaults, tying itself into 
seemingly inextricable knots, and cutting the most fantastic 
capers. Soon afterwards, the door having been opened, it 
flew out, having for no single moment mitigated its attitude 
of unreasoning hostility to myself and all the inanimate 
objects in my room. 


The Anno Domini Disease* 


JJOME CHRONIC AGED LADIES. Comfortable, pern 
nent. l^wji md old tr&ea”-^Advt. in Ohureh Times. 


^ Py^tty thonght, to have Nature in sympathy ; 


Small Boy Cricket. 

Father, WeU., and how did you get on ? 

Small Boy, Oh, I kept wicket and caught one out. It 
came off his foot. 

Father, But that wouldn’t be out. 

Small Boy, Oh, yes, it was. The umpire gave it out. 
You see, it hit him below the elbow.” 
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BONDMEN FREE. 

[“ Tlie investigation oJ tlie State prison of Jackson (Michigan) has 
disclosed that the warders, believing that ‘kindness’ reforms, were 
accustomed to release for days at a time groups of thieves, murderers, 
and other convicts. They visited circuses, and roamed about the streets 
at will. . . . The convicts gave theatrical entertainments and garden 
parties .” — Daily Chronicle.] 

All the calendar of crime I have studied in my time ; 

As a burglar I am fairly in the know ; 

I have cracked unnumbered cribs, not to mention people’s 
ribs, 

And I Ve generally got my quod pro quo, 

I can tell the Brixton skilly from the brand of Pentonvillyi 
I have noted how the Portland johnny grubs, 

Far too well I know the sizes of the helpings at Devizes, 

And I ’ve criticised the menu of the Scrubs. 

i In a word, I claim to pose as a gentleman who knows 
i More than anybody dlse about bur gaols, 

I And I hold that it is true froih the burglar’s point of view 
Our benighted system miserably’ fails. 

All my infant aspiration for n ctdtured education, 

All ideals that I pondered in my pram 
As they wheeled me through the Dials have been killed by 
all my trials— 

It is prison that has made me what I am. 

But in Jackson, U.S.A., tlx(^’ve ia very different way : 

There the warders all ere courteous and bland ; 


There the convict is content, for he ’s treated like a gent, 

And they feed him on the fattest of the land. 

There, instead of cruel blindness, they have pinned theiir ^ 
faith on kindness ; 

I There are dances where the dresses are a dream ; 

There are charming little dinners for the unrepentant sinners, 
There are ices, there are strawberries and cream. ; 

And if prison, as it may, grows at times a bit too gay, 

If you find yourself becoming over-stout, ! 

You have only to suggest you would like a change and rest, 
And the warders in an instant let you out. 

When I think about &e porridge I have lived upon at iJorwich, ^ 
And the life that I have led at Holloway, 

Well, I ’ve had suflBcient, thank ’ee ! lam off to be a Yankee^ i 
And I ’m making tracks for Jackson, U.S. A. 

The Westminster Gazette, in analysing, the list of Unionist 
absentees from the division in which the Governnieht was 
defeated, places under the general head of Domestic Affliotiok : 

Yeomanry (Ifc. J. H. Stock) 1 
Absent unpaired 67 

A correspoUdent expresses the hope, that, in the case of the 
great Unpaired, this explanation was good enough for the 
Ministerial Whips. As for. the Warrior, the annual liraining 
has in the past been responsible for domestic difficulties : 
UmoUg Yeomaniy officers, but we trust that in the case 
mentioned the trouble was exaggerated. 
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If a German newspaper is correctly 
informed, the visit of the Czar to the 
TCa tsf.r had a pathos all its own. The 
Berliner TageUatt declares that Nicholas 
consulted Wilhelm because he wanted 
some disinterested advice. 


From private sources we hear that the 
attitude of the Monarchs to each other 
was in the highest degree cordial, and 
the KLaiser only cried “ Halt e-la ! ” when 
the Czar proposed that they should follow 
the fashion of more humble lovers, and 
change crowns. 

France has not had to wait long to see 
the effect of her backing-down before 
Germany. The Emperor of the Sahara 
has now issued a Note in which he 
threatens war against the Republic unless 
hi’s grievances are remedied. 

With reference to the outcry against a 
certain firm of contractors for having 
supplied bad rations during the Boer 
War, we think it should not be forgotten, 
in justice to the firm in question, which 
is accused of a lack of patriotism, that 
there was often a big chance of the 
supplies falling into the hands of the 
enemy. 

As regards the Jam scandal the com- 
mittee which has just issued its report 
thinks it unfortunate that the War Office 
did not draw the attention of the con- 
tractor to whom the surplus jam was 
sold to the fact that a 1 lb. tin did not 
necessarily contain 1 lb. of jam. This 
stricture seems unmerited when the War 
Office officials at last did what they had 
been constantly urged to do, namely, 
conduct their affairs like business men. 


A speaker at the Public Health Con- 
ference, in discussing the ventilation of 
public buildings, touched on the subject 
of sleepiness in church. He suggested 
that, while it is customary to attribute 
this to the shortcomings of the preacher, 
“ it may he due to quite another cause.” 
A number of letters have been received 
from gentlemen in holy orders, who state 
that it is due to another cause. 


We were glad to see that attention was 
called at the Public Health Congress to 
the smoke nuisance in London. The 
ugliest feature of the evil is the number 
of quite young chimneys that one sees 
smoking nowadays. 


All the school books at Kirk Langley 
are to be burned in order to prevent 
the spread of scarlet fever, and school- 
boys in other parts of the country are 
pointing out, with thoughtfulness beyond 
their years, that it is unwise for head- 


masters to delay doing this until an 
outbreak has actually taken place. 


The degeneracy which is said to be 
characteristic of the present age would 
now appear to be spreading to our 
criminals. No charge of murder, rnan- 
slaughter, attempted murder, or serious 
assault appeared on the Old Bailey 
Calendar this sessions. Soon the lauda- 
tores temporis acti will be crying, “ Won’t 
you come back, Old Bailey ? ” 

The theatrical season which has just 
closed has been one of the most disastrous 
on record, and Ihe managers are trying 
to find out the reason. According to 
one of these gentlemen, ‘‘ It is the motor- 
car which is proving one of our deadliest 
enemies.” There is certainly no denying 
the fact that, in the provinces, theatrical 
companies have been “taken off the 
road ” in unprecedented numbers lately. 


The inhabitants of Clacton-on-Sea are 
erecting an obelisk on the spot where 
the Duke and Duchess of Connaught 
stood to watch the disembarkation of 
troops engaged in last year’s manoeuvres. 
Happy is the town which has no histor^L 


It has been intimated by the Army 
Council that, as there are no profits from 
this year’s Royal Military Tournament, 
there will be nothing available for dis- 
tribution. This decision was only come 
to, we understand, after mature delibera- 
tion. 

Great excitement has been aroused 
among omnibus drivers by the report 
that they are to be forbidden to talk to 
passengers, and it is openly stated that, 
if the idea be carried further, and any 
attempt be made to prohibit their con- 
versing with the drivers of other vehicles 
which collide with theirs, a strike wiU 
at once be proclaimed. 


A project is on foot to conduct a 
debate in the House of Commons in 
French when the French Officers visit 
London, as a compliment to them. It 
is even rumoured that, if the idea be 
carried out. Lord Lansdowne will be lent 
for the occasion by the House of Lords. 
At the same time we should have thought 
that an Irish Night would have been 
even more amusing. 


A LOCAL correspondent informs us that 
Early-Rising Societies ai’e being started 
in the principal Kentish towns to en- 
courage the inhabitants to get up in time 
to read the Daily Mail. We hear, by 
the^ way, that notvrithstanding its early 
arrival, the new Daily Mail train is not 
an Express train. 


SHOULD DOCTOHS DISAOEEE? 

{Mr. PuncVs great silly season loom.) 

Dear Sir, — ^In response to your request 
to write a letter that should successfully 
float a correspondence calculated to fill 
pages of your paper with gratis copy, I 
beg to enclose the same, and shall" be 
obliged for cheque by return. 

Yours truly, Baruch Swan. 

[The above letter ouglib really not to have 
been printed ^ bvJt it is too late to take 
it out . — Ed.] 

Sir, — The^ question — Should Doctors 
Disagree? — is one of vital importance, 
and never more so than in the hot sum- 
mer months, when if one gets an illness 
one is likely to lose it too soon, owing to 
the absence of physicians from town. 
Again and again has a patient paid a 
large fee to a physician in Harley Street 
only to have the advice then given him 
completely upset by the authority next 
door in return for a similar douceur. 
Can this be right ? Should not medicine 
be an exact science? Should not the 
schools and hospitals turn out practi- 
tioners competent to diagnose in similar 
terms, or, rather, incapable of diagnosing 
in contrary teims? After all, a symp- 
tom is a symptom, is it not, Sir? I, 
who have spent a small fortune in the 
uestionable pleasure of watching one 
octor contradict another, consider it 
little less than a scandal that there 
should be this disagreement, and I 
should welcome the ventilation of the 
question in your valuable and authori- 
tative columns. I am, &c. 

“ Aoti-Harley-Street.” 

Sir Oliver Lodge’s View. 

The word “disagree” may have two 
alternative significations. It may mean 
“to differ from,” or it may mean “to 
quarrel with.” Used in the latter sense, 
I give an unhesitating negative to your 
question. Doctors certainly should not 
disagree. I go farther and say no one 
should disagree. As the old rhyme says : 

Birds in their little nests agree : 

So why the devil shouldn’t we ? 

But if the word means simply “ to differ,” 
then I say yes. Only by differing do we 
advance. Nothing is so sterile as com- 
plaisance. 

A Practical Suggestion. 

Sir, — Would it not be possible for 
doctors to agree not to disagree ? How 
much more confidence we should then 
have in them ! I enclose my card. 

Yours, &c., X. Y. Z, 

A Martyr. 

Sir, — ^How grateful we should be to 
the manly, courageous letter of “Anti- 
Harley-Street.” Nothing is so disturbing 
as to be told by jone doctor that another’s 
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kl OUR ANNUAL SCHOOL-TREAT AT MUDDLESEA, 

The Train leaves for Home in seven Minutes. 


treatment has been wrong. Certainly 
they should be compelled to show 
Tinanimity. I am, <S:c., 

Flora MacStorer. 

Sir James Crichton-Browne’s View. 

Disagreement is the salt of life. The 
more you disagree the better. It has 
been my practice to disagree consistently, 
not only with doctors, but with laymen 
too. I disagreed with Mr. Winston- 
Churchill about Harris tweed; I dis- 
agree with Mr. Frank Richardson about 
whiskers. If a cannibal were to eat me 
(which Heaven forbid before I reach my 
hundredth year), I would disagree with 
him. 

Editorial Announcement. 

Other letters on this vital subject are 
earnestly invited. Everything that is 
sent in shall be printed, however idiotic. 


THE LOOKER-ON SEES LIFE. 

(With apologies to the intrepid contributor of 
the “ Chronicled) 

It was at Brighton. The Looker-on 
had been standing for some hours on the 
upper esplanade watching the motor 
races. At last a wild desire to do some- 
thing heroic filled him. To look on aU 
day was so tame: why should not he 
also act? But first there was a little 
ritual to perform. He hurried to his 
hotel and flung open the doors of the 
bookcase in the drawing-room. A row 
of books fell to the floor. They were: 
The Last Days of Pompeii, by Lord 
Lytton : The Iron Pirate, by Max Pem- 
berton: Sunday Afternoon Hymns; by 
Dr. Robertson Nicoll: Life's Hot Cross 
Currents, by Mr. Swinbun : Mysticism 
and Moonlight, by Wilcox Gibbs : and 
Aylwin, by T. Watts-Dunton. Picking up 
Mysticism and Moonlight at random the 
Looker-on read these words: “Before 
the end of all things there must come a 
preliminary stage, and few have washen 
eyes.” Ah! He jotted them down on 
lus cuff lest there should be any mistake, 
and hurried out into the strong sun. 
A motor-bus was passing and, acting on 
a sudden courageous impulse, the Looker- 
on hailed it. He had never been in a 
motor before. Ought he to have goggles, 
he wondered, and then repeated to him- 
self slowly and musically, “And few 
have washen eyes.” 

“ Hurry up. Cocky,” said the conduc- 
tor, and the Looker-on leapt on to the 
footboard with a wild thrill 

The motor-bus flew on ; nothing 
stopped it. Police trap after police trap 
was passed ; the speed was too great. It 
slowed down now and then only for 
passengers. This, this is life, thought 
the Looker-on. “ Before the end of aU 
things there must be a preliminary stage, 
and few have washen eyes.” Ah ! What 
would the end be ? The Looker-on held 


to his seat firmly and gazed ahead with 
level brows. Others might fear, but not 
he. Now and then he glanced at his 
cuff. And then the end came; the 
motor-bus had reached the station. 

The Looker-on, trembling with sup- 
pressed emotion, descended to tlie street, 
and as he did so a man came rushing 
by. His eyes were the bright eyes of 
danger. He gasped for breath as he 
ran. The Looker-on, ever desirous to 
be in the know, ran beside him to hear 
his news. 

“Have you heard ? ” the man panted ; 
‘ ‘ have — ^y ou — ^hear d ? ” 

“No,” said the Looker-on, “what is 
it? Speak, man, speak, I can’t bear 
it ; and you run so fest.” 

“ Queen Anne is dead,” said the man. 

The Looker-on fell back and pondered 


as he leaned against a post. How won- 
derful is life! He then took his Dic- 
tionary of Quotations from his pocket, 
eager to find an appropriate sentiment. 
He found two, on the same page. One 
ran thus : 

They also serve who oiiLy stand and wait. 

Ah ! It was signed John Milton, just a 
plain, rather cross, blind old man, yet 
how true ! The other was this : 

There ’s a divinity that shapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will. 

The Looker-on stood dazed with rapture. 
To think that Shakspeare should thus 
speak to his very soul, as intimately as 
if he had known him personally. He 
thought of CorOt and Rodin, of Buddha 
and Confucius, and then he went home 
to bed. What a day ! What a night ! 
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OUR FOOTMARKS COMPETITION. 

{With acknowledgments to the Bally Express 


LINES ON THE LINKS. 

TTa-rd by tbe biggest hazard on the course, 

Beneath the shelter of a clump of gorse, 

Secure from shots from ofE the heel or toe, 

I watch the golfers as they, come and go. 

I see the fat financier, whose “ dunch ” 

Suggests too copious draughts of “ fizz ” at lunch ; 
While the lean usher, primed with ginger be^r, 
Surmounis the yawning bunker and lies clear. 

I see a member of the House of Peers 
Within an ace of bursting into tears, ^ 

When, after six stout niblick shots, his ball 
Lies worse than if he had not struck at aU. 

But some in silent agony endure 
Misfortunes no ^‘recovery” can cure, 

While others, even men who stand at plus. 

Loudly ejaculate the frequent cuss. 

An aged Anglo-Indian oft I see 
Who waggles endlessly upon the tee, 

Causing impatience of the fiercest kind 
To speedy couples pressing from behind. 

Familiar also is the red-haired Pat 
Who plays in rain or shine without a hat, 

And who, whenever things are out of joint, 

“ Sockets ” his iron shots to cover point. 

Before ten thirty, also after five. 

The links with lady players are alive, 

At other seasons, by the rules in force, 

Eestricted to their own inferior course. 

One matron, patient in her way as Job, 

I Ve seen who nine times running missed the globe ; 
But then her daughter, limber maid, can smite 
Close on two hundred yards the bounding Kite. 

^ o 

Dusk falls upon the bracken, bents and ^hins ; 

The careful greenkeeper removes the pins, 
To-morrow being Sunday, and the sward 
Is freed from gutty and from rubber-cored. 

Homeward unchecked by cries of “ Pore ! ” I stroll, 
Revolving many problems in my soul, 

And marvelling at the mania which bids 
Sexagenarians caracole like kids ; 

Which causes grave and reverend signiors 
To talk for hours of nothing but their scores, 

And worse, when baflB.ed by a Httle baU, 

On'the infernal deities to call ; 

Which brightens overworked officials’ lives ; 

Winch bores to tears their much-enduring wives ; 
Which fosters the consumption of white port. 

And many other drinks, both long and short. 

Who then, in face of functions so diverse, 

Will call thee, golf, a blessing or a curse ? 

Or choose between the Pbemiee’s predilection 
And Rosebery’s dehberate rejection? 

Nat mine to judge : I merely watch and note 
Thy votaries as they grieve or as they gloat, 
Uuc^tain whether envy or ama^e 
Or pity most is prompted by the craze. 


Details are being rapidly arranged for our Footmarks 
Competition, which has aroused enormous interest all over 
the country. Our new serial, entitled “Criminal Feet, or 
The Forged Footmark,” will appear shortly in instalments, 
and a prize of £1000 (One Thousand Pounds), or a house 
per week for life, wiU be awarded to the person solving 
the mystery of the murdeir of Ralph Montgomery. As the 
story runs its qpurse, footmarks of very varying character will 
be published as clues. By comparing aU of these with each 
other the reader will be able to discover the foot belonging 
to the hand that slew Mr. Montgomery, who, it should clearly 
be understo5d, wiU be killed in the first instalment. 

By this latter arrangement interest in the competition will 
i run high from the outset, aid the comparisons of the foot- 
I marks are being looked forward to as interesting occupation 
I for the holidays which so many people are compelled to take 
at this time of year. 

For the guidance of those readers who have never so far 
studied the theory of the subject, we shall first publish a 
preliminary article by Messrs. Rabbit and Skinners, which 
I win explain the various kinds of pattern which it is possible 
j for feet to describe, and a abort method of distinguishing, 
without measurement, a number nine, for instance, from a 
I number ten. 

Competitors should cut out the footmarks as they appear, 
and paste them in rows upon the w^R of some convenient 
room. In many cases the unsuitability of the footmark to 
the hand that must have fired the fatal shot will be instantly 
perceived. In such cases the footmark may be at once 
discarded. Other marks, however, will require hours of 
examination and comparison, sorting into types, and so forth. 

The competition,^ we should explain, wiU be purely 
scientific. There wiU be no trick in the narration. Ralph 
Montgomery, Esquire, wiU be reaUy murdered, and the feet 
of the hand that did it wiU leave an inteUi^ible mark. 

Remember that counting the toes and teUing right feet from 
left, although necessary proceedings, afford but slight clues. 

The reason for the selection of a particular footmark must be 
fuUy stated, and if more than one competitor sends in the* 
right footmark the thousand pounds wiU be awarded to the per- 
son whose reason is most nearly right. The Editor’s decision 
on that and other points must be joyfuUy accepted as final. 

FOR THE MENDING OF A BROKEN HARTE. 

]&. Punch wishes to ^ make an appeal for charitable 
assistance in a specially distressing case. The object of it is 
to restore to Miss Bret Harte something of the health and the 
meaus that once were hers in the lifetime of her father whose 
works are as familiar as household words among aU English- 
speaking and English-reading people. Poor Bret Barte- 
rs, that^ the descriptive epithet should be absolutely true 
in its primary sense — ^left his daughter totaUy unprovided 
fov. Her struggle for life has been a hard one, and she has 
completely broken down. 

^ The names on the Oommittee of “ The Bret Harte Assistance 
Fund,” to select only a few from the list, i.e., George 
Meredith, O.M., Sir Gilbert Parker, M.P., Sir Arthur CoisrAN 
Doyle, Anthony Hope Hawkins and Beeebohm Tree, are in 
themselves a guarantee fox the genuineness of the case, 
“And to whom shall we send our subscriptions?” ask the 
generously-rminded intending donors. Mr, Punch gives the 
address of the Honorary Secretary to this Fund, Dr. L. 0. 
A^x^ER, HoUy Lodge, Upper Parkfields, Putney, S.W. 
May this case, “heard on appeal” by generous and discrimi- 
nating judges, result in a decision that will be of the great^t 
benefit to the late Bret Harte’s invalid daughter whose cause 
Mr, Punch pleads. 




Visitor. “My good man, you keep your Pigs much too near the house.” 

Cottager. “ That ’s just what the Doctor said, Mum. But I don’t see how it s agoin to hurt em ! 


THE ESQUIMAUX REVIVAL. 

’Trs a story true and moral 
How from England’s Christian strand 
Sailed away Augustus Sorrell 
On a mission to the land 

Of the poor, degraded, low, 
■\Valrus-hanting Esquimaux. 

When he saw their houses fashioned 
Out of whalebone, furs and skin, 
Sorrell wept, for his impassioned ^ 

Soul was grieved for those within ; 

For the unenlightened, low, 
Blubber-eating Esquimaux. 

When he saw their poor condition, 

Sad his heart within him grew ; 

“ Sorrell’s Patent Composition 
Is the very thing for you.” 

Thus" he spoke to these same low, 
Whale-devouring Esquimaux. 

I will build you better dwellings 
Than the huts in which you live. 
Where the skins have divers smeUings, 
And the hides no comfort give ; 

You shall be no longer low, 

But enlightened Esquimaux, 


“ And lest you should be encumbered 
By the whalebone and the hides. 
Under which of old you slumbered 
When you had no homes besides, 
When you stiU were vulgar, low, 
Hovel-dweUing Esquimaux ; 

“ I will take your bone and bearskins, 
Though at very great expense, 

For no longer wiE you wear skins 
You have too much common-sense.” 
Thus he played upon the low, 
Poor, transparent Esquimaux. 

But the winter came and shattered 
^rrell’s houses to the core, 

Then the winds the fragments scattered 
All along the frozen shore 

Of the more than ever low. 
Hungry, homeless Esquimaux. 

Then they hunted for the mission ; 

“ Take again,” they would have cried, 
“ Sorrell’s Patent Composition ; 

Give us back our bone and hide. 
These are best for simple, low, 
Poor, eccentric Esquimaux.” 

But their Sorrell now was sailing 
Back to England’s Christian strand. 


And he reck’d not of the wailing 
Lifted from the heathen land 
Of the poor, degraded, low, 
Simple-hearted Esquimaux. 

And he made a famous corner 

With his whalebone thus acquired, 
And like Jack (his surname Horner) 
Took the plum he so desired, 

Paying nothing to the low, 
Greedy, grasping Esquimaux. 

Why so Early? Already preparing 
FOR Christmas ! 1 — ^From the East we 
hear that preparations for future ^great 
events are^ being made by “ The l.oung 
Turkey Party.” 

^ Gallant little Wales is to have a 
Venice of her own, if we may believe 
the Daily Telegraph' s Ahexjstwith. corre- 
spondent. ‘‘ Rain,” he says, “ fell almost 
continuously yesterday. The town is 
likely to be full before the holidays.” 

St. Petersburg is naturally annoyed 
by the Japanese landing in ^ Russian 
territory at Castries Bay. It is felt to 

be an attack on their Amur propre. , 
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oS'S”‘’ Boom). “Look heke, mt lad, bok’t totj ksow that a .sotorEB alwr salutes 


Recruit. *‘IVe said *Good Marnin” to 'ee once aleeadt!” 


THE AMAZON'S COMPLAINT. 

j ( The athletic girl is a creature of iron 
muscles, of \vaistless symmetry, of biceps and 
nngainliness .”— and others.) 

When Cortnna, say, or Peh^lis 
(Oustom craves a Latin name) 

Left her sampler and the lilies 
She was sewing on the same ; 

Made her distaff do for hockey. 

And her ankles hard as oak, 

If, at times, a trifle stocky, — 

This was felt to be a ioke* 

fashions, were, impnted. 

And the playful poets, long 

out for themes that suited 
The necessities of song, 

Wove anew a cyclic fable 
^ound about the severed skirt, 

And complained that Blanche and 
Mabel 

Had forgotten how to flirt. 

You naoreover stamped our frolio 
As a strajUge ‘'uusexing ’* sip, 


Authoresses Apostolic, 

Tin you wore the satire thin ; 

Ti’I in fact we fed its humour 
Dull as men that hunger for 
Cricket “Finals,’* count a rumour 
Con ing from the seat of war. 

Some day surely modern views ’U 
Cease to treat us as a butt, 

J ust because we do not foozle 
Every time a two-foot putt ; 

Some day (though our “ serves ” an 
cuter 

And we do affect a swipe) 

Drop that nonsense of a neuter 
Evolutionary type. 

Yes, for though a something prim in 
Girls of old has gone to-day. 

There have been before us women 
Who indulged in manly play ; 
Where the silver olive rustles 

the green Arcadian lawn, 
Ma^qp^ who proved their musdes, 
fairer than the dawn. 


Think awhile of Ataunta, 

Oh forgetful Autlioress, 

Or (if you reserve too scant a 
Reverence for A. C. S.) 

What of Helen whom we dream on, 
And the glory that was Troy’s ? 
Didn’t girls at Laceclgemon 
Practise wrestling like the boys ? 

Think how Artemis devoted 
All her mornings to the chase, 

Yet the young Endymion doted 
Fondly on her evening face ; 

And Ulysses from his thicket. 

When that Island Princess came, 
Saw her playing, if not cricket, 
Something very much the same. 

Hot, then, that we scorn your grammar, 
Not that we would stay your pen 
(Don’t, for instance, fail to hammer 
Once again the Upper Ten) ; 

Only, ’mid the themes that suit your 
Passion for the bitter scoff, 

Kindly recollect in futui e 
The athletic girl is off ! 





MELODEAMA IN THE BALTIC. 

CzAE ian:ci<Msly). “I TRUST WE ARE NOT OBS^VED.” 

(aside). “ IT WON’T BE MY FAULT IF WE RE NOT. 
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The Do^vny Counsel and the Canny Scot. 

The Rt Hon. Joe, K.C. “Gentlemen of the Jury,! can make nothing of tWs witaess. I 
confidently leave yon to form yovir oivn conclusions from his demeanour on the box.— ion may 
gOj Sir.** 

' r“ I Tinderstand the right hon. gentleman is now against immedi^e responsible aovermnent 
for the Transvaal. The right hon. gentleman shakes- his head. Thp he is neither for nor 
against it. {LaugUeranddieers.) Really I ^nk I will leave right 
i-rtmft +n t.bfi Mfimber for Wiltshire.”— Mr. Chamlerlam s reply to Sir H. CamplellrBannerman.] 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from Diary of Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, J uly 24. 
— “Sucli larks!” as Joe Gargery used 
to say to Pip. ^ ... 

House crowded in anticipation oi 
Prince Arthur’s declaration as to what, 
regardless of personal considerations, 
having his eye solely on the interests of 
the Empire, he intends to do in view 
of Thursday’s division, which placed 
Ministers in minority of 4. Never since 
this Parliament was called to Westmin- 
ster has the House been so crowded. 
Every seat occupied. Members overflow 
into the side gaUeries, stand at the Bar, 
sit on the Gangway steps, cluster round 
the Chair. Peers fight for places ^ in 
their gallery as if they were pittites 
waiting for the opening of the Theatre 
doors on a popular play. In the person 
of their Ambassadors the Old World 
and the New looked down_ upon the 
scene from the Diplomatic Gallery. 
Pending the opening of the proceedings 
a bu 2 :z of excited conversation rose 
through the sultry air. 

At the outset a difficulty presented 
itself. Speeches may be made in Ae 
House only upon some definite motion 
subndtted from the Chair ; exception 
made in case of personal statement. 
This afternoon Prince Arthur might 
speak, and, by favour of House, 0. B. 
in his capacity of Leader of Opposition, 
might follow. But no general debate 
could arise. Prince Arthur, secure 
of a majority, anxious to see the thing 
out and retrieve Thursday’s fall, was 
eager for opportunity of division. Ac- 
cordingly put up the Pink ’Un to move 
adjournment, and begged Opposition to 
be so good as to vote against it. 

Then came the speeches, a procession 



Enjoying Devonshire. 

Lord Hugh Cecil takes a refreshing (Free 
Trade) dip into the Lords to hear the Duke. 


that lasted just five hours. When the 
Speaker put question the House had once 
more assumed the animated, crowded 
appearance presented when debate 
opened. Cheers and counter-cheers 
punctuated Prince Arthur’s second 
speech. The embattled hosts faced each 
other, waiting for the signal to charge. 

^‘The question is,” said the Speaker, 
“ that this House do nowadjourn. ^ Those 
that are of that opinion, say ‘ Ay ” 

A mighty shout of “ Ay I ” resounded. 

The contrary, ‘ No.’ ” 

Now was the tune for the Opposition. 
They sat mute. Aifer a moment’s pause 
the amazed Speaker,- continuing the 
formula, said, “I think the ‘ Ayes ’ have 
it.” Then with a shout of laughter the 
Opposition sprang to- their ^ feet and 
made for the door, Ministerialists madly 
cheering. ' , 

It was a glorious victory. The 
Premier had moved the adjournment; 
it was the duty of the Opposition^ tp 
oppose. Had they gone into the Divi- 
sion Lobby they would have been beaten 
by between sixty and seventy votes. On 
the whole it would, perhaps, have been 


more usef ulfor Ministerial party purposes 
that the record should have been estab- 
hshed. As it was, Opposition had 
collapsed. The minority was non- 
existent. In the biggest House mustered 
during the life of the First Parliament 
of King Edward the Se-venth a proposal 
made by the Leader was carried nemine 
contradicente. After a moment of 
bewilderment, resisting inclination to 
suspect that somehow or other ^ they 
were being done, the Ministerialists 
vociferously cheered. The Opposition 
mockingly laughed ; the two streamy, 
meeting in the middle of the- floor, 
passed out into the Lobby in the 
hilarious mood of schoolboys on break- 
ing-up days. 

Ministers were not going to resign, 
there would be no Dissolution, Prince 
Arthur had moved the adjournment ; it 
was carried unanimously, and there 
would be no need to go back to school 
after dinner. During the debate there had 
been serious talk about lack, of ^ dimity 
and honour, breach of constituti<^^' 
principles, lowering of the tone of p ublic; 
life. What of that? Tmo^‘ Ar*!^ 
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had moved the adjourninent. Liberals 
and Conservatives, Unionists and Na- 
tionalists, Tree-fooders, Whole-hoggers, 
whatever they be, were each all one in 
assenting. 

And they talk about the House being 
moribund, the Government rickety ! 

“Such larks, Pip, dear boy, such 
larks!” ■ _ 

Business done . — ^At acute Mnisterial 
crisis Peinoe Ajithur moves adjournment 
of the House and — it adjourned. 

Tuesday, 11 p.m. — Walter lom,^ at 
close of sultry day, morning and evening 
discussing Irish Estimates, throws his 
arm over back of bench, turns his head 
away from his companion in adversity, 
the Irish Attorney-General, and thinks 
wistfully of inquiry made with delicate 
iteration since Thursday last. Why he 
doesn’t resign ? It may not be kindly 
meant ; it comes from suspicious quarter. 
But it opens up a pleasing prospect that 
brings a flush of pleasure to his pallid 
cheek. 

Why did he leave the pleasant pas- 
tures of the Board of Agriculture, passing 
through the portals of the Local Govern- 
ment Board, to tread the hot pavement 
of Dublin Castle ? He who once walked 
through the ripening cornland hand in 
hand with Ceres, was now condemned to 
listen to John Dillon by the hour. 
When, this afternoon at end of first 
half hour he, in moment of despera- 
tion, furtively fared forth, a roar of 
execration rose from the Nationalist 
Benches, and he was brought back in 
chains. 

The domination of the minority is 
merciless. A while ago one of them, 
having a difference of opinion with a 
certain jury, described it as perjured. 
That passed without remonstrance in the 
Irish camp; nay, it was cheered. But 
when Atkinson, most amiable of men, 
resented the statement as “scurrulous,” 
the Irish Members, anxious above all 
things for decency of debate, moderation 
of language, insisted on withdrawal -of 
the term. 

At this hour, ninth of the sitting, with 
hurried interval for dinner, Mr. Kilbride 
is offering a few remarks in almost empty 
House. Their drift not quite clear ; but 
judging from athletic performance of 
delivery they must be portentous. 
Atxinson, dropping sleepily into old 
habit when he was a junior in court, 
niakes a note of the phrases that reach 
his ear amid thunder-clap of fist smiting 
open palm. It reads thus : “ Men are 
in no sense often so. One was a successful 
butcher, and there was a daughter who 
mi^ht have been more respectful to their 
neighbour. Of all people living in the 
WBst of Ireland there is not a genuine 
resident. 'The difficulty of teaching is 
not overcome by the tymnny d Dublin 
Castle, What we want is that you should 



“His exceeding dolour.” 

The “pallid cheek ” of Walter Long. 

leave to Irishmen the land intended for 
them.” 

Here Mr. Reddy burst in with the 
cheer that never fails to bring down the 
House. There is nothing like it on sea 
or land, unless it be the cackle of a hen 
when it has laid a superlative egg. It 
has not necessarily anything to do with 
a stage reached in argument or a point 
made in a speech. As a rule effect is 
added by absolute inconsequence. A 
man may be droning along, sleepily say- 
ing nothing in many words ; suddenly a 
shrill high-noted “Hear! hear! hear!” 
breaks forth, followed .by a roar of 
laughter. The humour is monotonous, 
threatening to paH by constant repetition. 
It never does. There is an indescribable 
something in the shriU cry that makes 
it at the end of the Session as fresh as 
in its opening days, as irresistible as if 
it was heard for the first time. 

Just now it stirred Walter Long from 
his exceeding dolour; relief only tem- 
porary. He relapsed when an Irish Mem- 
ber, more luminous, and therefore more 
commonplace than Kilbride, took up the 
story. With head bowed down he 



The Duke walks into Joe. 
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thought wistfully of green fields and 
pastures new, trodden by him when in 
a dead and buried century he was still 
Minister of Agriculture. 

Business done. — In Committee of 
Supply on Irish Estimates. 

Friday Complaints have, it is 

reported, been received from domestic 
circles within the radius of Westminster 
of Pa suffering a shock detrimental to 
one at his time of life. Going home 
after a moderately good dinner, throw- 
ing a glance up at Westminster clock 
to reassure himself that he is in good 
time, he has seen — or believed he saw 
— the face suddenly turn green ! 

Reassurances have been courteously 
sent. It is aU right \ no illusion what- 
ever.^ By way of signalling p'ending 
division to Members making their way 
down to the House, the face of the clock 
is deliberately sicklied o’er with pale 
cast of green. Experiment worked so 
well that proposal made to extend it. 

Colonel Legge, of course, belongs to the 
Land Forces. But lie hasn’t been aboard 
the L. C. C.’s river steamboats for 
nothing. To begin with, he paid a 
penny; in supplement, being an ob- 
servant man. he obtained information 
that enabled him to suggest to First 
Commissioner of Works that, a green 
light being shown on the starboard face 
of the clock, a red light should simul- 
taneously glow on the port side. 

In other qiiarters doubt arises as to 
whether the First Commissioner has any 
business to deal witli the clock face. Is 
the structure within his jurisdiction? 
Members have heard about committal to 
the^ Clock Tower in custody of the 
Ser j ean t-at-Arms. I f th e Tower is under 
his rule what does the First Commis- 
sioner of Works mean by walking up the 
steps with a can of green paint under 
his arm and touching up the face of the 
clock? 

Balcarres, representing the depart- 
ment in the Commons, is happily able 
to explain away the apparent difficulty. 
It is true, he says, that there is a small 
compartment in the Clock Tower upon 
occasion at the disposal of the Serjeant- 
at-Arms. But it may be occupied only 
by the courtesy of the First Commissioner. 
The Tower is his, and he may paint the 
face of the Clock any colour he pleases. 

Re-assured on this constitutional 
question, Members, with the exception 
of O.-B., who it is well known has rooted 
antipathy for the weakness, go off a- 
week-ending. 

Business done.-— Second Reading of 
Naval Works BiU. 


“With Musical Honours.”— On July 
25th, Major Organ and Mr. Forsyth of 
Cov^nt Garden Opera were decorated 
with the Royal Victorian Order (5th 
Class). 
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WHAT TO EAT AND DRINK IN 
HOT WEATHER. 

(With acknoidedgmenbs to “ A Physioian ” hi 
all the Halfpenny Papers) 

During the hot weather the human 
body perspires profusely. The moisture 
which stands out in heads is caused by 
gr^tly increased activity of the skin. 
This moisture is wet, and, as I have 
clearly shown, it comes from the body. 
Obviously, then, the body is during the 
hot weather denuded of its moisture, 
a,nd ^ so demands a greater supply of 
liquid by way of recompense than in the 
cold winter months. This explains the 
phenomenon of what is called thirst. 

Perhaps I ought to say at once that 
we write these things year after year in 
exactly the same style. It is quite easy. 
Indeed, some of us find it such child’s 
play that after finishing the article we 
have a chat with the News Editor, and 
then, reaching for a dean sheet of 
paper, start: “Interviewed immediately 
after the disaster,, a well-known expert 


who happened to be an eye-witness 
said ” 

Well, to resume about the pheno- 
menon of what is called thirst. Alcohol 
should be avoided. So should lemonade, 
orangeade, and marmalade. First-aid, 
on the contrary, should always be 
obtained at once when necessary. 

I The best drink of all is hot tea. This 
should be drunk scalding hot in order 
to obtain the best effects. It will 
increase the flow of perspiration which, 
evaporating, will cool the body. In 
fact, arguing on this basis, you will see 
that the hotter you get the cooler you 
grow. Every “ A Physician ” is agreed 
on this point. 

The only admissible drink besides tea 
is sparkling spring water taken in a 
crystal tumbler straight from the spring. 
Londoners should make an especial note 
of this. 

Putting it in tabular form in ounces, 
we arrive at the following as being the 
best liquid refreshment allowance for a 
hot day : 


Scalding tea. . . 14 ozs. 

Spring water . , 12 „ 

Total ... 26 ozs. 

Turning to food, we find on consulting 
our back files that food is taken for the 
purpose of maintaining the heat of the 
body. A little thought will show us 
that, as the body is naturally hotter in 
the summer than in the winter, less of 
this fuel is required in August than in 
January. Meat should be eaten in 
moderation with a fork. For an indolent 
man nine ounces of meat is suflScient at 
this season of the year. Game, also, 
should be partaken of sparingly. Even 
grouse should be avoided altogether 
before about August 12fh. As to vege- 
tables, these, unlike tea, are not so 
cooling when taken hot. About 14J 
ounces is a good average allowance, but 
scarlet-runners are best left alone during 
the hottest summer months. 

Turning to clothes — — * 

(Thank you. — E d.) 
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TEST MATCH. 


person sitting close behind US volunteered I rose from my seat, determined that we 
the information that the batsmen in w’-ould no longer remain exposed to the 


Oh, the referees always wear white question- were Maolaeeh and Haywajrd, crude shafts of his plebeian wit 


coats,” I heard Phyllis say to Cynthia. 
I had taken Phyllis to a football matcli 
in the winter. She is an eminently 
adaptable girl. 

“ But there must be some reason for 


and that Jones was not playing, 


“I think it is time that we secured 


“Ah no, of course he isn’t,” I said, places for luncheon,” I said. 


She is an eminently “I remember now his saying it was 
unlikely he would play.” 


The girls acquiesced readily. 

As we moved away, the creature w^ho 


‘ How interesting ! ” observed Phyllis, had rendered our morning so unpleasant 


it,” persisted Cynthia, turning to me. “ Do you really know Jones ? ” remarked that if we didn’t look’ sharp 

Cynthia is a girl who knows nothing “ We were boys together,” I answered we should miss the trainman irrelevant 
about anything, but she knows it so guardedly. The person behind sniffed observation which appeared to cause 
charmingly that one invariably forgives in a distressingly vulgar manner, and several people in the vicinity a certain 
her. remarked that the statement was equally covert amusement. 

“ You are quite right,” I assured her, applicable to himself and the Prince of ■■■ :■■■" ' - 


“ You are quite right,” I assured her, applicable to himself and tl 
“ there is a reason. Their white raiment Wales. But I ignored him. 


“ Oh, what a shame ! ” cried. Cynthia. 
One of the batsmen had just been 
bowled by a leg-break. “I thought 




is popularly supposed to reflect the “ Oh, what a shame ! ” cried. Cy 
purity of their souls.” One of the batsmen had just 

“ But they ’ve got black trousers,” she bowled by a leg-break. “I th 
demurred. Hopkins would soon get him,” 

“"Ho man is absolutely spotless,” I Phyllis. “ Hopkins is one of the tri 
reminded her. trundlers on the planet. He bowk 

As she sat considering the point, the his head, and mixes ’em up a bit.” 

Australian team made 

their appearance from 

“ A nice level lot,” re- ’ 

^eam some twenty yards 
work,” she assented, 

has the safest pair of ^ - 

l^nds in the world. Chanticleer, “What on earth have you got over you: 

though Syd Ci£M runs Boodle. “Goggles, my boy. Those beastly Motors k 
J iim I airly close. ^ , dust, one must protect self and family somehow. Cook 

I shuddered in 

voluntarily. With Phyllis so many] I glanced furtively, almost be 


GEOMETRICAL BOARDING. 
Definitions. 

1. All boarding-houses are the same 




Hopkins would soon get him,” said hoarding-house._ 

Phyllis. “ Hopkins is one of the trickiest 2. Boarders in the same hoarding- 
trundlers on the planet. He howls with house and on the same floor are equal 
his head, and mixes ’em up a hit.” to one another. 

3. The landlady of 

the boarding-house is 

. V*;:'-, • V - ^ oblong, angular 

— figure that cannot be 

' desmibed, ^but is ^ equal 

room is said to ' 'be a 


o 




Postulatos and Propo- 
sitions. 

1. A pie may be pro- 
duced any number of 


imnas in i e worm. Chanticleer. “What on earth have you got over tour eyes, Doodle?’* clucecl any number oi 

thoug _ bYD Cl£M runs Boodle. “Goggles, my boy. Those beastly Motors kick up such an infernal 

Him 1 airly C-^se. dust, one must protect self and family somehow. Cook-a-doodle-do-o-o ! ” 2. The landlady may i 

I shuddered in he reduced to her lowest ' 

voluntarily. With Phyllis so many] I glanced furtively, almost beseech- terms by a series of propositions, 
things are possible. She had evidently ingly, at the person behind. But he 3. The clothes of a boarding-house ! 

been reading the evening papers. was quite merciless. bed, though stretched ever so far both i 

WTio are these two ? ” asked Cynthu, “Hopkins isn’t playing either,” he said, ways, will not meet your needs, 

as the first pair of English batsmen with an offensive chuckle. 4. Any two meals at a boarding-house , 

walked on to the field. ^ Phyllis affected not to hear him, hut are together less than one square feed. 

Being rather short-sighted, I drew a her face grew a shade pinker, and she 5. On the same bill and on the same 

how at a venture. ventured nothing further for the next side of it there should not be two charges 

“ It looks like Jones and Tyldesley,” half-hour. for the same thing. 

I said. ^ Presently CYNimA, who had for some 6. If there be two boarders on the 

1 supplemented Phyllis proudly, time .been watching in a puzzled way same floor, and the amount of side of 
the Sussex crack and 'the Yorkshire the change in the field at the end of the one be equal to the amount of side 

. each over, asked, “ Why do the men keep of the other, and the wrangle between 

^ But they both s^m quite middle- moving about so ? ” the one boarder and the landlady be 

sized men, objecfod Cynthia. I was on the point of explaining the equal to the wrangle between the land- 

£ T 1 almost phenomenon, when the person behind lady and the other boarder, then shall 

confused. But I came to the rescue. again bent forward and said, “ Well, you the weekly bills of the two boarders be 
,, . . j cricket, I observed, see, imss, it ’s such a warm day that the equal. For if not, let one bill be the 

it IS considered complimentary to refer captain ’s afraid if he didn’t keep ’em greater ; then the other bill is less than 
foot one as a giant.” moving they ’d fall asleep.” it might have been, vrhich is absurd. 

CsOTHU drew a deep breath of Tvonder. ‘ Thank you,” replied CtsTHiA, inno- -■ 

quaint ! die cently, amid a subdued titter from , Irish Terrier, six months old ; cheap ; 

^ j. ,, severd persons who had overheard the Clincher tyre and innar tube (28 in. by 

At this pomt a disagreeably accurate I man’s insufferably insolent speech. 1 1 1 J in.), 48. — Islington Oazette. 
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THE FATE OF LONDON. 

(Being an Extract from a Political Geogra'phy 
of A.D. 2005 .) 

. . . July 25, 1905, was a memorable 
date in the history of the British Empire. 
On that day it was pointed out by the 
celebrated Dr. Thomas Glover Lyo^t, in a 
lecture on the Air Supply of London 
before the Public Health Congress, that 
a large part of the then metropolis was 
unfit for human habitation. It was 
further insisted by Mr. Eollo Russell 
(who subsequently obtained the Order 
of Merit for the idea) that the best of all 
remedies against fog was the removal of 
the people of London to the country. 
The movement thus initiated very 
speedily grew to a head, while there 
were at this period many other causes 
contributing to the dissatisfaction 
of Londoners with their environment. 
Among them may be named the exorbi- 
tant demands of the rating authorities, 
an excessive heat-snap coupled with a 
plague of flies, the unmitigated party 
mania displayed by the Mother of Parlia- 
ments, and the chaotic condition of street 
traffic. 

The leaders of Public Health were 
ably reinforced in their propaganda by 
the Model Cottage Association and the 
Directors of the Garden City near Hitchin. 
It so happened that a National or “ Bank ” 
Holiday fell within a few days of the 
closing session of the Congress — to be 
precise, upon August 7th. In that fort- 
night plans for an epoch-making exodus 
were matured in hundreds of thousands 
of Cockney homes, and carried into effect 
upon a fateful^ Monday, the last-named 
date, and the Saturday and Sunday 
before. 

Never were the railway stations so 
thronged by excursionists, who, it was 
noticed, on this occasion first brought 
their furniture and family impedimenta 
with them. The pressure was so great 
that every goods train in the kingdom 
was brought into requisition. It was 
computed that over six-and-a-half million 
people journeyed outwards in those 
three days, the greater proportion in 
open trucks. By dint of superhuman 
exertion and by the conversion of every 
pair of rails into a '‘down” line, this 
enormous mass of population was con- 
veyed, with the loss of a very few thou- 
sands, to various destinations outside 
the county of London. Ninety per cent., 
however, booked for Letchworth, the 
site of the new Garden City and its 
suburbs. In all cases single tickets 
only were asked for, and not a soul 
returned, except, it is said, Sir John 
Pound, the then Lord Mayor, to fetch 
the City Mace, the Mansion House cat, 
and one or two other belongings which 
had been hurriedly left behind, and Mr. 
J. Burns, M.P., to have one more final 



SUGGESTIONS FOR MOUNTAIN CLIMBING. 

Easier, less tirinq, and safer. All you require is a few ladders, and there you are ! 


look at the beauties of Battersea. It 
was thus that the new metropolis of the 
British World-Empire sprang into being. 
The rush to jump lands in Oklahoma 
was a Sunday-school picnic compared 
with this Babylonian removal. 

Since that date, exactly one hundred 
years ago, Letchworth - Hitchin has 
gone ahead, and has developed its own 
particular brand of fog, which threatens 
to cover the whole of the Midlands, now 
conterminous with the capital. The 
overcrowding question having been 
happily solved by the enactment which 
stipulated that each house should stand 
in three acres of ground, the problems 
of transit between suburbs two hundred 
miles apart are still awaiting solution. 
There is, indeed, a possibility after all 


that London may have to be re-colonised 
under an improved system of ventilation. 
The original ground-landlords and their 
descendants have long since disappeared, 
their last representatives having taken 
Yefuge in the workhouse. The Lower 
Thames Valley, therefore, is practically 
virgin soil, and before long will be 
opened up to civilisation .... 

Zig-Zag. 


Governess (looking over geography 
paper). "What’s this? “The people of 
Lancashire are very stupid ! ” Where 
in the world did you get that idea 
from? 

Pupil. Out of the book. It says, that 
Lancashire is remarkable for its dense 
population^ 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The anuouncenient tliat Mr. Swinbuioti is also among^ tke 
' novelists created an interest tliat will not be intensified 
f by a study of bis essay. To begin with, Loves Cross^ 
Currents (Chatto and Windus) is not new. At the instance 
of Mr. Watts-Ddnton, to whom it is inscribed, the novel 
was rescued from back numbers of a defunct magazine, 
for whose death it possibly may not have been wholly 
irresponsible. Opening with a prologue, painstakingly 
genealogical, it is carried on by a series of letters — admittedly 
an undramatic method. To that drawback is added a con- 
fusing obscurity as to the identity of the various corre- 
i spondents. They are all related by blood or marriage, and, 

F casually introduced, my Baronite frequently found himself 
constrained to turn back to the prologue, to make sure of the 
identity of the letter-writer. If a fresh edition is called for, 

^ Mr. Swinburne would do well to set forth on a single page 
the names of his dramatis 'personce, as is done in books of the 
play. As to the story, it lacks variety, inasmuch as it turns 
upon two households in which love is, more or less openly, 
quite passionately, made to the wdfe by a young kinsman. In 
the end nothing comes of it ah, not even a breath of scandal. 
Mr. Swinburne, evidently growing tired of the work at the 
very stage where a master of the art would have led to the 
climax of interest, smooths everything over in a hurried 
chapter, which leaves matters much as they were when the 
scene opened. But the book is worth reading for two things. 
One is the delightful study presented of that polished pagan 
Lady Midhurst. The other is Mr. Swinburne’s glowing prose, 
more beautiful than much verse. 

In this collection, which is entitled The DeviVs Dereliets 
(Digby, Long & Co.), the best story that its author, F. C. 
Vernon Harcourt, gives us — far ahead of aU the others — is 
the first, ‘‘Big Jock Morrison.” It is a real tragedy, told 
with most grim humour. “The Vampire” is next in order 
of merit. The second story, “Her Last Triumph,” is 
written in a kind of old-fashioned penny-dreadful style: 
“‘Pshaw!’ she exclaimed, throwing down the pen,” &c. 
Who ever heard anyone ejaculate “ Pshaw I ” ? The ejacula- 
tion rarely occurs in the work of any writer of repute since 
the days of Albert Smith, who delighted in it. The author 
takes us behind the scenes of the Theatre Eoyal, Melbourne. 
The leading actress is in her dressing-room. “ The prompter 
came to ask if Gladys L. were ready, as her entrance occurred 
in a few minutes.” Evidently T. R. Melbourne was badly 
off for a “call-boy,” and so the economical manager substituted 
the prompter. A stranger, at haphazard, takes the place of 
the suddenly invalided chef-d'orchestre, instead qf the first 
violin stepping into his shoes as, we bdieve, is customary. 
When this newly-instaUed ehef-d'orcliestre sees the leading 
actress, his “black brows corrugate into a sinister frown, and 
the fierce, expressive eyes assume that fiery gleam which one 
sees in^ the glance of the panther when he is about to 
spring.” Of course the panther’s expression is a matter of 
common experience. Another queer thing happened at this 
queer theatre. From the stage-door “the commissionaire in 
charge was absent, attracted from his post into the side 
wings by the wonderful power of the diva's voice.” He 
means “the wings”: the word “side” being amateurishly 
superfluous. The writing of this story is of the high falutin’ 
order, and its plot one of the weakest. The other storiqs are 
good i and I have already mentioned “ The Vampire ” as the 
second best. The author, Mr. Vernon Harcourt, should try 
and effect collaboration with Sir Conan Dpyle, whp would 
lend him Sherloch Holmes to help him out of some of bia 
mysterious entanglements. 

I This Our Sister (JDigby, Long & Co.) is a powerfully written 


novel by Mrs. Harold E. Gorst, of a literary type that may 
be best described as “ Zolaesque.” It deals with the lowest 
of the low, with the dregs of London population. The qritic, 
unless he be an expert in such inatters, which the Baron 
does not profess to be, can only testify to the vividness of the 
picture and to the impression of actuality conveyed to him 
by the description of these terribly repulsive scenes. It 
appears to the Baron that only the highest purpose of doing 
good and of benefiting the most wretched could possibly 
warrant the writing of such a book as this. Unless possessed 
of such “extensive and peculiar” knowledge of London 
hospitals as Mr. W eller possessed of its taverns, it would be 
impossible for any reader of this story to determine the 
particular hospital selected by Mrs. Harold E. Gorst as the 
subject of her painfully descriptive picture. By presenting 
the scenes at the educational establishment kept by Mr. 
Squeers and family, Charles Dickens drew public attention to 
the existence of grave scandals in certain Yorkshire schools. 
There was no particularisation, but the Baron believes that 
an inquiry followed the publication of Nicholas Nickleiy, and 
that the type of school indicated l^y the novelist soon ceased 
to exist. Has Mrs. Gorst founded this portion of her novel on 
facts which have come within her personal experience? 
Charles Reade was ready and willing to back up his indictment 
of certain prison systems in Never too Late to Mend with 
facts and evidence. Is such the case here? The hospital 
is described at page 121 as “one of the most famous in 
London.” In this novel “with a purpose,” there is scarcely 
one character that is even naturally good, except the 
miserable heroine herself and 

an occasional female acquaint- THE J||Hb BAROI^ 
ance as wretched as herself. 

Of course such a study of poor 
human nature at its worst 
could not be recommended for 
mere amusement, but if the 
perusal of this book may re- ‘ 

suit in extending our sympa- 
thies, in rousing us to earnest 
action on behalf of “ these our 
brethren,” then the Baron may 
honestly recommend This Our 






THE LOST CHANCE. 

New Maidservant (much pleased with herself). A gentleman 
called to see you. Sir, and said as he were just leavin’ town 
for some time. Knowin’ as you didn’t want to be disturbed 
this morning, I told him as you was Tiout- 

Master. Quite right. (To himself) Sharp girl this 1 

New Maid (cheerfully)— and told him as I didn’t know 
when you’d be back again. ’Is card’s in the ’all, Sir. He 
’ave wrote somethin’ on it. 

[She fetches it^ returns ^ and presents it. 

Master (reads writing on card, then suddenly spynnging up, 
exclaims) Oh — (stops the escape of a very strong expletive ) — 
How long ago ? 

New Maid (cheerfully). Oh, quite a /lOur, There was 
luggidge on the cab. 

Master (suisiding haplessly in chair, to Maid). You can go. 
(Alone, grinding his teeth) Confound the idiot 1 (Reads card 
mutteringly to himself.) Snooker Poole, Chork Cottage, Kew. 
^‘Called to repay coin personally. Sorry to miss you. So 
Igny / ” I shall' never see my hundred and fifty again 1 . . . . 
That ’s the worst of new servants ! 

[He is left considering whether it would not he as well tg 
alter the form of his instructions to the hand-maiden. 
Scene closes. 



Atjgust 9, 1905.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


THE LAST TEST. 

Interest in tlie suggestion that for the 
last Test Match at the Oval the Selection 
Conuhittee should choose only men who 
have not previously played cricket, is 
growing apace, and half a milhon letters 
have reached Punch Office on the subject. 
The suggestion was first made in this 
paper by “X. Y. Z.,” a. gentleman well- 
known in cricketing circles, though these 
are not his actual initials. After stating 
that we had already won the Ashes, he 
pointed out that this idea of his would 
inculcate in many a hitherto non-player 
a deep and lasting love for the game, 
while giving the Australians a sporting 
chance of winning at least one Test 
Match. . 

Among the many letters received this 
week are the following : 

One on the Nob for “Z. Y. Z.” 

Dear Mr. Punch,— “ X. Y. Z.” is guilty 
of an extraordinary misstatement in say- 
ing'that we have won the Ashes. Have 
we? I deny it. It has been arranged that 
the last Test Match is to be played to a 
finish. Now suppose that the Austra- 
lians win the' toss and stay in until the 
middle of September, when the cricket 
season ends. It is obvious that^ in this 
case' the conditions of play (which said 
distinctly that the fifth match was to he 
played to a finish) will not have been 
complied with; thus rendering the 
whole series of games nuU and void. It 
is obvious, therefore, that the Ashes are 
not won until the fifth test is over. It 
is therefore obvious that “X. Y. Z.” is 
a fool. Yours, Common Sense. 

[We would point out to “Common Sense’ 
that “ X. Y. Z.” is not a fool.— Ed.] 

A Suggestion from Norwich, 

Dear Mr. Punch, — As “X. Y. Z.” says 
(by the way, can this be my old friend 
Grace ?), we have beaten the Australians 
at • cricket. Why not, then, let the fifth 
Test Match be one at lawn tennis, 
in which case I would recommend 
Pairservice of Kent as the English 
representative. Or perhaps a Bridge 
tournament would be more popular. 
Trumper and Armstrong could be the 
Australian champions. Armstrong would 
be sure to have a strong hand at Bridge. 
Meanwhile let us drink life to the Lees; 

Thine, The Old ’Un. 

[TKis sort of letter is printed at a uniform 
charge of Is. a word. J okes in italics, 2s. — E d.] 

Another side of the Question, | 

Sir, — ^How can you discuss such trivial 
questions as a cricket match when Mr. 
Balfour, in the face of repeated rebuffs 
from aU parties, clings in this miserable 
way to. office ; when the Army is ^ de- 
nounced as being even more inefficient 
than in 1900 ; . when a life and death 
war 'is raging in the Far. East; and 
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MISPLACED AFFECTION. 

Aunt Jane. “This is the dear doggie that I wanted to show you, Carrie. She’s the 

SWEETEST CREATURE. To SEE HER WITH HER PUPPIES IS TO WITNESS TEE PERFECTION OF MOTHER- 
HOOD.” 

Carrie. “JIow„sweet! Where are the puppies?” 

Small Boy. “She’s eat ’em all, Miss ! ” 


when Mr. Burgess has just failed to 
swim the Channel. Yours, Patriot. 

The remaining 499,997 letters are held 
over tin next week. Mr. Punch invites 
readers to send their ideas of the English 
team for the last Test Match, chosen 
on the lines suggested by “ X. Y. Z,” 
Competitors should avoid giving im- 
possible selections — such as Queen Anne 
who is dead ; - the eldest piguay, whose 


doctor forbids him to play; Pev. P. J. 
Campbell, who played at his preparatory 
school and is therefore ineligible ; and 
the Editor of the Evening News^ who has 
a competition of his own on, &c., &c. 

More Goxnmercial Candour. 

“ Motors should he seen before 

purchasing.” , „ . 

Advt. in Midland Evening Neica. 


VOL. oxxix. 
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ORAL QUESTIONS AND WRITTEN ANSWERS. 

rWhy not adapt to private life the Parliamentary system by wyoh 
“notic^’ of questions may be demanded? In circumstances (such as 
tliose of a dinner-party) where sufGicient notice may not be feasiWe, the 
person questioned should have the further option of forwarding a 
in-itten answer at his leisure. The advantages of such an arrangement 
are too obvious for remark.] 

Between the soufflS and the ice, 

When talk was running very small 
Like little forage-hunting mice 

Whose patter hardly counts at all— 

You asked me, as a thing you vaguely pitied 
(Noting the while another woman’s gown), ^ 

Whether it bored me, when the World had flitted^ 

To stay behind in Town ? 

I answered briefly, “No, it don’t.’* 

(My, many candid friends agree 
That "it has never been my wont 
To shine in oral repartee ; 

But only give me time and works of reference, 

Those mental aids which Parliament permits, 

And ! can he a match, with all due deference, 

For Ministerial wits.) 

Madam — for I will here expand 
That answer given a week ago — 

It is indeed a desert land . 

That misses you in Mall, and Eow ; 

One has, I grant, to suffer these privations 
Among the annual debts that Duty owes, 

But yet, believe me, there are consolations, 

More than you might suppose. 

Thus, while you fly to rural spots 
(Like Cowes) and dress five times a day, 

Our country cousins leave their cots 
To paint the Town a rustic gray ; 

I love to see them sampling Nelson’s column 
Or Albert’s effigy (a certain draw), 

Giddy with rapture tempered by a solemn 
Touch of mysterious awe. 

While you affect, in hall or bower, 

With Nature’s moods to mate your mind, 

You leave the finest’, fairest flower 
Of Town’s intelligence behind ; — 

The Civil Service Clerk who never ceases 
Prom his employ of propping up the State 
The Press that still composes masterpieces 
Superbly up to date. 

And One there is, a very god — 

I ’d spoil my summer just for this, 

To tread the dust his feet have trod, 

And share the same Metropolis ; 

At other times there seems no special reason 
Why he should occupy this earthly sphere, 

But in the void of London’s empty season 
He is without a peer. 

His is the Editorial fist 
With which, in Angst’s dearth of news, 

Imaginary scribes insist 

Upon the right to air their views ; 

“ Pater - (you Imow the signature) - familias ,'* 

'' Mother of Nine ,'' Brixtonian ” '' Better Dead '' — 
He represents the universal silly ass 
Alone and on his head. 

What you would deem the myriad shout 
Of fether, husband, mother, wife, 


Touching the question, fraught with doubt, 

“ Shoidd Men adopt the Married Life f ” — 

The hints you get of dark domestic aramas, — 

He fakes them by the colunm (that ’s his trade), 
Clad in a cummerbund and pink pyjamas 
At 80 in the shade. 

Madam, you have my answer there. 

You see that I can well afford, 

Even when you are gone elsewhere, 

To face the risk of being bored ; 

Be mine to live (though I may never enter 
The priestly sanctum where he sits apart) 
Within a shilling radius of the centre 
Of England’s pulsing heart. 0. £ 


MR. CARY'S POST BAG. 

[Mr. W. L. D. Cart, the owner and practically the king of the Calf of 
klan, who is a naturalised American, recently arrived at New York. 
Mr. Cary is looking for an American purchaser for the island.] 

The CaK of Man is to the Isle of Man what the Isle of Wight 
is to England, what Tasmania is to Australia, what Sicily is 
to Italy. When the Isle of Man was finished there was a little 
bit over, and that became the Calf of Man. The popular idea 
that the phrase refers to Mr. Hall Caine’s leg is a vulgar 
error, fine though that leg be. (“He has a leg,” is a well- 
known Manx saying of its greatest son.) Nor has this Calf 
anything to do with the same Master’s Prodigal Son, though 
it took a first prize at Smithfield, and has frequently received 
honourable mention at the Agricultural Hall. The great veal 
at Laxey was cut from it. For years it has been in the 
possession of the Cary family, an ancestress of Mr. Cary having 
perfected there the strain of fowls which are known as Mother 
Cary’s chickens aU the world over. Many illustrious men 
have visited the island, the visitors’ book at the great house 
including such names as Mr. Gladstone, W. Brearley, Lady 
Jones, Ezekiel Woodstaff (ex-Mayor of Bootle), &c. A work 
entitled Highways and Byways in the Calf of Man has just 
been rejected by Messrs. Macmillan, while the island is 
among those which have not yet embraced fiscal reform. 

No sooner was Mr. Cary’s intention made public than 
thousands of offers and letters of curiosity poured in upon 
him, so much so that a white steam motor-van has had to 
take the place of the old hand-propelled barrow in which 
the post of the Calf of Man has hitherto been carried within 
human memory. 

Among Mr. Gary’s most interesting letters are the fol- 
lowing : — 

From Mr. Balfour’s Private Secretary. 

The Prime Minister wishes to ascertain what is the popu- 
lation of the Calf of Man, and what are their views on 
(questions of the day. Also, is there good knee-room for a 
tired statesman, and would the purchaser have absolute 
rights to refuse landing to strangers? There are certain' 
persons whom he desires not to see or hear agcAn for some 
centuries, and unless he is assured of no danger of attack 
from them he would not proceed with the negotiations. An 
early reply wiU oblige. 

From Sir Hentry Campbell-Bannerman’s Private Secretary. 

Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman instructs me to write to 
inquire the price of your island. He is just now looking 
out for a quiet spot where he can at last be an absolute 
leader, and the description of your property promises well. 
He is prepared, if that will influence your reply, to change 
his name permanently to Sir Henry Oampbell-Calboman. 




NEARLY DONE. 


Voice erom the Too. “ BRAVO ! JUST KEEP AFLOAT AND YOU ’LL DRIFT IN ! ” 

Abto-e B-tF-E. “CAN’T DO MUCH DRIFTING AGAINST A TIDE LIKE THIS. YOU’D BETTER 
STAND BY, IN CASE YOU’RE WANTED.” 
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OUR VILLAGE CRICKET CLUB. 

The Squire said he could produce a team to beat the- '?^illaqe oh- BA:i^K Holiday. It tvas certainly a close thing. When 
Colonel Blaize, their last man, came in, they, wer^ only FiyE runs behind. Spinner then played a bold game. He took himself 

OFF, AND put ON A SLOW BOWLER , WITH A MOST GHASTLY BREAK FROM THE LEG, AND, BY JoVE! THE COLQNEL -WAS- CAUGHT OFF HIS GLOVE 
FIRST BALL. SOME OF THE FELLOWS HEARD HIM SATING, AS HE GLANCED ROUND AFTER TAKING CENTRE, TEQ.T HE HAD NEVER SEEN THE FIELD 
PLACED SO RIDICULOUSLY WHEN HE WAS AT EtON. . . . _ . _ . 


From the Emperor Lebaudy. 

(Tranddtion,) 

Sir, — ^You Have an island for sale. I am a buyer of islands. 
Not only islands but deserts too. Anything in fact. What 
is the price ,? Yon have but to name it. Address me at the 
Cecil, where I shall be arranging for my Calf of Man 
Viceroy and standing army. Jacques. 

From Mr. Andrew Carnegie, 

(Galle.) 

Beg offer Free Libraiy to Cali of Man inhabitants. Had 
no idea island existed or would have made offer before. 

From Mr. Maj^aluke Crook. 

Sir, — have for sonie time past been looking for a quiet 
place where I could practise putting m.d driving, and so fax 
as I can see your island is just the spot. What do you. want 
for it per ann. ? I am not rich, and I should prefer fo rent it 
on a lease— not repairing. I am a very careM mati, and 
should hand it over in perfect condition at the end of the 
time. I shall take Vardon’s book with me tod really work 


hard, for at present I am quite the worst player on our (the 
West Ffognal) links. Yours faithfully, , - . 

Marmaduke Crook.' . 

FkoM A Famous Novelist. 

SiR> — trust you will not adhere too strictly to your 
intention of selling the CaK of Man to an American. An 
island so near England should be offered first to ah 
Englishman or an Englishwoman. My home at Stratford- 
on'AvoU) although charming, furnishes none but^ municipal 
breezes, and I often find myself pining for sea-air and that 
seclusion which it is difficult for a fellow-townswoman of 
S^KSPEAEE to obtain. Please let me know what you are 
asking for your island with the indelicate name (which can, 
however, quickly be altered), and I will let yon know my 
decision. I see a great future for the islanders in strong 
Christian hands, and I, at any rate, if I^once undertook to 
. govern, - would never shirk the task. In time, who knows but 
we might influence the Isle of Man itself for good ? 

Awaiting your reply, I am, Marie Corelli. 

To players not selected for the final Test Match we recoin* 
mend the popular ditty : ‘'Ain't I no use, Mr. Jackmnf'^4 









PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIYARI [Aogust 9, 1905, 


96 


DAINTY ANIMALS. 

The correspondence in the Spectator 
on the subject of fastidiousness in 
animals having proved too copious for 
the columzis of our contemporary, a 
large number of letters have ricochetted 
into Mr. Punch's ofiSces, a selection from 
which he has the pleasure of now laying 
before his readers : 

Sir, — Daintiness in animals is not, as 
some of your contributors would seem 
to think, the exclusive monopoly of 
mammals. Some twenty years ago a 
maiden aunt of my first wife’s who lived 
at Arcachon kept a pet oyster in a salt- 
water fountain, and used to feed it 
on condensed milk and cracknels. This 
interesting crustacean, which used to 
answer to the name of Mark Antony — 
a delicate reference to Cleopatra’s 
notorious fondness for bivalves — was 
singularly tame and friendly, but on one 
occasion my wife’s aunt inadvertently 
gave it a macaroon instead of a cracknel. 
Incredible as it may seem, Mark Antony 
was so incensed that he bit the hand of 
his benefactress and remained in sulky 
seclusion for nearly twenty-four hours. 
His mistress never got over the shock, 
gave up her villa at Arcachon and died 
shortly afterwards at Schaffhausen, after 
an operation for cataract. My first wife, 
I need hardly add, has also departed 
this life, but I have been unable to 
ascertain what became of Mark Antony. 

I am, Sir, &c. 

Cavaliers Monte Rosso. 

Hotel Pupp, Karlshadj Bohemia. 

Sir, — Your interesting article on the 
subject of dainty animals prompts me 
to send you the following biographical 
notes on my dog Li-Poo, whose great- 
great-grandfather, an Imperial Chow of 
the purest strain, formed part of the loot 
of the Summer Palace in 1860, and was 
brought home by my father, Captain 
Talboy, R,N. Li-Poo is now aliout nine 
years old, and on my coming to reside 
at Hoylake in 1901 at once took the 
keenest interest in golf, and was very 
quickly initiated into the mysteries of 
die game and trained to act as a caddie. 
The authorities at first protested, but as 
my handicap is one of the highest in the 
Royal Liverpool Club soon withdrew 
their ob j actions. What, however, I wish 
to point out is that, although thoroughly 
^glicised in all his ways, Li-Poo still, 
in one important particular, illustrates 
the old saying, ecelum non animum. 
Nothing will induce him to make any- 
thing but a Chinese tee. Ifc. John 
Ball, Mr. BLarold Hilton, and Mr. John 
Graham have all in turn tried to 
break him of this habit, but in vain. 
Personally I have come to prefer it to 
any other variety, especially with a slice 
of lemon, and since adopting it have 


been almost entirely free from the in- 
somnia from which I have suffered inter- 
mittently since I was an undergraduate 
at Balliol. 

A propos of Oxford I may perhaps be 
permitted to add that my son, who was 
awarded a half-blue for Archery, and 
rowed the longest bow on record in his 
college eight, has just written to me 
from Cape Colony to say that he has 
started a polo club in which all the 
members are mounted on ostriches. The 
game as thus played is, he assures me, 
far faster and more exciting than when 
ponies are used. LTnfortunately the 
ostriches have a way at times of suddenly 
swallowing the balls and even the polo 
clubs, which causes a difficulty in keep- 
ing the score. I am, Sir, <S:c., 

A. Legge Pullar. 

The GhowhentSj Hoylake, Cheshire. 

Sir, — When I was quartered at Maza- 
wattee in the Never Never Land shortly 
before the Crimean War, my constant 
companion in my hunting expeditions 
was a remarkably intelligent black-and- 
tan Tasmanian tiger-cat. Owing to the 
length of its whiskers I christened it 
Lord Dundreary and taught it the use 
of fire-arms, as our camp was constantly 
being sniped by the aborigines who 
abounded in the vicinity, and were very 
dexterous in throwing the boomerang. 
But the curious thing about my cat was 
this, that although an adept in the use of 
the rifle he was never really happy until 
I presented him with a Mauser pistol, 
with which he attained a proficiency 
little short of miraculous. On my return 
to England I presented the faithful 
animal to Sir Harry Parkes, in whose 
service he remained till his death. My 
only other experience of this fastidious- 
ness in animals was in the case of an 
Edinburgh Rock Pigeon, which took 
snuff freely, but had a rooted objection 
to Virginian tobacco, which invariably 
heightened the pitch of its coo. 

I am, Sir, &c., 

W. .Greener. 

P.S. — ^I forgot to mention that a 
brother officer of mine, who was after- 
wards killed in a cab accident at Picca- 
dilly Circus, had a pet Southdown sheep 
which would eat Neapolitan ices, but 
had an invincible antipathy to red 
currant jeUy. 

^ Sir, — ^When engaged on the compila- 
tion of my History of the Mongols I had 
a pet dwarf Mammoth who rendered me 
invaluable assistance in the sifting and 
sorting of materials, which he was able 
to pick out of their pigeon-holes with his 
trunk with extraordinary rapidity and 
precision. As he was about 3,000 years 
old and possessed a remarkably retentive 
memory, I need hardly say that his local 
knowledge greatly contributed to the 


value — if any — of my momentous under- 
taking, Yet such was the modesty and 
aversion from publicity evinced by this 
massive and faithful collaborator, that 
not only did he refuse to allow me to 
place his name on the title-page, but 
would not even consent to my mention- 
ing it in the Preface. In politics "he 
was — I regret to have to use the past 
tense, but he died prematurely after 
inadvertently eating several croquet 
balls, which he mistook for suet dump- 
lings, his favourite dish — a staunch 
Tory, and the mere mention of the name 
of the Duke of Devonshire was enough 
to excite him to transports of fury. His 
place was filled by a fine Mastodon from 
the Lena Delta, concerning which I 
propose to send you some details in a 
further letter. I am, Sir, &c., 

H. H. Howorth. 

We much regret, in closing this 
illuminative correspondence, to state 
that we have been unable to print the 
whole of Sir Henry Howorth’s interesting 
letter, which extended to upwards of 
3000 words, and contained a photograph 
of the Mammoth, with Sir Henry sitting 
on its trunk. 


CHARIVARIA. 

It is rumoured that the Czar’s Govern- 
ment is about to present a note to the 
Powers asking whether the time has not 
now arrived for partial naval disarma- 
ment among the nations. 


Meanwhile, very little enthusiasm has 
been aroused in Russia at the news that 
another of her battleships, which was 
considered a total loss, has been raised 
by the J apanese. 


The Eeichsbote asks that the Baltic 
shaR be closed to foreign warships. It 
looks as if the Germans wanted to have 
aU the hitting below the Belt. 


It is stated that China wiU submit a 
large claim for damage done to her terri- 
tory at the forthcoming Peace Conference. 
It is unlikely, however, that her demand 
will be taken seriously, as it is felt that 
she should not have got in the way. 


The Zionist Inquiry Committee has 
reported unfavourably on the tract qi 
land in East Africa which was offered 
to the Zionists by the British Govern- 
ment. The territory is declared to be 
infested by wild beasts and by dangerous 
native tribes, who would regard Jewish 
colonists as enemies to be harassed in 
aR possible ways. Their experiences 
in Russia, where most of the Zionists 
now are, discourage them from this new 
enterprise. 
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In connecti9n with the forthcoming 
visit of the British Association to Rhode- 
sia, the British South Africa Company 
has issued a special set of stamps, the 
design on which represents a view of 
the Victoria Falls. The proposal that 
the stamps should bear the legend, 
‘‘What a Fall was there, my country- 
men ! ’’ was vetoed at the last moment as 
smacking too much of advertisement. 

A thief who broke into the Central 
Schools at Scarborough last week stole 
five Bibles, and a reader of the Daily 
Mail writes to ask, “ Should clergymen 
criticise him ? ” 

A venerable burglar of eighty-two 
made his appearance in the North Lon- 
don Police Court the other day. It is ' 
not, we believe, generally known how 
the infirmities of age handicap the mem- 
bers of this profession. At the portico 
of a house in Kensington Park Gardens 
there are two life-sized dogs carved out 
of stone. Not so long ago, on a dark 
night, a poor housebreaker, whose sight 
was beginning to fail him, spent over 
two hours trying to poison these beasts. 

A Kilbum gentleman mounted an 
omnibus about fifty yards the wrong side 
of a penny fare, and then refused to pay 
the extra penny “ on principle.” He has 
now had to pay the penny, and five 
shillings costs. This, we suppose, is 
what is known as principle and interest. 

There is no satisfying some people. 
Messrs. Newnes have published an edition 
of Oulliver's Travels at the moderate 
price of one penny. A bookseller informs 
us that a lady customer refused to pur- 
chase it the other day on learning that 
the price was net, and not subject to 
discount. 


Judge Luimley Smith has, we think, 
been somewhat unjustly criticised for 
deciding, in a recent case, that claret- 
jugs and vases are necessaries of marriage. 
Family jars are, of course, an almost 
unavoidable feature of the married state. 

In fining a dairyman for selling milk 
deficient in fat, Mr. Dickinson said, 

Change your cows, and try a different 
breed.” The dairyman is now anxious 
to meet someone who will take inferior 
cows in exchange for good ones. 

"WTiile taking notes of evidence at 
Glamorgan Assizes, Mr. Justice Philli- 
MORE wrote with his left hand when tired 
of using his right. Ambidexterity may 
compensate to some extent for Justice’s 
blindness. 

The schools have “broken up,” and 
the stickleback season has opened ip I 












Irish Pat (to Bashful Bridget). “ Look up, Bridget me darlin’. Shure an’ I ’d out me head 

OFF ONY DAY IN THE WEEK FOR A SIGHT OF TER BEAUTIFUL EFES!” 


London waters. On Monday last, we 
are informed, in St. James’s Park a 
youth landed a magnificent specimen 
almost an “inch in length, and its weight 
was such that the bent pin almost broke 
under its load. 

The teaching of shooting in schools is 
an idea which has been welcomed by 
I boys aE over the country as being 
I calculated to cause them to be more 
respected by their masters. 

An immense impetus has been given 
to the Teetotal movement by a report 
just issued from the Government labora- 
tory showing the large percentage of 
proof spirit contained in temperance 
drinks. 


A man who sells matches at Hammer- 
smith has only just received twelve 
shillings as his share of the prize-money 
earned while he was engaged in blockade 
work during the Crimean War. We 
understand that the Department re- 
sponsible for the delay is known as the 
Blockhead Department, 


A COEBESPONDENT forwards to us a copy 
of Punch, nearly two years old, which he 
discovered at the top of a mountain on 
the now famous Whitworth estate. . If 
there is much more treasure of this kind 
in these coal-fields we can well under- 
stand the action of the German Syndi- 
cate. They know they have got hold of 
a good thing. 
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NATURE STUDIES. 

The St. Beknaed Puppy. 

The St. Bernard puppy was busily occupied in a sunny 
corner of the garden. He was a large fat soft ball of fur, 
partly white partly tawny in colop’, and he was just ten 
weeks old. Though he had left his mild kind mother, only 
three weeks ago, he had entirely forgotten her existence, and 
was perfectly happy as the favourite of a large family of bpys 
and girls who had given him the important name of Leo^ and 
devoted to the correction of his inadequate manners such 
time as was not spent in petting him and feeding him. 

At present, as I say, he was busily occupied in a sunny 
comer of the garden. After a time he was observed by two 
of his yoxmg mistresses, and was summoned to their imperious 
presence. For all answer he wagged his tail rapidly and 
proceeded very eagerly with his task, as if he knew that the 
time he would be allowed to spend upon it was getting short. 
He was again called, but, having his own fixed ideas about 
the beauty and necessity of obedience, he affected not to hear. 
One of his mistresses approached him, whereupon he turned 
over on his back and waved his four paws deprecatingly in 
^e air. It was then discovered that the object of his absorb- 
ing labours was an old and dirty piece of shoe-leather. On 
being rebuked he rolled round, sat up on his haunches and 
presented a paw to his rebuker. The leather was offered to 
his gaze, but he looked at it with a distant and unrecognising 
expression, and then by a swift and lumbering movement, 
which was more eloquent than any verbal acknowledgment 
of guilt, escaped into the neighbouring bushes. 

From this retreat he was coaxed after a cautious interval, 
and was then persuaded to cross the lawn to a spot where the 
household cat was taking a morning siesta. The cat, an 
ancient retainer who had seen and despised a long series of 
puppies, and had in her time lived on terms of intimate friend- 
ship with a retriever, paid no attention whatever to his 
approach. This indifference appeared to annoy him, for after 
considering her for a few moments he gave a short bark, and 
then, pouncing heavily, attempted to bite her in the tail. 
His punishment was prompt and his yells were piercing. No 
dog, he seemed to complain, had ever been so profoundly 
misunderstood before, nor had a disinterested tender of affec- 
tion ever been so unworthily received. The cat, however, 
blinkingly resumed her indifferent attitude, and the puppy 
took refuge under a garden chair. 

Hence he was carried towards the house, bearing on his 
fece an expression of angelic meekness and resignation. 
Having been deposited outside an open garden window, he 
was ordered repeatedly not to move, while his mistresses 
went to an upper room for a biscuit. As soon as they w‘ere 
^ne he rose, and made a slow and painful ascent up the' 
three steps which led from the garden through the window 
mio Ae empty room. An inviting sofa was gaping for him, 
'imd he managed after several f^s to ascend into it. The 
ojuy other occupact of the sofa was a book, and on this he 
rapturously concentrated his attention and his teeth. Five 
iqinutes afterwards he was discovered still hard at work, and 
surrounded by minute fragments of literature. 

This incident led to another injustice, but was soon followed 
by the presentation of the biscuit. His wounded honour 
having thus been salved he was taken to a pond in order that 
he might observe the water-lilies. The attraction proved so 
^eat that nnmediately fell into the water. He was rescued 
scruff, and having been thus diminished to a tenth of 
his former magnitude he was carried to the kitchen to be 
-IT restored to his proper size. A bowl 

pf,hnlk w-as ^lyen to hiih: He drank half, put both his fore- 
pawp in the rest .and uppet the howl. ‘After this he went toi 
sleep, and the cook and the kitcheh-paaid alternately fell over 
him until lunch was ready. ‘ ' 

LAYS OF A LONDONER.. 

St. Oaxheew’^ by the Tower. 

“A rose however nanied would smell as sweet ! ” 

Such was the gist of Juliet's lucubrations, 

A worthless sophistry contrived to cheat 

The righteous anger of her near relations ; 

The language shows a nice poetic touch, 

But can’t be called an argument as such. 

Not long ago I happened to devour 

A tale — ’twas lent me by a maiden aunt — 

Bearing the name St. Catherine's ly the Tower, 

By Ainsworth, or it may have been Besant ; 

The local colour so enhanced the plot 

That I resolved to go and see the spot. 

Pruned with the pioneer’s portentous zeal 

I wended' eastward by an early train, 

And ultimately eased my labouring chest 

Of sulphur in a place called Mfincing Lane ; 

Twelve minutes’ steady walking by the clock 

Brought me in contact with St. Catherine’s Dock. 

“ St. Catherine’s by the Tower ” — the name recalls 
■Visions of muUioned windows, gabled roofs ; 

Not, as in fact, a world of grimy walls, 

And beery loafers and the clang of hoofs ; 

An air of cahn repose — an old-world nook 

Should have been there : it was there in the book ! 

Here was no haunt of peace, but din of vrheels 

Banging on cobble-stones that rang again ; 

Men roared aloud and urchins let off squeals 

Hilariously, while down a neighbouring lane 

Three large policemen stemmed a brave carouse, 

Prising a wrathful docker off his spouse. 

The Tower was there of course ; one knew the place 
Where as a child one earned an aching head 

Gazing on armour, battle-axe and mace, 

And furtively consuming ginger-bread ; 

Viewing the dungeon where without a doubt 

Bad Richard snuffed bis little nephews out. 

It seemed imposing then ; but now the Tower 

Fades into insignificance heside 

That triumph of the age of steel and power, 

The Bridge that spans the river’s thronging tide ; 

No old-world nook, one felt, could still be there, 

* Next to that huge hydraulic thoroughfare ! 

I passed inside the Dock, where winches creak, 

And carmen bawl and donkey-engines groan, 

And all the air is heavy with the reek 

Of tea and tar and pepper and ozone ; 

And presently a porter, ripe with ale, 

Struck me amidships with a heavy b^le. 

I turned away, and everywhere I went 

Men viewed my presence with profound disdain, 

And one low fellow caused some merriment 

Saying, “ ’Ere ’s Ally Sloper back again ! ” 

Even as I left, policemen bade me stand. 

And smirched my clothes for casual contraband. 

A rose, I mu^ed, though called another name 
(A tiTOip, say), paight haply smell as sweet ; 

^^^herine s by the Tower might do the same, 

H known as ShadwelL or East Smithfield Street ; 

It IS the intellect and not the nose 

On which thp name’s deceptive charms impose ! 

' Alool. 
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THE GREAT HANDKERCHIEF PROBLEM. 

Dmr Mr. Punch, — Knowing that you 
are, and have ever been, the friend and 
adviser of the distressed, be they old or 
young, of the stronger or of the weaker 
sex, I come to you for assistance in a 
matter of paramount — may almost say 
vital — importance. 

It concerns handkerchiefs. A paltry 
thing, cries some scoffer, to bring to the 
notice of one so august ! Yet is it a 
paltry thing ? Has not the falling of a 
lady's handkerchief decided ere this the 
fate of many a male mailed warrior? 
And is it less worthy of consideration 
now that on it rests the tranquillity of 
one of your most devoted admirers among 
the fair sex ? For I count myself stiU 
among the fair, though my age — I may 
breathe it to you — is forty-seven. You 
will not, I am sure, refuse me a hearing 
on a matter even so trivial as a handker- 
chief. The question is, what am 1 to do 
with niine when I go to Mrs. Cattling- 
ton’s Garden Party next Friday week ? 

You see, I intend to wear my pink. 
It is not quite new, but the chiffon can 
be pressed, and Mrs. Wellaby was only 
saying to me the other day how nice it 
looked. I had intended to wear my 
reseda green with the orange yoke,' but 
I wasn't quite sure about it, because. 


although it has always looked most 
becoming, Miss Barklet happened to be 
at the (hessmaker's (Miss Tonxin, you 
know, at the comer), when I took it to 
be turned, and, as I 've repeatedly 
remarked, you never can tell what Miss 
Barklet will say, and she says the most 
horrid things when she likes. So, as I 
was telling you, I was uncertain about 
my green, though it 's really the smartest 
thing I've got, but after what Mrs. 
Wellaby said about my pink my mind 
was made up. The pink it was to be. 

Now, when I first had my pink — not 
so very long ago — ^I was particular to 
have the sleeves made full large, so that 
I could put away my handkerchief in 
one of them. For as you know, or per- 
haps you don’t, the sleeve is the only 
place left us for that purpose — the 
I fashions change so. Quite between our- 
selves, I can weU remember the time 
when we had pockets in our under-skirts. 
After that came the pocket concealed in 
a fold, which was always rather diffi- 
cult to find, and awkward, especially in 
a crowd, even if you knew the way to it. 
Next came Dorothy bags — those httle 
ribbony things 'we carried on our 
wrists. I went in for one, though I 
must confess it was more to keep in the 
fashion than because I liked them. They 
looked s.tylish, but they soon went out. 


Then we took a hint from our men folk, 
who carried their handkerchiefs in their 
cuffs, and ours reposed in our sleeves. 
That lasted till quite recently. In fact, 
here the mode only changed the other 
day. You probably know better than I 
when it changed in London, for down in 
Pedlington Magna we have to look to 
Lady Markish, the Squire’s wife, who 
generally manages a day or two in town 
with her cousin some time during the ! 
year, and this year she only did it last 
week-end. I don’t approve of this new 
craze for week-ending, do you? It’s 
too much gadding about. WeU, as I 
was saying, I'd decided on my pink 
chiffon for the ^rden party when who 
should I see coming down the street but | 
Lady M. with her sleeves cut short to the \ 
elhow. I 

Now I can easily shorten the sleeves ' 
of my pink, for it ’s just a question of 
picking out the insertion, and they wiU 
practically faU apart. Five minutes wiU 
do that, but — and it is here that I want 
your advice — where am I to put my 
handkerchief? With kind regards to 
Mrs. Punchy Yours expectantly, 

Priscil la Prim. 

Pax Etonensis. — The Eton College 
Volunteers wiU now, it is said, be dis- 
banded, the time of Warre being over. 
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YACHTING MODES. 

Brown. “ Ah ! Here ’s something that will interest you, Maria. Ha,le a column on ‘ Costumes for Cowes.’ ” 

Mrs. B. “Well, I can’t think what’s coming to people nowadays. First it’s Sun-donnet’s foe Horses, and now this! Oh, I’ve 


NO patience with these new-fangled ideas I ” 


SHOULD PORTERS CRITICISE 
“BRADSHAW”? 

Fired by tbe example of the Daily 
MoZe, which has iiiiearthed many opinions 
oh a similar topic, Mr, Punch has plea- 
sure in presenting the following borrowed 
plums : — 

Sir Oliver Lodgjb writes (without 
mentioning porters) :— To suppose that 
our present edition is inifallible and free 
from criticism in the light of growing 
knowledge is only possible to a person 
of considerable ignorance. Indeed, the 
whole notion of “ infaUihility ” is essen- 
tially a superstition, wherever it is to he 
. found ; so that emendation and criticism, 

0^ the point of view of historical and 
; linguistic research, ought to be welcome ; 
j nor should any one be surprised if some 
, errors, . of fact, as well as a gradual 
expanding of spiritual perception, are 
found in that magnificent and venerable 
but heterogeneous collection of poetical 
and other inspired writings which form 
the series of time-tahles accepted as 
canonical by travellers of the past, and 
bound togeliier under one comprehensive 
name, 

Itfr. EhQEN Sandow writes : — t have 


only had to do with^ porters but once in 
my life. That wasVhen three of them 
fought for my hand-bag, in ignorance 
that it held 18 cwt. of ' dumb-bells. I 
settled the dispute' by carrying the bag, 
porters and all, to a cab — ^which broke 
down. Since then I have done niy own 
porterage, and the profession, so far as 
I am concerned, is out of work. It 
seems to me that they may as well fill 
in their spare time criticising Bradshaw 
as anything else. 

Mr. John Porter writes: — The only 
criticism I have to make on Bradshaw is 
that it gives very scanty information 
about horse-boxes. Personally I nevei: 
go by rail between two raping stables, 
I always use a motor. 


“TRAIN UP A WIFE,” ETC. 

A Lady Manager of a “housewifery” 
centre (in connection with public pleinen- 
tary day-schools) forwards the foUowihg 
jewels from ah Examination Paper 

Q* Give rules for choosing a house. 

A. Do not live near a semertery for 
if you do the ground will crack in the 
night and a gurm wiE come up into yqim 


house and in the morning you wiE feel 
very iE and the doctor wiE say it is lead- 
poisoning and there is no hope. 

Q. What is meant by “ Personal Clean- 
liness ? ” 

A. By personal cleanliness we mean 
keeping our brothers "and sisters clean ; 
and washing them every week and not ■ 
letting the little pours get fiEed up. 

Q, Name some common ailments and 
their remedies. 

A, Toothache. — Have it drawn]] but if 
you are afraid keep it warm. 

Corns. — Soak the feet thoroughly iii 
strong soda water then rub them o5 
; with pumice stone, do not cut them oJEf. 

, Q. What is meant by a person being 

Thrifty”? 

1 A. A thrifty person is strong and weE 
made and can eat a lot and is never 
hardly poorly. A thrifty pprson is one 
who thrives. 

Q. Give rules for the feeding of 
babies. 

A. A baby should have nothing only 
iDCipii or it is Eable to choke and not gat' 
digested properly and it suffers great 
agonies from the fgEies of it's parents. .. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extbaoted feom thb Diart of Toby, MJ*. ^ 
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*' ‘A PRETTY KETTLE OF FISH.” 

BroHier Arthur has but a poor ■“ basket ” to set before the Fri^ as tbe result of Hs long sittii^. BroUiers Henry and John do nnt 

nuicli rdisli having to sit up till past mi d n ight to help him cook it. 


Souse of Commons, Monday, July 31. 
— V The jneasujes are few ; but where 
are the Innocents ? ” 

I Thus C.-B. sternly addressing PaproE 
Aft wtr across the Table. Had just 
accopaplished the task that falls to lot of 
Leader of House at this time of the year. 
Cast to the wolves ten out of twelve Bills 
promised in Kikg-’s Speech. Twelve , 
little niggers; now there were two. 
With that disregard of usage that vexes 
soul of Opposition, ruJBaes equanimity; 
of O.-B., Peikce Abtbddb had not 
even mentioned the abandoned. Bills. 
Customary for Pjeiemieb, massacring^ his 
progeny, to say a few words of pained 
regret over their untimely corses. That 
well enough for predecessors like Dizzy, 
Mr. G., or even the Arthue Balfoub of 
last year. At close of another Session, 
with temperature 82° in^ the shade of 
Ministerial camp, 1Q4:° in irritated Oppo~ 
sition ranks, not disposed to say a word 
inore than necessary. * . 

-The thing presented itself in matne- 


matical form. Had he really promised 
twelve measures in Kind’s Speech ? 
Very well ; if only two were carried, ten 
must have been dropped. §. H. D. 
Why worry round their untimely tombs ? 
Let the dead past bmy its Bills. The 
thing to do was to wind up everything 
so as to clap up the shutters on the 12th, 
possibly the 10th. ^ 

At the end of seven minutes Peinob 
Arthue blandly surveyed the astonished 
^d angered Opposition, who began to 1 
perceive he had a fresh surprise in 

store. ,.11 

‘‘I have briefly, but I think ade- 
quately,’* he sweetly said, “stated the 
conditions with regard to the remaining 
business of the Session.” ^ ^ 

‘‘No!*’ roared the Opposition.^ He 
had resumed his seat ; nothing for it but 
the raging almost inarticulate C.-B. to 
rise and follow. t n 

Then came Johu Eedmokd, ‘ with all 
the vehemence at my cqmnand ** as he 
diffidently put it, protesting against the 


neglect of Ireland by the Imperial 
Parliament. 

“As far as Irish interests are con- 
cerned,” he shouted, “ we might as weE 
have had no Session at all.”^ Which is 
a little invidious, considering the dis- 
proportionate number of nights conceded 
to claim of Dish Members for Irish Bi^ 
and Irish Votes, not to mention daily 
appropriation of one-half of the Question 
hour. Next Ceooks and Doft’t Keie 
Haedie, Codlin and Short of a later day, 
tumbled over each other in effort to 
show whom it might concern that he 
was the friend of the Unemployed. 

At twenty minutes past seven House 
crowded in anticipation of division. An 
hour earlier the Benches being nearly 
empty Peince Aetbd[JE thought time oppor- 
tune for winding up debate. But Don’t 
Keie Haedie, in character of Short, having 
early in debate championed cause of the 
Unemployed, Goilin Ceooks took his 
turn, and in the excitement engendered 
by the fervour of his oratory talked the 





104 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON OHARIYABI. [August 9r 1905. 


House into the dinner-hour. Result was 
that at half-past nine, the Opposition 
not again mustering and the Pink ’Un 
having marshalled his men with unusual 
success, Phinck Arthur moving the 
closure got a majority of 101. 

‘“A royal salute,*’ said Walter Long, 
gleefully rubbing his hands. “ Quite 
drowns the echoes of the pistol shot of 
Thursday week. If division had been 
taken at half-past seven we should have 
been thankful for majority of fifty. In 
the game of tactics our most valuable 
friend is the enemy.” 

Business done. — Winding it up. 
Agreeing after eight hours’ debate to 
make it possible to stick to work all 
night, House adjourns twenty minutes 
after midnight. 

Tuesday, — This is Sir William 
Anson^s day. Education vote taken in 
Committee of Supply. Duty of Parlia- 
mentary Secretary to Board of Education 
to expiain and justify it. Occasion 
looked fonvard to in domestic circle 
with peculiar pride and pleasure. Hap- 
pens of late Anson has loomed large in 
Parliamentary debate and newspaper 
controversy. Has become the most 
quoted author of the age. This em- 
barrassing to modest man ; yet, when 
first flush of awkwardness faded, 
useless to deny that it gives pleasure. 
The favourite passage appears in his 
masterpiece, Law and Custom of the 
Constitution. He therein shows how 
a Government which does not possess 
the confidence of the countrj^, has lost 
its hold on House of Commons, but 
nevertheless clings to office, is no longer 
an authoritative body. 

“It becomes,” he severely wrote, “a 
group of personages.” 

The luminous treatise in which this 
gem is entombed was written some 
years ago. Appropriateness of passage 
to Ministry of to-day obvious. It is 
what the Opposition Press and right hon. 
gentlemen on Front Bench have been 
saying at length for weeks. The joy of 
the. thing comes in when the dictum is 
recite with Anson blushing on the 
Treasury Bench, one of “ a group of per- 
sonage ” whom his prophetic soul dis- 
cern^ and recognised whilst still afar off. 

On the frequent occasions when this 
terrible indictment has been trotted out, 
Anson has assumed far-away look, as if 
he heard for the first time, on the 
authority of anon;^Tnou8 writer, that the 
Constitution had any Law or Custom. 
To-day all is changed. He went to bed 
last night humming to himself : 

You must 'Wake and call me early, call me early, 
mother dear ; 

To-moxxow 11 he the happiest time of all the 
glad New Year; 

Of ail the glad New Year, mother, the maddest 
merriest day ; 

Tor I *m to he Queen o’ the May, mother, I ’m 
to he Queen the May. 


In prose he pictnred himself as con- 
fronted by House crowded from floor to 
galleiy^ just as it was the other night when 
Prince Arthur announced that, in spite 
of untoward circumstances, the group 
of personages intend to go on govern- 
ing the country as if nothing had 
happened. Human desire to see in the 
flesh a famous author would surely 
, prove irresistible. The only thing that 
j troubled the Parliamentaiy Secretary in 
; advance was apprehension that in- 
f dulgence in the idle curiosity of 'gazing 
upon the author of Laio and Custom of 
the Constitution might divert attention 



The “ Woolwich Infant ” in Action. 

(Mr. Will Crooks speaks up for the Unemployed 
with rare humour and pathos.) 

from the profoundly important topic 
committed to his charge. 

At the outset his anticipation seemed 
realised. When he rose in a moderately 
crowded House Members with one accord 
also stood up. This not unusual at 
public meetings when popular orator 
presents himself upon platform. Anson 
drew his breath quickly; waited for 
the cheer wffiich, he understood, usually 
accompanies such flattering demonstra- 
tion. But what was this? Members 
being on their legs, not only remained 
erect, but made for the door. In thrc e 
minutes the place was a wilderness. 
With the exception of Alfred Lyttelton 
even the group of personages on the 
Treasury Bench broke up and fled. 

The Parliamentary Secretary to the 
Education Board had prepared his essay 
and must deliver it, even in the depress- 
ing circumstances that surrounded him. 
So he went on in level voice for the full 
space of an hour, Alfred Lyttelton, who 
likes slow lobs, gallantly seeing the 
performance out. Business done. — In 
Committee of Supply. 


WHAT TO DO WITH OTTR SOHS. 

Hints on Literature as a Career. 

Why not? Here is a profession, 
demanding small outlay of capital (even 
a fountain pen can be purchased for 
IO5. 6d.), at which any young man 
of moderate industry may secure for 
himself an income such as a low-comedian 
might not despise. At the time ihg 
which we are fortunate enough to live, 
the spread of popular education, the 
encouraging circulation of the less eipen- 
mve magazines, and the publication of 
such volumes as Bow to make Money hy 
Writing Stories, have happily removed 
the literary profession from the narrow- 
ing control of mere genius to the wider 
activities of a recognised commercial 
enterprise. 

In this connection it is interesting and 
valuable to learn that by an appropriate 
diet the Literary Tendency can to-day he 
developed to any requisite degree. It is, 
however, obvious that this process of 
gastronomic culture, or feeding the sacred 
flame, is as yet merely in its infancy. 
Before long we may doubtless hope that 
the researches of such scientific explorers 
as Mr. Eustace Miles will enable them 
to determine with accuracy the precise 
foods provocative of various phases of 
literary development. 

It may then very possibly be discovered 
that while an exclusive indulgence in 
Tomato Nuts and Potsam Cofee will 
result — as in the case of the author of 
that charming little brochure, The Eoad 
to Wellville — in a certain placid and 
equable style admirably adapted to what 
might he termed Farinaceous Fiction, 
quite another diet is indicated for the 
cultivation of more robust methods. 
The phosphate properties of sheU-fish 
being already known, we believe that the 
time is not far distant when the influence 
of these comestibles upon modem litera- 
ture (especially when taken late at night) 
will receive scientific recognition. 

Of the pursuit of letters as a re- 
munerative industry it is to be observed 
that there are to-day two great methods 
by which a respectable competence may 
be derived from literary work : — 

By writing a Successful Novel. 

By inventing a Hair Lotion. 

The latter, however, is a process too 
highly esoteric for discussion in a popu- 
lar journal. 

To write a Successful Novel you will 
require three things— plot, characters, 
and local colour. With regard to the 
first of these we would urge the novice 
not to be unduly disheartened by the 
failure to secure absolute originality. 
.Mter all, plots are bound to be limited 
in number, and even should yours 
resemble in outline some previous work 
of— say— Mr. Thomas Hardy or Mr. George 
Meredith, you may always be consoled 
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by -the reflection that the treatment will 
probably be very different. The image 
of Captain Fraser of J abler jee fame 
need have no terrors for you. 

Note, by the way, that originality of 
method is vastly more important than 
originality of -manner. A report that 
his MS. is invariably written in a dark 
room with luminous ink will in itself be 
almost as valuable to the beginner as a 
prohibition at Mudie’s. 

.Having settled upon a plot, your own 
or. another’s, you will next require 
characters with which to work it out. 
These you may conveniently take from 
your immediate circle. Should the 
book eventually be published, a few 
hints as to the identity of its more 
pleasing personages will greatly enhance 
your popularity with the supposed 
originals, so long as you are quite sure 
that your models would approve the 
portraiture. Thus your maiden aunt 
7nay be highly gratified to have fur- 


nished the inspiration for the beautiful 
gipsy who elopes with the young Earl. 
On the other hand she may not. 

More important, however, either than 
plot or character is the matter of local 
colour. It is indeed a reliable maxim 
that this last, if laid on thickly enough, 
will cover a multitude of deficiencies, 
and it is easy to understand that a scene 
— say, the encounter of your hero and 
heroine — ^which might be tame and even 
fatuous in Balham, becomes quite another 
thing in Bulawayo. It is of course best, 
if possible, to obtain your local colour 
from personal inspection, but, failing 
this, a cheap and remarkably effective 
substitute will be found in the free 
employment of a vocabulary native to 
the spot selected. 

Thus, should you choose the Sahara 
as your scene of action, the interview 
might legitimately be introduced by 
some such passage as the following : — 

“ They were alone in the Desert, that 


mysterious Egyptian tract that had con’ 
verted a gentlemanly ascetic into a rude 
fellah. In the leafy branches of the 
pahn-trees the Tom-Tom, or sacred cat 
of the Nile, was waihng sadly. . . 

Or, if in Siberia (very popular just 
now, by the way), you could produce 
your effect in a similar manner : — 

. The snow ” (always a safe card 
in Russian romance) ^ ‘ was falling heavily. 
Ivanovna threw a heavy dvoimik over 
her shoulders, and went to the window. 
Suddenly she perceived Ivanovitch com- 
ing towards her with hasty steppes. He 
w^ed unsteadily ; there was something 
strange and almost droschhy about his 
demeanour that startled her ” 

And so on ; but we have said enough 
to indicate the value of italics as a 
method of localisation. A little practice 
will enable the beginner to attain a 
dexterity in the composition of such 
tableaux that will astonish even those 
most familiar with the scenes depicted. 
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POLICE PROTECTION. 

SmANGELY near to tlie world of posters 
and progress tiie quaint little town of 
Brentfoid still flourishes under^ its stem 
triumvirate of smells — quaint still, 
d^pite the intruding trams that^ almost 
brush the shoulders of its diminutive, 
ancient shops. In that section of its 
High Street where the predominating 
smell is coal and gasworks there slum- 
bers in the sun a little hosteliy, ^ dis- 
tinguished from its ninety or so rivals 
by its green sign and by the three dusty 
plants in green tubs that stand before it. 
It is hardly possible to look upon those 
arid plants without being infected by 
a sympathetic thirst. Evidently “W. 
Thaiuher, licensed to sell beer and spirits 
to be consumed upon the premises,*’ is 
no mere horticultural enthusiast. 

In any case the cool little haven, stand- 
ing back somewhat from the street, 
invites me strongly this blazing day in 
August. Above the wire blinds that 
shade the lower half of its tiny windows 
I catch a glimpse of a number of gentle- 
men of a coaly aspect engaged in the 
operation of consuming upon the pre- 
mises with unmistakable giisto. I cross 
the street, and pushing open the door 
marked Private Bar pass into an atmo- 
sphere strongly charged with that 
indescribable smell that pervades the 
interior of rural inns. 

A large slowly-moving man in shirt- 
sleeves, evidently that same W. Thaioher 
who is licensed to sell, &c., serves me 
with cider; then, moving over to the 
other counter, resumes his interrupted 
conversation with the coaly gentlemen 
in the public bar. I am left to marvel 
upon the breadth of his back, a breadth 
rendered the more striking by the fact 
that a triangular piece of some dark- 
coloured cloth measuring five or six 
inches across its inverted base has been 
let into the back of his light tweed 
trousers, to keep pace with the encroach- 
ments of advancing years. 

Seating myself on the wooden bench 
that runs round the wall, I fall to study- 
ing a number of glass cases containing 
the stuffed bodies of various yawning 
fish, and a highly-coloured print repre- 
senting the return of the wanderer in a 
red shirt and riding-boots. From the 
other bar comes the buzz of voices 
dcffloinated by that of a little woman, 
apparently Ife. W. Thatcbder, who has 
latdy Joined her husband behind the 
counter, and would seem to be dilating 
upon some grievance. 

“ comes in ’ere o* Saturday an’ *e 
s^, * Where’s yer *usban<f?’ ’e sez — 
like thai ^There’s the coin,’ *e sez; 

* that ’s the coin I offered ’im,’ *e sez. 
I sez to ’im, * You can get out of ’ere,’ I 
se% * we' don’t want yer custom and we 
doa&’twant yef insulting'remarksneither. 


I know ’oo I am,’ I sez, ‘if some others 
don’t know ’oo they are ” ^ 

It is very cool and pleasant in this 
little place. I close my eyes and lean 
back in my corner. The droning voice 
of the woman and the occasional gruff 
comments of her listeners merge into a 

meaningless lullaby. 

& ^ ^ 

“ The very coin I offered yer ! ” 

Gradually I awake to the fact that the 
continued reiteration of these words in 
a hoarse male voice is becoming a grave 
disturbance to my rest. I open my eyes. 

Standing before the counter of^ the 
public bar, regarding the landlord with a 
defiant glare, is a short man wearing the 
coating of coal-dust that is de rigueur in 
these parts, and a soft felt hat of that 
peculiarly shapeless species indispens- 
able to the music-hall performer who 
with its aid impersonates Napoleon, a 
Nun, and Lord Kitchener, and rejoices 
in the title of Protean Artiste. In one 
open pabn he displays a silver coin, while 
with his other, clenched, he punctuates 
his remarks upon the counter. 

‘‘ That ’s the very coin I offered yer ! ” 
he declaims, “ an’ if yer don’t believe it 
there it is ! ” (Bang /) “Plain.” (Bang !) 
“Anyone can see it.” (Bang!) “Large 
as life.” 

The landlord, standing back a little on 
his own side of the counter, with his wife 
at his elbow, eyes him waiily in silence. 
Not so Mrs. Thatcher. 

“You can get out of ’ere ” she 

begins with shrill volubility. 

“ That ain’t Russian money,” suddenly 
resumes Proteus, with another resound- 
ing blow upon the counter. “An’ it 
ain’t Japanese money neither. It ’s good 
money. English money.” 

It seems to me that his listeners do 
not fuUy appreciate the patriotism of 
this utterance. There is a growling 
chorus of “ Clear orf with yer,” froin the 
coaly consumers upon the premises, 
whde MCrs. Thatcher, emboldened by 
their support, waxes stiU shriller. 

“We don’t want yer custom,” she 
cries. “TFe know ’oo we are if some 
others don’t know ’oo they are. We — ’ 

“An’ I know ’oo I am,” rejoins 
Proteus. “I know that’s the coin wot 
your ’usband refused ter take. There ’s 
a pleece station in Brentford, and don’t 
you fergit it.” 

“ There is a pleece station begins 

Mrs. Thatcher with falsetto emphasis. 

“I’m a goin’ ter show that there coin 
to a magistrit,” pursues Proteus with 
another bang. “I’m a goin’ ter take 
out a summons agenst your ’usband fer 
refusin’ money under f^e pretences.” 

At this point Mr. William Thatcher 
suddenly approaches the couliter, and 
imposing silence with a wave of the 
hsind upon^his wife, beginning excite^y 
to state her own intentions in the sum- 


mons line, faces his aggressor. An 
expectant silence falls upon the coaly 
consumers. 

“ You ’re a goin’ ter take out a sum- 
mons are yer ? ” he demands deliberately. 

“I am,” returns Proteus with gusto. 

“You are, are yer?” presses Mr. 
Thatcher with withering scorn. 

“ Yuss I am,” repeats Proteus, meeting 
his gaze with triumphant determination. 

There is a pause while the two men 
eye each other. 

“Ho,” eventually observes Mr. That- 
cher. 

“Yuss,” retorts Proteus. 

Another pause as before. 

“ Well then, clear out,” says Mr. 
Thatcher. 

“ I ain’t a goin’ ter clear out,” declares 
Proteus loudly, with a terrific bang upon 
the counter. “I’ve come ’ere ter pro- 
test, that’s why I’ve come ’ere. I’ve 
come ’ere ter demonstrate my right as 
an Englishman ter receive beer in 
exchange fer legal tender. I’ve come 

) >j 

ere 

He gazes about him as though at a 
loss both for words and for adequate i 
means of emphasising them, then sud- 
denly snatches up a glass and holds it 
high in air. 

“I’ve come ’ere,” he declaims with a 
final triumphant burst of oratory, “ter 
demonstrate my views.” 

And he hurls the glass upon the flloor. 

Crash. 

For a moment there is silence. Blue 
veins appear upon the temples of the 
landlord. 

“Now yer know my views,” mumbles 
Proteus with a sudden calm, and turn- 
ing disappears through the swing doors. 

In an instant chaos reigns. &. Wil- 
liam Thatcher, purple with rage, throws 
up the flap of' the counter and dasl^s 
for the door. His wife screams fo Kim 
to come back. The coaly consumers 
s^mble to their feet and tumble through 
the door after the landlord. 

I rise hastily and run out into the 
sunlight. 

Mr. Willum TkATcmR, restrained by 
the partially encircling arms of two of 
the coaly consumers, is“ struggling'hiadly 
for liberty and vengeance. A few yards 
off, behind a massive electric lamp-post-, 
stands Proteus in a cautious and agile 
posture, his hands grasping the post, 
his knees bent and ready for any emeri 
gency. 

“ Don’t you be a fool, ole man,” cri^ 
the first coaly consumer, perspiring 
freely as he struggles to maintain his 
hold of _ his own part of the kn^ord. 
“You' ain’t the man you used ter hA” 

“ Not arf you ain’t,” gasps 0. 0. No. 2, 
which I cannot help thinking, in view 
of the silent testimony of Mr. Thatcher’s 
trousers, is putting it rather mildly. 

“ You ’ve ’eard wot I ’ave ter say fer 
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rer ” here securely remarks Proteus, I polieeniaix turns to Proteus, and deliber- 
putting bis head round the lamp-post. | ately secures a comfortable grasp of his 
»IVe made my protest an’ I’ve demon- colkr. „ . t. 

strated my—” ^ charge this^ man, begins Proteus 

Suddenly Mr. Thatcher, with a violent with dignity, “ with attempted ” 

nffnrt throws off the grasp of his friends ' The poHceman firmly turns him round, 
and makes a dash for his adversary. ''Come on, cockie,” he remarks. "It 
Peoteus abruptly cuts short his observa- ain’t the first time an’ it ain’t the second 
tions and swings round the lamp-post neither,” and noarches him off down 
out of harm’s way. The infuriated the road. 

landlord pursues. Three times round Gradually the htUe group dissolves, 
the post goes Proteus with Thatcher at Mr. Thatcher, dn a very hot and mffled 
his heels, his fists wildly beating the air, condition, lumbers back tln;ough the 
and once the lamp-post. Then the swing doors, followed by his wile, tuii 
pursued suddenly breaks out into the of triumph and indignant reminiscence, 
open and makes for the shelter of the The coaly consumers straggle jocosely 
next post. Thatcher pounds after him, after them, and the space before the 

hopelessly outdistanced ; 

in the open. Proteus 
gains his second line of 
defence, and stopping ^ 
puts his head round it. ^ 

" Attempted assault,” ^ 
he pants. ^ " There ’s a 
pleece station in Brent- 
ford!” and producing a 
small object from his 
pocket places it to his 
lips. In a moment the 
air is rent by the loud 
sharp tones of a police 
whistle. 

A roar of laughter 
breaks forth from the 
coaly consumers. 

Meanwhile Mr. 

Thatcher reaches the 
second post. Circular 
pursuit as before, Pro- 
teus stiU blowing loudly 
at his whistle. Again 
he breaks out into the THE EQUATOR, 

open. This time he 

contents himself with Stowt Customer. “I waot a ceioket sa^. 

running round and Cheelty Assistant (icith Twtice to leave). Pardon me, ie, bui 

round in the middle of establishment only!** 

tutj toe. Sto the litUe toet^^ ie.lefe .to ^ te 4e 
baffled^Mr. TsiTOHEE stops and mops a imdistorbed dominion of a blazing sun. 
massive brow. . , ^ 


after hitting four to the boundary as to 
insist on running it out even after the 
ball was returned. Such horseplay of 
course greatly marred the pleasure of 
the thousands assembled on the ground. 

I have good reason to believe that the 
Boohyshire Committee wiU see that it 
does not occur again. L. J. Gossop, 

England v, New ZealanuI 

A sensational and unfortunate scene 
occurred towards the end of the New 
Zealand innings. PuM, the New Zealand 
slow howler, standing at slip, was heard 
to sing a few bars of a comic song. 
Play of course ceased, while the umpires 
made him aware of the enormity of such 

— conduct during ^ the ! 

progress of our national 
game. He is not likely 
to repeat the offence, 
and for my part this 
is the last that will he 
heard of it. 

M. B. 0. Touchy. 


Stout Customer. “I want a ceioket sa^.” 

Cheeky Assistant {icith notice to leave). “Pardon me. Sir, but 


In due course a pohceman arrives and 
approaches Pboteds, stationary now but THE NEW CRICKET, 

still in full blast. , „ , , BegrettalU Incidents. 

“Now then, now then, he demands 

unsympathetically," wot ’syer troubles? Sessex v. Lakkibhieb. 

The coaly consumers flock round. j ^ pained to have to end my account 
Proteus at last takes the whistle from Qf the match by saying that Mr. Plugsome, 
his mouth. who hitherto has been a perfect gentle- 

“I charge this man with assault,” he scandalised both players and sp^- 
declaims, indicating the outraged land- tators by removing the bails between the 
lord with an accusing forefinger. ‘‘I overs and juggling with them.^ Cricket 
charge ’im with attempted assault an ‘bojjag more than a game indeed, a 
refusin’ money under false pretences, sacrament — comment is needless. I may 
I charge ’im with pursuin’ of me with that I at once left the ground, 

intent ter do bodily ’arm. Constable, P, K. Ploblob. 

do yer dooty.” ^ Wents v. Boobtshire. 

A babel of voices ensues. Mrs. Ihat- . . i j 

OEEE, shrilly denunciatory, has joined Ae One incident ^rred 

group. The coaly consumers tender dehghtM day. Mr. L. M. Bmos, me 
simtataneous evidence. Eventually the 1 Boohyshire captain, so far forgot bunse 


THE APPROACH TO 
EDEN. 

(More especially in 
August.) 

[“And so it comes that 
the drive to the Station is 
now, as it were, the en- 
trance into a paradise.” — 
Extract from leading article^ 
on the delights of the TLolU 
day Season, in the Daily 
Mail ” of Aug. 1.] 

This conclusion, ar- 
rived at by a wide- 
awake contemporary, in 
touch with the masses, 

TOIS IS A RETAIL WOuld tO put the 

matter in a new and 

^ attractive light. We 

recommend the idyllic picture thus con- 
jured up to the able poster-designers 
employed by the various railway com- 
panies for the purpose of inducing the 
adventurous to try their "H^-days,” 
“ Week-ends ” and other excursions. 'Hie 
restful ease with which the lotus-eating 
cabman (hansom or growler) draws up 
at the grass-grown courtyard of the 
terminus ; the deserted portico that only 
resounds to the cooing of the dove and the 
timorous tread of the rare explorer; the 
Rip-van-Winkle-like janitor at the old- 
world wicket-gate ; the noon-day siesta of 
the other occupants (if any) of this moss- 
covered Temple of Peace — ^all these have 
hitherto escaped the notice of the unob- 
servant holiday-maker, but there! we 
are just off to sample the same at 
Victoria ! The prospect, indeed, of this 
approach to Eden is so alluring that we 
expect to spend the rest of the day there, 
if not the entire summer vacation. 
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THE IDEAS EXCHANGE. 

~ Although the importance of the Idea as an article of com- 
merce has already obtained some recognition, it has occurred 
to Mr. Pitneh that there still remains a wide field for enter- 
prise in this direction that is practically uncultivated. He 
has therefore established an agency in order that ideas which, 
‘‘though valuable in themselves, cannot, owing to the circum- 
stance of their thinkers, be converted to practical use, may 
be exchanged for others cf equal worth and greater suitability. 
Appended are a few of the advertisements already received : 

"DISHOP (moderate), having really sound and workable 
^ scheme for successful burglary without violence, 
thoroughly thought-out but of no present use to advertiser, 
would exchange it for course of Lenten Sermons or a few 
tactful Reproofs to Ritualists. — ^Address Box 43, Punch Office. 

l,fIXOR POET, frequently described as one of the most 
cultured of modem singers, wishes to correspond, in 
strict congdence, with Music-hall comedian. Offers original 
and highly amusing gags for knock-about scene, and would 
take in exchange the suitable conclusiofi of a rhymed couplet 
heginning : 

Oh wan pale parent pendent o’er thy babe.” 

E. S. V, P. to The Laurels, Lower Tooting. 

jpRIVATE GENTLEMAN*, with magnificent ide^is for 
reorganisation of Russian Empire by means of flying- 
machines and invisible boats, offers same in return for 
practicable scheme for dodging male attendant whose society 
has ceased to entertain. — ^Reply, by letter only, to “Lur^,"’’ 
The Retreat, Lytham. 

T^RAMATIST (once acted by amateurs), having a brilliant 
and original Plot, equally suitable for Blant Yerse 
Drama, ^ Cantata, or Musical Comedy, is now changing His • 
profession, and woxdd dispose of die above for any good 
notions on the subject of how to make bee-farming pay. — 
Address “Disgusted,” The Hive, Dorking. 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

As to Saint Elizabeth of London, by Lucas ChjEEVjj 
(John Long), the Baron, readily admitting the undoubted 
cleverness, or, ^ more 'strictly speaking, the exceptional 
Cleever-ness, with which a certain type of the modern 
aesthetically pious femi n i n e is herein described, opines that 
this novel would have been improved' by a second part. Or, 
it imght have been completed somewhat after the manner in 
which Thackeray concluded Vanity Fair. The story breaks 
at a moment that must be the turning-point in the lives of 
Lady Betty and her husband, and leaves the interested reader 
cunous as to what will be the outcome of the most strange and, 
it must he admitted, highly improbable scene that shows 
me temporary re-union of this ill-assorted couple. Ill-assorted ' 
indeed, for Lady Betty is a Bume-Jonesian woman, lovely, 
a^stically drap^ (always more or less in the limelight), and 
of AnglxHritualistic proclivities in the way of prayers to ' 
samts, not to be found in the authorised Church of England ' 
prayer-h^k, childishly delighting in private oratories, ! 
decorated altars, crucifixes, and spmewhat eccentric devo- 
ting, aR of which pious practices are not inconsistent 
with this pure model of a wife falling in love with a heavy ' 
s^sh, sentimental sot, to whose conveTsion from the error of 
his ways she has devoted herself; and of this : 

mudffle-h^ded Lothario iMdy Betty's lawful husband, an ^ 
unprincipled^ but impr^ionablo roue, becomes excusably ] 
nay nghtly, ji^ous. Saint ElizaietJ} of London is the nick- 
name <^icany b^towed upon her by Society, which, 
apparenUy aware only of the leg^d of the roses (which sjboiy ‘ 
not, it seems, appear in Acta Sanctoruin}, appraises her 1 
piety at Its Revalue ; for “ Society ” intuitively perceives the j 


difference, between real diamonds and paste, and Society’s 
experienced j udgment is sound. Admirable is the authoress's 
finesse as shown in her portrait of the half-converted tdpef 
Sir Philip, who is a cad of the very first water, or rather 
brandy-and-water. The Lady Betty, “looking beautiful in 
the French cambric girlish frock she chose ” as the costume'in 
which to receive and preach to her lover, whom she permits' 
to “ throw his arms around her ” and to “ bow his head upon 
her breast'” (“ Thy weary head upon my breast old song) 
while she stands “ stroking his head with her hand,” is" 
at barely twenty years of age, a consummate coquette/ dan- 
gerous to herself and to those with whom she may be 
brought into intimate relations. The character of Lady 
Betty is powerfully and remorselessly analysed by Lucas 
Cleeve, who indeed spares none of her creations, being 
cynically severe in her “living pictures” of such originals 
as she has mmitaUy photographed. But her readers will 
scai-cely forgive her for breaking off so abruptly, as every 
one of them, like the recipient of Sam Weller's valentine, will 
“ vish as there wos more.” True : but how does that Wellerian 
sptence finish? Let it be given in its entirety She '11. 
yish as there wos more, and that ’s the great art o' letter 
writin-!” Substitute “ romance ” or “novel” for “letter,” 
and there you have a tribute, in. this instance, to the art of 
Lucas Clee\’e. 

The Baron does not, as a rule, notice in the columns of tlie 
“ BmkingDJOSce ” the contents^of magazines. But the article in 
^ Summer Number of The Pall Mall Magazine, entitled “ Mr. 
Punch' s Pocket Books, ” has a special interest for all Mr. Punch's 
readars, especially those who are fortunate enough to possess an 
entire set of these Pocket Books^ which must now be catalogued 
amongst the rarities of Literature and Art. Here are to be 
seen excellent reproductions of quaintly frolicsome goblinesoue 
work by the incomparable Dicky 

Doyie; pictures (originally in' THE HBffl BAROis 
colour) portraying with irre- 
sistible comicality the humours 

of the day by J ohn Leech ; and ' 

keenest humour expressed with. 

artistic grace in the crowded 

and clearly defined penoiUings 

by Sir John Tenniel. The 

history of the Pocket Books 

is given in this article, and 

much instruction as well as 

amusement may be gathered 












Contribution toi^ards tbe Entente. 

At the entertainment to he given to the French naval 
officers m Westminster Hall on Saturday, August 12 (St. 
Grouse Day), “the dSjeuner,” the Times informs us, “will 
he provided by the House of Commons refreshment depart- 
ment under the direction of Mr. C. Kihg.” It will give 
OUT gallant guests some idea of our naval resources when they 
see how splendid a luncheon service can be set before t.TiPm 
by an English “Sea King.” 

Another Mare Clan stun. 

The persistmt report that Great Britain, France, Spain, ' 
rortugal, and America are about to close the Atlantic Ocean 
to foreign war-vessels should he accepted with some reserve, ' 
pending official confirmation. 

•cmf” “.Etiquette,” by “lAdy Clare” in The Lady.— 

When dining or lunching with friends, you would not fold 
^em up, but merely place them on the table when you rise 
JQ leave. 
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THE AUTOMOTORAMIC COMPANY, 
LTD. 

Peospectus. 

Capital, £100,000 in £1 Shares, 

This Company is constituted for tlie 
purpose of supplying a want long felt. 
The senseless restrictions which legisla- 
tion has imposed upon the speed of 
motors promises to retard an industry 
to which we look to maintain England 
in the proud position which she has 
hitherto held among the Great Powers. 

Accordingly the Automoto- 

ramie Company proposes to 
acquire the inventions of 
Claybury Cai?e-Hill, Esq., for 
the purpose of affording real __ 

sport for motorists, while „ 

removing them from the vexa- 
tious contrql of the police. 

The risk of damage to cars by 
bumping against things which 
persist in getting in the way 
will also be ob%dated. 

The inventions relate to the 
provision of a circular track | 
in the Company’s own abso- 

lutely private grounds, on 

which there will be standing 
room for a very large num- 
ber of motors. On each side j 
of the track an endless pano- 
rama of scenery, from the! 
brushes of our best scenic 
artists, will be erected on 
rollers. Motors will arrive -e- 

under their own petrol and, 
on taking up positions, each 
will be securely anchored “ 

down. On the word “ Go ” 
being given, the panorama 
will be whirled at forty miles 1 
an hour, while steam-driven ^ 

fanswill supply an appropriate 
air-blast, coupled with the 
braying of fog-horns. In- i 

genious automatic contri- 
vances will also disseminate 
dust (on the principle of the 
sand-blast) blended with the 
smell of petrol in a state of 
imperfect combustion, so that 
all the essentialities of a 
really enjoyable motor-ride at 

high speed wiU be supplied. ' ^ 

The only agreement entered into is 
between the promoters and the vendor, 
who agrees to accept the sum of £50,000 
for his inventions (£1 down and the rest 
in shares). 

Encroaclimeiits of the Sea. 

! AcooEDDfa to the Wrexham Adver- 
tiser's account of the Salisbury Plain 
Manoeuvres, “the general” (? General’s) 
“idea was that an enemy had landed in 
the vicinity of Birmingham.” No wonder 
that Mr. CHAMBERiAnT’s City should be a 
hotbed of Protection. 


TO A BUTTERFLY. 


CABS k LA RUSSE. 


^ (At 90 tn the Shade,) stated that a hundred Russian 

Blest sprite, that flittest through the air drosehkies are shortly to be introduced 


’Neath summer suns, devoid of care. 
And underwear; 

I envy thee, distracting fly, 

Thou look’st so fresh and cool, while I 
Can’t though I try. 

No collar donned at Fashion’s beck, 
Depends, a moist and crumpled wreck, 
About thy neck. 


















SEASIDE PRECAUTION. 

Father, wet ter ’air. You’ll get suhstroke!” 


I No hard-boiled shirt ; no fancy vest 
lies nightmare-like on thine oppressed 
And simmering chest. 

I envy thee ; ah .would I too 
Might brave, untrousered, e’en as you, 
The public view. 

A handkerchief, a string of beads 
Such as the Hottentot concedes 

To Custom’s needs — 

These, and a brush or so of paint 
I ’d gladly wear without complaint, 
Only L mayn’t! 


into London, by way of protest against 
the vagaries and inconveniences of the 
present cab service. We are fain to 
inquire if the drivers and their ways are 
to come along with these engaging little 
vehicles. If so, we shall witness some 
minor comedies in the streets and on the 
cab-ranks. One feature, at any rate, we 
expect will prove popular. On account 
of the inadequate support pro- 
vided by the back of the 
conveyance, it is within the 
bounds of etiquette for a 
gentleman to put his arm 
publicly round tlie waist of 
any lady whom he may be 
accompanying. At first, it 
may lead to protests on the 
part of Mrs. Gruxdy against 
Mixed Cab-riding; but doubt- 
less we shall soon get used to 
such a touching, simple cus- 
tom. We cannot have ladies, 
of any age or appearance, 
falling out backwards when 
the pavement is a trifle un- 
even, or the izcostchih whips 
up his horse too energetically. 

Perhaps, also, the Muscovite 
\ custom of bargaining for the 

p fare wiU be sanctioned by the 

^ authorities. It wiU be a pure 

. delight to the onlookers to 

J watch the hirsute and thickly- 

^ padded Ivan Iyanovitoh, late 

^ of the MiUionaya, S.P.B., de- 

daring by aU the wonder- 
i --,. ■■ working saints that he cannot 
^ consent to drive his client 

gs from Charing Cross to PaU 

MaU for less than five shillings, 
and finaUy coming down to 
four-pence. “ Tea - money,” 

. too, to be promptly converted 

’ — into vodka or quass, wiU be 
exacted by our enterprising 
Vankas, to the great enlarge- 
1 ment of the licensed victual- 

ler’s vocabulary. 

At any rate, we await the 
” drosehkies vrith interest, and 

no doubt the London street- 

boy wiU be equal to the occasion, and 
provide them and their drivers with i 
some endearing pet-name. After that, 
vriU Tokyo kindly oblige with some 
rickshas? In view of the aUiance we 
do not wish to become too Russianised — 
but hansoms have had their day, and 
some substitute is being badly whistled 
for throughout the metropolis. 


A PUBLISHER announces The Bed Laugh. 
This is to be foUowed by The Purple 
Yawn, The Seliotrope Hiccough, and The 
Crushed Strawberry Sneeze. 
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ORAL QUESTIONS AND WRITTEN ANSWERS. 

n. 

[To a LaJtj irhuai<hed the irriter whether he 'believed in tlioughUreadhig.l 

Is that most trying hour of all the day, 

When hallowed custom claims this act of grace, 

That men should throw the unfinished weed away 

And join the ladies in another place ; 

When, torpid with excess of meat and drink, 

In single file, a ludicrous procession, 

We feel the mood of exaltation sink 

Down to the nadir, point of worst depression ; — 

looting my apathy, yoti deftl}" sought 

A likely theme to pierce the carnal cloud, 

And asked if I believed that human thought 
ilight by a special gift be read aloud ; 

I answered Certainly ; for your look 

That gift is yours and, if you care to use it, 
ily mind just now is like an open book, 

And you are very welcome to peruse it.” 

That was my flattery. Ton read me wrong, 

When you divined that in my vapid brain 

One lonely thought revolved : — How long, how long 
Before I get the chance to smoke again 1 

I had another, chastely held in check, 

And it was this (for absence makes me bolder) : — 

1 really rather like the ivay her neck 

Goes with the pretty dip to meet her shoulder. 

But, gravely, — you who probe the inner man — 

I 'd not discourage you with cynic smile 

From reading people's thoughts as best you can, 

If they are legible and worth your while ; 

But here in so-called England you will find 

This art of yours a thankless thing to follow, 

For when you perforate our outer rind 

You come on nothing but a yawning hollow. 

Yoid of ideas, and vain of being void, 

We eat and sleep and rise to play at ball, 

Cocksure that we are. far too well employed 
^ To want to entertain a thought at all ; 

1 ou must not think heticeen (or during) meals ! 

This is our law ; and, if it grew more lenient, 
Conscience might trouble us with vague appeals, 

And that would prove extremely inconvenient. 

Thought is the root of action, saith the Sage, 

Which might include self-sacrifice at need ; 
Therefore, ere yet it reach the thinking stage, 

We nip that noxious poison in the seed ; 

For, once the germ I mention makes a start, 

We soon should hear wild talk about the Nation, 
How each in Her defence should hear his part, 

A thing too horrible for contemplation ! 

Such are the reasons why the race maintains 

Its prophylactic vacancy of head, 

And it would save you much expense of pains 

To teke the thoughts whicb aren’t inside as read ; 
Indeed, dear lady, till our habits mend 

And yield material for you to handle, 
Thought-reading seems a game on which to spend 

Only a very litHe length of candle. 0. S. 

^ for Bicyclists,” Home Chat says : “A little 

fuller sea^ du^ ij^de the stockings, socks and gloves, 
the feet cooL Nothing, however, is said of the use of 
runber senes as a protection against sunstroke. 

THE CRICKET OF THE FUTURE. 

(Being an extract from the Weekly Sportsman ” of 1920.) 

[“Playing for averages bids fair to become the curse of cricket.’* 

Daily Paper of 1905. 

“ What in the world do cricketers want with a tea interval?’” — Ibid,} 

An air of profound peace pervaded the Lord’s Cricket 
Ground on Monday morning when Wessex and Mudfordshire 
began their annual six-day match. Had it not been, indeed, 
for the usual sprinkling of insomnia patients on the Mound, 
and the well-filled seats of the Pavilion, which has recently 
been leased to Dr. Blenkinsop as a rest-cure sanatorium, the 
charming St. John’s Wood enclosure would have been weU- 
nigh deserted. The apathy of the public towards this most 
interesting match was all the more remarkable since it prac- 
tically foraied the climax to this season’s race for the top 
place in the batting averages. 

Punctually at five minutes to twelve Macfadden, the Wessex 
skipper, and Slocum, who fills a similar onerous position in 
the Mudfordshire eleven, appeared before the Pavilion to spin 
the fateful coin, both walking on tiptoe for fear of disturbing 
the rest-cure patients. W’hen it became known that Mac- 
fadden, with his usual perspicuity, had prophesied correctly, 
a low murmur of applause arose from the members of his 
eleven, who evidently did not relish the prospect of three 
days of leather-hunting in the present weather. 

A few minutes later Slocum and his men took the field, and on 
Blagrove (average 87*05) and Wilkinson (average 85*3) emerg- 
ing from the Pavilion to open the defence for Wessex, the 
insomnia martyrs, who had been aroused by the excitement 
incident to the decision of the toss, settled themselves down 
for a nap. 

It was obvious at once, from the caution with which they 
approached their tasks, that both batsmen, intent on increasing 
their averages, were prepared to take no risks. Finely though 
Jones and Jamraoh bowled, they could make no impression on 
their sterling defence, and when one o’clock brought the mili- 
and-soda interval the score on the board still stood thus 

No. 1. Total. No. 2. 

0 0 0 

Shortly after the resumption of play, Saunders, as third man, 
fumbled the ball, thus enabling Blagrove to open the Wessex 
account with a single. This occurrence seemed to galvanise 
Wilkinson into life, and he instantly began hitting out more 
freely, scoring no fewer than seven runs in the next twenty 
minutes. After this, however, the play quieted down again, 
owing, principally, to the clever tactics of Blagrove, who, by 
scoring a single off the last ball of each over, kept the bowling 
entirely to himself, thus preventing his rival from further 
increasing his average. The Sherry-and-Bitters interval at 
1*40 found the two batsmen still in partnership, nor did any 
change ensue during the play which occupied the last ten 
minutes before lunch, when the score stood at 

No. 1. Total. No. 2. 

17 28 11 

^ Soon after lunch Wilkinson created a considerable sensa- 
tion by hitting the first boundary of the match, a neat glide 
to leg, which reached the Mound railings before Arbutbnot — 
who had been dozing on one of the campstools with which all 
the outfielders are thoughtfully provided when Wilkinson and 
Blagro’^ are at the wickets — was suflSciently awake to stop 
it. This stroke provoked such a round of applause from 
the^ solitary occupant of Block B. that Dr. Blenkinsop was 
obliged to send round a special emissary to check his 
enthusiasm, applause from the spectators (or spectator) being 
strictly forbidden by the terms of his lease. 

As the gin-and-ginger interval drew near runs came more 
freely , twelve being added in forty minutes, with, the result 
that the 50 went up on the board after three hours’ play. 
With, a view to keeping them down, Slooum wisely decided 
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to put on Twaddler at the nnrsery end. As neither batsman 
could hope to play Twaddler’s leg-throws without running 
some risk of being caught, they wisely left them alone, with 
the result that the famous left-hancler came out with the 
following remarkable analysis : — 

0. M. R. W. 

17 17 0 0 

Tea was taken, as usual, at 4.30, and shortly after play was 
resumed Blaghove cleverly ran his partner out, thus getting 
rid of his most foimidable rival for premier honours in the 
batting list. His action aroused some adverse comment from 
the occupant of Block B., an old-fashioned gentleman who 
seems to have been thinking of the time, ten years ago, when 
to run your partner out intentionally was still considered bad 
form. But considering that this modern development is only 
a natural outcome of the keen competition for averages, we 
cannot see that his ill-natured remarks were warranted. 

[A hiatus in the account of this most interesting match 
gives reason to believe that the example of the rest-cure 
patients proved too much for our reporter. He does not take 
up the thread of his discourse again until Saturday evening, 
when he writes thus :] 

And so the great contest between Wessex and Mudfordshire 


ended in a very even draw. During the first three days 
Wessex scored 391 for the loss of seven wickets, and then 
declared the innings closed. During the last three days the 
Mudford batsmen, playing very bright cricket, knocked up a 
total of 370 for six wickets. What would have happened if 
it had been possible to continue the match for another fortnight 
it is impossible to say. We cannot, however, refrain from 
congratulating Upjohn, the famous stonewaller, on his superb 
120 not out, which, occupying as it did a little over fourteen 
hours, eclipsed all his previous records for care and circum- 
spection, and raised him from the fifth to the fourth place in 
the averages. 

Appended is our usual table showing the present positions 
of the leading counties in the Championship--'an absurdly 
old-fashioned institution to which the authorities still cling. 



p. 

W. 

L. 

D. 

Points. 

Lancashire . . . 

17 

0 

0 

17 

0 

Yorkshire 

13 

0 

0 

13 

0 

Surrey 

15 

0 

0 

15 

0 

Kent 

12 

0 

0 

12 

0 

Gloucestershire 

13 

0 

0 

13 

0 

Wessex 

16 

0 

0 

10 

0 

Mudfordshire... 

M 

0 

0 

14 

0 
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CHARIVARIA. 

TVe understand that some of the greet- 
ings in French in our streets led our 
Yisitors to believe that Esperanto had 
obtained a greater hold over here than 
is the actual case. 


The Entente crops up in unexpected 
places. It has been decided that at the 
Russo-Japanese Peace Conference the 
English and French languages shall be 
used jointly, and the official minutes are 
to be recorded in both languages. 


As was expected, Mi*. Balfour has 
categorically stated in the House that 
the Government were not responsible for 
Lord Roberts’ speech concerning the 
unpreparedness of the Army for war. 
Their responsibility is limited to the 
unpreparedness. 

However, one did not have to wait 
long for proof that Lord Roberts did not 
exaggerate the danger of the present 
condition of the Army. Two days after 
hi's speech a poem on the sub j ect appeared 
by Mr. Austin. 

An attempt is to be made by Mr. 
Henniker Heaton to promote ^ inter- 
national brotherhood by the institution 
of universal penny postage. It is good 
to know that, if the Russo-Japanese 
peace negotiations should fail, there 
may still be this. 

A sturgeon caught some time ago by 
a fisherman near Goole was forwarded 
to the King in accordance with custom, 
but has now been returned with the 
intimation that His ILuesty does not 
wish to enforce his right ; and the pro- 
blem propounded by the Westminster 
Gazette, “ Can Fish Smell ? ” should now 
be solved without difficulty. 


Homes have been established in Ber- 
lin for singing birds whose owners have 
left them behind on their departure for. 
their summer holidays, and a bird of 
good pedigree may now command an 
entire suite of apartments. 

We trust that the Poor Law Commis- 
sion which is about to be appointed will 
have power to consider whether some- 
thing cannot be done in regard to the 
poor law of the average Act of Parlia- 
ment, through which, as a rule, the 
traditional coach-and-four can be driven 
with ease. 


Now that the Law Courts have closed 
for the vacation, we have been requested 
to voice a grievance which is a very real 
one. There is a growing tendency 
among litigants, after an action has 
been partly ^heard and] the public has 


become thoroughly interested in it 
when, perhaps, it has reached its most 
exciting stage — to settle the matter out of 
Court. As often as not the J udge aids and 
abets. We think that when a case has 
once been partly reported in the Press the 
public has a vested interest in it, and is 
entitled to protection against the parties. 

At a performance of “looping the 
loop ” in Hanover there was a praise- 
worthy innovation. The vehicle contain- 
ing the artist feU off the track among 
the audience, injuring many of them, 
while the performer was scarcely hurt. 
This is undoubtedly the right way to put 
a stop to the demand for these foolish 
exhibitions. 


“It is always a perplexing problem,” 
says the Ladies' Field, “for a woman 
to" find out how to indulge in any of 
our field or national sports and look 
nice at the same time.” The failure 
which dogs the footsteps of female 
hockey-players is peculiarly deplorable. 

Where to send our cats during the 
holidays is a problem which apparently 
worries many persons. Meanwhile a 
misogynist has written to complain of 
the large numbers sent to sea-side 
boarding-houses. 

A dear old lady, on hearing that one 
of our China battleships had broken 
down on her way home, remarked that 
we must expect such mishaps if we build 
oiu’ vessels of that fragile material. 


Feed. Rates, the American travelling 
boot-black, intends to visit, in addition 
to King Edward, the Czar of Russia and 
the Emperor of Japan, if the difficult 
question of imecedence can be arranged. 


A Revenue Officer has written to the 
Daily Mail to say that “The vilest 
Scotch plain spirit, a few days old, with 
a little burnt sugar added, may be sold 
as fine old Irish whiskey, and vice versa." 
This is perhaps the most startling of aU 
the “Falsehoods in Business” which 
have been exposed in the columns of 
our contemporary. Even the most wide- 
awake among us never guessed that fine 
old • Irish whiskey might be palmed off 
on us as the vilest Scotch plain spirit. 


By the by, the “No reasonable offer 
refused ” fraud has not yet, we believe, 
been shown up. Allured by such a 
notice in a shop which ’ exhibited a 
number of Continental oil paintings, all 
“ guaranteed done by hand and signed,” 
we made an offer of five shillings for the 
lot the other day, and the proprietor, a 
foreign gentleman, after trying to get us 
to .be satisfied with two of the works of 
art, finally shuffled out of his agreement. 


Some of our watering-places seem to 
be waking up at last to the necessity of 
offering increased attractions to visitors. 
At Filey, last week, Mr. and Mrs. Kendal 
formally opened a water-trough for 
donkeys. 

The two following statements appeared 
in different parts of one and the same 
number of the Express last week. Which 
are we to believe? (1) “A pleasing 
compliment was paid by the Lord Chief 
Justice to Mr. Justice Gildersleeve, of 
the United States. The latter was pre- 
sented to Lord Alveestone at the Law 
Courts, and the unusual honour was 
paid of asking him to take a seat upon the 
Bench.” (2) “A large tabby cat walked 
into the Lord Chief Justice’s Court 
yesterday, sat dowm by the Judge, and 
listened to the evidence for a while, and 
then moved leisurely out.” 


ART IN' ARCADY. 

(An Idyll.) 

Strephon. 

“Fairest Asiaryllis, why 
Let proud fashion’s freaks delude you? 
Lay those frills and flounces by 1 
For that simple gown I sigh 
Which you wore when first I wooed 
you.” 

Amaryllis. 

“ Foolish Strephon ! were your lore 
In such matters more extensive, 

You would praise that gown no more, 
Since of all I ever wore 
It was far the most expensive.” 


In these sultry days, when ordinary 
butter can with difficulty be induced to 
sit up in the shade, we welcome a new 
brand to which reference (though not by 
name) is made in the Giri's Own Paper 
for August. One of its “Reliable Re- 
ceipts” begins as follows: — “Line a 
dish with butter that will stand the fire.” 


From the Glasgow Evening Citizen's 
report of a recent action for the infringe- 
ment of a patent for printing and de- 
livering tram-tickets, we learn that “ the 
introduction of electric tramways has de- 
veloped the number of people who travel 
by enormous strides.” This, of course, is 
due to the foolish habit of attempting to 
overtake these rapid cars en route. 


Reflection by Mr. John Corbett on 
seeing his Horse, after many misadven- 
tures, WIN the Alexandra Welter Handi- 
cap. — “Everything comes to the horse 
that waits~even the winning post.” 


“ The iron has entered into my sole,” 
as the man remarked when he trod on 
an upturned tack. 



At 9 A,M. this morning Mr. Charles 
Burgess Swimburhe, the redoubtable 
Northumbrian acrobat, commenced his 
great attempt to negotiate the passage of 
the Channel amid a vast concourse of 
spectators. Interviewed an hour and a 
half before immersion the athlete 
remarked to our representative that 
everything depended upon the Wheel of 
Fortune, “but unfortunately,” he added 
with a laugh, “ one can never tell which 
way it is going to turn.” Mr. Eudvard 
Kiplthg (the poet) who was present, and 
was also interviewed, wished the swinmier 
all success, but expressed a fear that the 
scour of the Channel tide might even- 
tually upset his apple-cart, — an appre- 
hension which unfortunately proved only 
too well grounded. A telegram was 
received from Mr. W. L. Murdoch con- 
taining the words, “ Our boys wish you 
luck,” and M. Loubet wired, “Hearty 
felicitations upon your so splendid 
undertaking.” 

At 8.30 A.M. Mr. Swimburne set out 
from Dover Pier for Danger Point, con- 
voyed by the entire strength of the 
British and French fleets, and accom- 
panied by the sounds of “For he's a 
jolly good fellow,” played upon gramo- 
phones. Arrived at the fateful rock he 
prepared for his long encounter with the 
deep. The athlete wore a motor-cap, 
mask, and goggles of a peculiar pattern, 
and his body was entirely coated with a 
strong solution of equal parts of plaster 
of Paris and Yorkshire pudding; he 
also wore patent leather boots covered 
by goloshes, this last precaution being 
taken to prevent a recurrence of the 
accident which happened to Mr. Pobble, 






Enr/Ushvian (to Friend). “There goes that awful liar, who says he has climbed every 

THIHG UNDER THE SDN.” 

Friend. “ Don’t call him a liar. Eather sat he has a great talent for exaggerating 

THINGS THAT NEVER HAPPENED.” 


a previous swimmer, who had the bad 
luck to get his feet wet. 

At 8.55 A.M. Mr. Swimburute (who had 
previously partaken of a light breakfast 
of pate de foie gras, quails in aspic, and 
trifle) sang a comic song, and, punctu- 
ally to the hour, lit a cigarette and entered 
the water — amid the united strains of 
the Marseillaise and the National Anthem 
(proceeding from the warships). He 
started strongly with his famous Brest 
stroke. 

12.30 P.M. — Mr. SwnvEBURNE is now 
five miles from Dover and going well. 
He has just taken a second breakfast of 
iced melon and Vaccaril. He has adopted 
the Trudgeon stroke. 

2 P.M. — ^Mr. Swimburne is now six 
miles from Dover.- He has taken a third 
breakfast, consisting of lobster salad and 
milk chocolate, and is singing comic 
songs on his back. 


3.30 P.M. — Mr. Swn\rBURNE is going 
comfortably. He has just taken a fourth 
breakfast, and says he feels remarkably 
fit, considering. He is now about 4| 
miles from Dover and using a side-stroke. 

Later. — Mr. Switviburne is two miles 
from Dover. He has abandoned the 
side-stroke, but is not at ah exhausted. 
He is stih singing. 

Stop Press Telegram. Mr. Swimburj^ 
landed at Dover at 8.35 p.m. He is 
chatting comfortably, and singing a 

com (Remainder of message blurred 

in delivery.) 

Commercial Ambiguity* 

From a window in the City:^ “Buy 
our Boots. ’ Every pair will bring the 
customer lach.'' This is not clear. 
Will the customer be inside the Boots, 
or outside them? 
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BILKINGTON SQUIRE. 

“ Are all you cliaps asleep ? ” remarked 
Bllhington Squire, Champion Old English 
Sheepdog and winner of a hundred 
prizes. It was midnight, and the central 
hall of the Dog Show was in darkness, 
saTe where a flickering lamp marked the 
place where the night attendant lay 
snoring hea^uly, and dimly illuminated 
the long lines of benches. 

''Asleep I” snarled a neighbouring 
Collie, shaking his chain with an angry 
rattle. Not a chance ! Here I 've been 
barking twelve hours at a stretch, and 
my head ’s fit to split.” 

"‘'So’s mine,” moaned an Airedale 
terrier, “and now Master’s gone and 
left me sore at heart.” 

^^Keavt only?” sneered a Borzoi. 
“ Why, great shanks and marrowbones ! 
I ’m sore all over I What with combing 
and grooming, there ’s no pleasure left 
in scratching, or anything left to scratch, 
as far as that goes.” 

“That’s nothing to me,” yelped a 
corded Poodle ; “ I ’in shaved dangerously 
close one half, and the other tied up in 
excruciatingly tight pink bows — while 
the language, if I so much as shake my 
head, isn’t fit for a well-bred dog to 
listen to.” 

“ What a life ! ” bayed a deep-voiced 
St. Bernard, from a distant bench. 
“We’re for all the world like a parcel 
of schoolgirls at a strict boarding school, 
never allowed to lark or fight or jump 
into green scummy ponds or roll in the 
long wet grass when we want to.” 

Bilkington Squire chuckled good- 
humouredly. 

“ Cheer up,” he said. “ Think of the 
honour and glor}^ boys.” 

“ Honour and glory I ” snapped a 
wire-haired Terrier. “ W'hat ’s the good 
of that —you can’t kill it. Give me a 
rat in a rick before all the honour and 
glory in the world.” 

“Eats?” exclaimed a prick-eared 
Skye. “Who said Rats?” and the 
chorus ran along the benches. 

“ Stop it ! ” said Bilkington Squire 
angrily, “ or you ’ll wake the man, and 
the wrong dogs wiU get whacked as 
usual. Why can’t yori keep quiet like 
my little friend King Charlie here, with 
his tongue hanging out at one side as 
good as gold ? ” 

“ Don’t laugh at my tongue,” pleaded 
the little dog, goggling his eyes wistfully. 
“ I ’ve got to keep it there. It ’s a point ! ” 

“ Point or no point, it didn’t do you 
much good in the ring,” chipped in a 
Schipperke. “Is it true you actuf^y 
flew at the judge when she didn’t give 
you a prize ? ” 

“Quite true,” replied King Charlie. 
“ I heard my mistress say she was a cat, 
BO, of course, I went for her.” 

“Cats — ^who said Cats?” began the 


Yorkshire terriers, but Bilkington Squire 
hurriedly suppressed them. 

“ Look here,” he said, “ if you fellows 
will keep quiet I ’ll tell you the tale of 
my life. Like my other it ’s quite short 
and rather lively. To begin with, it ’s a 
popular fallacy to think a dog is judged 
on his points, it’s merely a question^ of 
breeder and pedigree, and though mine 
are the envy of every kennel in the 
county as a matter of fact my origin is 
unknown — and I am no more Bilkington 
Squire than that dish of biscuit at my 
side.” 

Having thus reduced his audience to 
breathless attention, he resumed : 

“Three years ago my late master 
bought me from a travelhng tinker for 
half-a-crown. I was a big chap, and he 
got me into condition with a view to 
getting a bit more than his money back 
at the shows. I should be sorry to say 
how much he dropped over the trans- 
action. It was heart-breaking work for 
both of us. We were always the first to 
be waved aside in the ring, and the 
coveted prize-tickets seemed to adorn 
every pen on the bench but mine. I 
was as fine a dog then as now, but I was 
unknown, and likely to remain so. 

“ One day, at a big show in the Mid- 
lands, when my master and I were 
heartily sick of the whole business, I 
found myself in the next pen to the 
Champion Old English Sheepdog of the 
country, who swept the board of prizes 
at every show he went to. I looked at 
him over the smaR wire partition that 
divided us, and he looked at me. Looked ! 
— ^we stared, and no wonder, for we were 
as like as two peas. From the lop of our 
ears to the last patch of colour on our 
flanks we were absolutely identical, and 
as I looked I laughed rather bitterly at 
the irony of fate. 

“‘Hallo,’ he cried in amazement, 

‘ where on earth did you come from ? ’ 

“ ‘Heaven knows — ^I don’t,’ I replied, 
flippantly ; ‘ but I can tell you where I ’m 
going to. After to-day my Master takes 
me home and sells me to the butcher 
for five bob ! ’ 

“‘Will the butcher show you?’ he 
said. 

“ ‘ Oh dear no,’ I replied ; ‘he’s only 
got a fancy for me. I shall run after 
the cart, eat the scraps and sleep on the 
sawdust.’ 

“‘Lucky chap!’ he groaned. ‘Just 
the life I’ve always longed for. I’d 
give the world to be in your pen 1 ’ 

‘“And I — to be in yours,’ I replied, 
bitterly. 

“He looked furtively round — it was 
lunch time and the place was deserted. 

“ ‘ Come along over, then 1 ’ he said — 
with a strange thrill in his voice, and 
next moment, with a rattle of claws 
against the wire, the deed was accom- 
plished. The transformation was com- 


plete. I was Champion Bilkington 
Squire, and speedily surrounded by a 
group of admirers who, having first 
read my credentials, proceeded * to 
demonstrate to their friends the match- 
less superiority of my points. Presently 
I noticed out of the co'rner of my eye my 
old master approach the next pen ; but 
all he did was to cuff the real Bilkington 
Squire on the head for being a failure, 
and lead him away to complete his bar- 
gain with the butcher. 

“ Since then, as you know, my career 
has been one unbroken line of brilliant 
successes, I am worth a fabulous amount 
of money, and I have never once regretted 
the day when I changed places and 
pens with Bilkington Squire — nor, to all 
appearances, has he. 

“I saw him two days ago, as I was 
on my way here in a cab. We were 
blocked by the traffic just as we were 
abreast of a prosperous butcher’s shop, 
and there he lay among the sawdust 
beside the block, gross as a pig, his coat 
a mass of clotted tangles. He opened 
one eye, and recognised me. 

“ ‘ How goes it ? ’ I said. 

“‘AZZ right,’ he replied, in an oozy 
voice. ‘Look at our stock — no Canter- 
bury lamb here, if you please. By the 
way, if you see a mongrel Retriever 
round the corner tell him I ’m ready for 
the last round at 9.30 to-night in the 
mews at the back. How’s yourself?’ 
But without waiting for a reply he 
began scratching methodically, and was 
still so employed when my master puUed 
my head in and put the window up, 
for fear I should get a cold in my eye. 
And^ that’s all about it,” concluded 
Bilkington Squire. 

He paused — but the only sound that 
reached his ears was an occasional snore, 
grunt, or a deep sigh, as with twitching 
limbs and in uneasy attitudes his 
exhausted audience snatched a little 
fitful slumber against the last day of 
the Show. 

NOT GUILTY. 

Oh, the silly season’s reigning belle 
Is the Thriftless Wife of the Daily Tel . — 
A frivolous, frilly, expensive flirt, 

With the newest sleeve and the latest 
skirt ; — 

But they ’re aU quite wrong who describe 
her so ; 

For the female fop, as I soon will show, 
’Mid the thriftless can’t be placed ; 
For it stands to reason, the constant aim 
Of the silk-draped, chiffon-frilled, lace- 
flounced dame 

Is the smallest 'possible 'waste. 


German Pessimism and the Anglo- 
Feenoh Fleets. — The lesson of Brest has 
been taken to heart. 
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F'ivst F'oud Mduviiud (^ichosc lio'^es Jicidb IcitBly hcen dashed), ** Our heartiest congratulations on dear "V iolet s engagement, Mrs. 

HoOKHAM,” ^ 

Second Fond Mamina (whose hopes have heen realised). you. We are delighted. Captain Norton is such a charming 

fellow.” 

First Fond Mamma. “Yes, and so self-sacrificing!” 


THE WONDERFUL BOY OF OLD. 

(A SchooTboy's View) 

Oh, mucli have I read in prose and verse, 

And many a tale is told 
That makes a fellow to-day seem worse 
Than the wonderful boy of old : 

A regular nugget without alloy, 

His master’s pride and his parents’ joy, 

A big-brained, muscular, model boy, 

A wonderful boy of gold. 

He could jump as far as a kangaroo. 

And run like a hunted hare; 

Whatever he said was brave and true, 

Whatever he did was fair. 

The “ sapping ” that makes your senses swim, 
And your hair stand up, and your eyes grow dim, 
Was a kind of jolly good joke to him — 

He did it with time to spare. 

Whenever he bowled he gained a hat ^ 

By scattering wickets three ; 

He punished the bowling and kept his bat 
As straight as a bat could be. 

Oh, the balls he slogged and the balls he snicked. 
And the goals he saved and the goals he kicked, 
And the blustering bullies he fought and licked, 
Were a marvellous sight to see ! 


And now he ’s a Judge in a tip-top wig, 

A Colonel, or College Don, 

This wonderful boy who started big 
And never stopped getting on ; 

For no one ever could call a halt 

To the boy who was born without a fault — 

Though I take the tiniest grain of salt 
With the tale of the paragon. 

But he kept a rule, if a thing seemed right — 

I hope I may keep the same— 

To go and do it with all his might 
And hardly a thought of fame ; 

For it isn’t the winning that makes a man, 

But it ’s playing the game on the good old plan, 

As hard and straight as a mortal can — 

In fact it ’s playing the game. R. C. L. 


‘‘Crael only to be Kind,’’ 

R NACFERS, knackers, knackers !— Best possible prices 
given. Persons desirous of having old favourites or injured 

horses destroyed, send them to , who uses them as food for 

animals, and therefore ensures that they are killed. — Advt. in me 
“ Evening Express ” (lAverpool). 

One would like to know a little more about the wild 
animals, but we may take it that their clients would be 
secure against survival. 




EECIPE FOR A SERIAL. 

(See the machine-made Fiction running in certain dailies.') 

A MAID — or wife — or widow— -witli red hair, 

And a cool cheek and pale ; 

Bright; mocking wit (not set down anywhere) — 
Great, glinting eyes, soft laces, jewels rare, 

And Doncet ’gowns, that trail. 

A man of mark, who ’s in the Cahinet, 

And has the Nation’s ear ; 

His hands are clenched, his face is white and set. 
The red-haired siren he cannot forget, 

Bnt has a wife — dear, dear ! 

The wife ’s a miracle of womankind, 

All wrongs — and gracious curves, 

Tho’ suffering such agonies of mind 
That secretly she weeps herself half blind, 

Her beauty she preserves. 

A close-lipped, strong-jawed Monarch of Finance, 
Cynical, ruthless, tall ; 

All gold, save iron will and steely glance, 

He winks, — the markets rise, — and then, perchance 
He yawns, — and down they f all . 


Add now some Dukes and Marquises, to taste. 

And “ extra ” ladies, please, 

A wicked foreign Prince, — dark eyes, small waist, — 
A lot of love, and commas too, misplaced. 

And not a few of these ! ! ! 

Then let your puppets give their show, where’er 
It ’s really smart to be ; 

Hurlingham, Ascot, Simla, and Mayfair, 

Yacht, motor-car, balloon, — sea, earth, and air, 
Sahara and Paree. 

Sort ’em and dust ’em, when their task is o’er ; 

Fresh names, of course, they ’U need, 

A coat of paint, maybe, — and then, once more. 

In Daily Thrills they ’ll figure, as before, 

And he that runs (to catch his train) may read. 


UisDER the head of “Live Stock” a Society contemporary 
recently advertised “ Two Rosy Pastors in full song, Is, 6d 
each.” We do not know at what kind of entertainment 
these rubicund divines are supposed to appear, but we 
cannot help feeling that such performances shotdd not be 
advertised in a secular organ. 
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THE YIELD OF THE YEAE. 

Mk. Pouch (genioEy). “WELL, PARMER. AND WHEN ARE YOU GOING TO CARRY YOUR HARVEST?’ 

Farmee Balfour (vnth equal geniality, shoioing the sheaves). THIS IS THE HARVEST . 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


Extracted from the Diabt of Toby, M.P. 



SOME “ENTENTES CORDIALES” SEEM A LONG WAY OFF STILL. 

Sir Cainhel-Bammreman. “Au revoir, Milor Sir Balfour! I wisL a-you what you call ze ‘ Goodatime ’ I Many ^appy New Year of 
* Offisse.’ 

Sir Balfour. “ Mille remerciments and au revoir, cher Sir Banamreman I I ’ope you ’ave ze vairy nice ‘hye“61ections.’'' Adieu, Sir 
Asquizdth ; I per’aps meet a~you on ze course of ze golfe-game-match.*’ 


House of Commons, Monday, Aug. 7. — 
Hush fell on crowded House when, at 
Question time, St. John Brodriok strode 
in. 

Malbrook s’en va-t-en guerre. 
Brodriok hasn’t. Just as he turned his 
face to it word reached him from head- 
quarters that he would better serve his 
country in the groves of peace at West- 
minster. Had arranged to be present 
this very afternoon at Primrose gathering 
at Cranleigh ; prepared notes of speech 
demonstrating indispensability of pre- 
sent Government to welfare of State, 
safety of Empire. 

To watchful ear of the Pink ’Un 
came rumour of ambush neareT home. 
Making his daily peregrination of subter- 
raneous passages of the House in search 
of contraband Radicals or Irish Members, 
his lantern flashed light on deep design. 
Instead of spending Bank Holiday on 
Hampstead Heath or slopes of Greenwich, 
a wicked Opposition had planned sur- 
prise for patriotic Ministry. Ostenta- 
tiously announcing intention of taking a 
sail on the river in one of the penny 
steamboats they were to disembark at 
Westminster Bridge in groups of three, 
certainly not more than five. Between 


Embankment and Westminster Yard 
there is subterraneous passage. Along 
this they were to glide, making their 
way by back entrances to the vaults 
connected with Ventilating Department. 
Here, iced-lemonade and cigarettes being 
provided at expense of anonymous person 
— the Pink ’Un’s spies brought him 
certain news that the remittance bore the 
Dover postmark — they were to remain 
till, the signal given, they should rush 
into the Central Lobby, dash past the 
paralysed Government Whip, snap a 
division, and so put Prince Arthur to 
the trouble of saying again that he would 
not resign merely because he had been 
beaten by an accident. 

Such was the carefully elaborated 
scheme of a debased Opposition. They 
reckoned without the Pink ’Un. As the 
Banbury Cake admiringly observes. 
You have to get xtp very early in the 
morning to catch that weasel asleep.” 

Having possessed himself of the 
enemy’s plans, familiar with their signs 
and countersigns, he rapidly elaborated 
a means of countervailing the plot. Not 
only was a whip of alarming energy 
privately despatched to Ministerialists 
urging them to be in their places morn- 


ing and evening, but able editors, roused 
from their slumbers in the dead of the 
night, were induced to print in their 
largest type direful hints calculated to 
cause to creep the flesh of the most 
indifferent. Not for the first time might 
the Capitol be saved by vocaL^larm. 

Climax reached in the Pink ’Un’s 
personal direct appeal to Stoetary of 
State for India. “ I am sure,” he wrote, 
“that you and your friends in Surrey 
win see that the sacrifice asked of 
private Members must in fairness be 
asked of Ministers. Perhaps this wifi 
be appreciated more especiaUy-by those 
constituents who have the honour to be 
represented by a Cabinet Minister.” 

What could St. John Brodriok do in 
response to appeal like this, at once 
dignified and blood-curdling? He did 
the one, the right thing. He left the 
Primrose Meeting to the counter-attrac- 
tions of the dusky minstrels ‘ arid the 
merry-go-round, and rallied to his com- 
rades and his country at Westminster. 

A great occasion, a thrilling scene; 
lacked only one element of success. 
There was no surprise, no ambush. Qn 
the contrary Ministerial majority ran up 
to over a hundred. Idle to deny that 
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Members who at considerable personal 
inconvenience had responded to frenzied 
call to battle looked askance at Pink 
'Un. Mentally registered resolution not 
to be taken in again. 

Business done, — Unemployed Bill 
rushed through final stages, sent on to 
waiting Lords. 

Thursday. — Mr. James Christopher 
Flynk gone back to County Cork a 
chastened man. Has had little joy of 
life in closing Session. Made several 
speeches marked by undiminished fluency 
and diminishing audience. For an Irish 
Member Christopher is, to tell the truth, 
a dull dog. Endowed with national gift 
of flow of words, but they lead nowhither 
beyond the marsh of deadly common- 
place. 

Disappointed and depressed by lack 
of appreciation, he, like his historic 
countryman driving at slow pace an 
outside car, saved a trot for the 
animal.” Glancing over Report of Irish 
Agricultural Department on the Sea 
and Inland Fisheries of Ireland, his 
eagle eye discerned opportunity to make 
the Chief Secretary squirm. He sat 
down quickly and drafted a question 
asking “whether the Chief Secretary’s 
attention has been called to the fact 
that over two hundred pages of a Blue 
Book are occupied with scientific inves- 
tigations, diagrams and plates dealing 
with marine fauna, with noctiluca 
miliaris, muggiae atlantica, pleuro- 
brachia pileus, echinodermata, and other 
specimens of marine life interesting to 
naturalists, and only two pages to the 
questions of shoal fish and the present 
destruction of immature mackerel on the 
South Coast of Ireland.” 

When he rose to put his question 
from the printed list, ribald Members 
called out, “Read ! Read ! ” Time was 
when, it being the rule for Members to 
recite questions addressed to Ministers, 
James Christopher would have had to 
syllable out noctiluca miliaris, muggiae 
atlantica,* ' and eke echinodermata. 
Naturally he was not, at the invitation 
of mischief-makers, inclined to give 
away his advantage of leaving these 
undesirable aliens in the silence of type. 

Walter Long- in his reply equally 
cautious. At one moment the eagerly- 
watching House observed his lips frame 
something that looked like pleuro- 
brachia pileus. Thought better (or 
worse) of it ; anyhow abandoned attempt; 
contented himself with curtly pointing 
out to Flynn* that there is a second 
volume of the Report, in which shoal 
fish are not neglected nor immature 
mackerel overlooked. 

Thus was a fresh injustice to Ireland 
ignored by a reckless Minister. 

Business done, — Appropriation Bill 
passed. 

Friday. — ^Parliament Prorogued. 


THE UNDESIRABLE IDEAL. 

(“ ‘ Is the ideal car desirable ? ’ is the rather 
paradoxical question which Mr. Fred. T. Jane 
answers in the negative in the course of an 
article in the current Autocar.^' — Westminster 
Gazette) 

What horseman loves the sober nag 
That knows not how to play 
In sportive mood the merry wag, 

And while the tedious way ? 

Give him the cob with ear a-prick 
And saucy unexpected trick, 

With soul of flame and eye of fire — 
This is Pheidippides’ desire. 

So may my motor love to frisk 
And gambol on its own ; 

There is but little sporting risk, 

When aU the odds are known. 

I would not drive a car that did 
Precisely as I chose to bid, 

A motor that had never known 
A will and temper of its own. 

May mine, like frolic colts, delight 
In unexpected swerves ; 

There ’s nothing like a sudden fright 
To titillate the nerves. 

And may it find a joyous thrill , 

In bolting down a breakneck hill, 
Regardless of the puny brake, 

And strewing chaos in its wake. 

To skim at legal speed along 
The uneventful way, 

With nothing ever going wrong, 

Is but the poorest play. 

Give me the sportive motor which 
Delights to take a casual ditch, 

And does not fear to risk its fate 
Over a sturdy five-harred gate. 

May it demand incessant toil 
And superhuman art, 

And may the fiery petrol boil 
Within its gallant heart. 

May sparks and flashes fill the air 
As hooting through the streets I tear, 
Not knowing when ’twiU all explode 
And scatter me along the road. 


PAROLANTI LA LINGVO. 

A CONGRESS of Esperantists fi’om Europe, 
India, Canada, and New Zealand was 
held at Boulogne last week. The official 
language was Esperanto, and discussions, 
concerts and theatrical performances are 
being held therein. The full title of 
the Congress was “ Universala Kongreso 
en Boulogne-sur-Mer, sub la prezido de 
Dro. Zamenhof.” In case any of Mr. 
Punch's readers are proposing to run 
the risk of a visit at this period, we are 
happy to present them with a short 
Anglo-Esperanto dialogue. It might 
be useful to the traveller on being 
accosted at the landing-stage by any 
cosmopolitan-looking gentleman with a 
badge and portrait of the worthy Doctor 


and Inventor of “La Lingvo Inter- 
nacia ” : — 

Bonan tagon, Sinjoro, kiel vi sanas ? 

Pretty well, thank you — at least, I ’m 
fairly sane, so far ! 

Tre bone ! vi venis el Anglolando ? 

You Ve hit it — that ’s where I ’ve come 
from ! 

Per vaporsipo ? 

Well, I didn’t swim I I’m not Miss 
Hellerman. 

Haha ! Mi vidas ke vi estas seka ! 

Yes, I am dry. I could do with a 
drink ! 

Kelnero, donu al mi la akvon. 

Hold hard, put a little Scotch in it, 
old cock ! 

Vian sanon, Sinjoro ! vi havas monon ? 

Money ? Oh yes — suppose we toss ? 

Yolonte ... ho, mi gajnas ! 

So you do ! you ’re a regular Jackson ! 

Vi ne volas paroli Esperanton? vi 
min komprenas facile 1 

Ratoj ! — ^I mean Rats ! Excuse my 
bad lingvo ! English is good enough 
for me ! 

Sed yi bavus multajn lecionojn kaj 
ekzercojn apud la Kongreso ! Nun mi 
iros tie. 

Very well — you go and enjoy yourself. 
The Casino is more in my line ! 

Kaj ludi “malgrandajn cevalojn”?! 
Mi timas ke vi perdos 1 

Right-o ! Never you mind, old chap ! 
the “little horses ” are what I came over 
for. I hope to pay my fare. 

^ Nu, adiau . . . Viva I’Entento Kor- 
diala ! Tata ! al plezuro ! 

Remember me to the Master ! . . . HuUo, 
the Casino is chock-full of Esperantists, 
and they’re aU talking English except 
the croupier! . . . Why, there’s old 
Zamenhof himself . . . and he ’s spotted 
the winner ! . , . 

We think that by now our readers 
will have gathered a sufficient impres- 
sion of the beauties of the new world- 
language — also, our Esperanto vocabu- 
lary has suddenly petered out. We 
recommend, after all, the Anglo-French 
of Portsmouth as a “lingvo” for the 
universe. Zig-Zag. 


Onr Guests at the Guildhall. 

French Naval Officer (to comrade). To 
rename one of the streets in honour of 
the occasion, — ah non 1 that was of 
course, in a city ancient as London, 
impossible. But see, then, what they 
have done, these brave Londoners. To 
the name of every street in their City 
they have added the letters “E.C.” — 
Entente Cor diale ! What could there be 
of more touching ? 


Orthodoxy on the South Coast. — ^A 
Brighton barber displays on his wall 
the significant appe^: — “Antisgeptio 
Shaving.” 




“BLANK” AMMUNITION. 

.-C. “I SAY, Brown, I think the Brigadier would like you to bring your Maxim up a little nearer him. 
refreshment can usually Be obtained from tbe ammunition-box of a machine-gun if you know the officer in chai 
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AluUie. “How smart you look this afternoon, dearie!’* 

Dolly (who has heen foy'lidde7i to ash if she may stay tq tea). “Well, y,ou see, I put cn 
THIS COSTUME, SO THAT IF ANYBODY DID ASK ME TO TEA I OQULD STOP.’? (CoilSGieme Stricken) 
“I — haven’t ASKED, HAVE I? ” 


THE PLAINT OF THE BACHELOR 
UNCLE. 

During tlie summer holidays, 

Buoyed up with confidence pathetic, 

I’ve tried to prove in various ways 
That I am stiU not unathletic. 

Equipped with everything complete — 
Bats, golf-cluhs, racket, Beeston Hum- 
ber — 

I came to find myself effete, 

To prove myself a mere back number. 

I started in a village match, 

As Captain of the house eleven, 

By missing a most easy catch — 

The batsmen then stayed in tiU seven. 

I scored consistently — with blobs ” ; 
Nor was my reputation mended 

When I went on to bowl — with lobs 
My solitary over ended. 

Discarding cricket as a game 
In which I was no longer O.K., 

I sought to vindicate my fame 

By showing off my skill in croquet. 

Vain confidence 1 for here again 
I met with unretrieved disaster : 

A stalwart nephew, rising ten. 

Proved irresistibly my master. 

My next essay was on the links, 

Where, making certain of defeating 

My school-girl niece, an agile minx, 

I gave a third and got a beating. 

I drove with aU. my heart and soul. 

But none the less the little rascal 

Was dormy at the thirteenth hole, 

And at the last I lost my Haskell. 


Tennis canie uext upon the list, 

And her© it was the self-same story. 
The bounding ball I either missed 
Or sent it hurding into glory. 

I never won a single set ; 

And when, by ill-success unsated, 

I tried to jump the tennis net. 

My cropper was unmitigated. 

Next day, as everyone disclosed 
Unchecked desire for fresh exertion, 

I temerarigusly proposed 
A little bicycle excursion. 

For long I sadly lagged behind — 

My second wind completely failed me — 
Until, contemptuously kind, 

Two youthful scorchers homeward 
trailed me. 

’Twas then my sister, blunt of speech. 
Who never falters at ber fences, 
Stepped suddenly into the breach, 

And brought me swiftly to my senses. 
“Dear Johnt,” she said, “why vainly 
fight 

With anno dominif Remember, 
Although your figure stiU is slight, 

You will be sixty in November.” 

Henceforward, bowing to this sane 
And salutary admonition, 

I have decided to abstain 
From all unequal competition. 

With my contemporaries I 
Henceforth will strive, or Colonel 
Bogey; 

For with the younger folk to vie 
Is not the function of the fogey. 


URBS IN RURE. 

Scene — Field in rural district not ten 
miles from Metropolis, with children 
scattered about its area. Vicar, 
Curates, and Minor Officials from 
St. Perpetua's parish, E.G., engaged, 
in adjacent harn, in preparation of 
meal which they convey inter- 
mittently to talles in the open. 

Vicar {mopping his hrow). Whew! 
Hope we get ’em aU back without sun- 
stroke ! Thanks, Mrs. Crowdie. (Drop- 
ping on to milking-stool, which School 
Caretaker wipes with ap'on.) Mulberry 
Bush, with practical demonstration, does 
rather take it out of a man of my age ! 
I beg your pardon, Miss Beck ? 

Miss Beck (angular and agitated). Mr. 
ALWY'rH, I ’ve no wish to put myself 
forward, but after having taught in the 
school for seven years and never missed 
a Sunday 1 do consider I slionld have 
been consulted -I don’t say asked—as 
to which table I’d pour out at! If 
anyone was to be banished round the 
corner of the barn wdth the Infant Class 
I should have thought Miss Hakes, as 
the newest among us, w^ould have volun- 
teered. Of course, it ’s Mr. Schreiber’s 
arrangement, and no doubt the girl’s 
flattered by getting the best position 
for the photograph, but if we ’d had tea 
comfortably at the “King’s Anns” 
instead of accepting Lady Emmington’s 
offer to supply it a I fiscal 

Lady Fmmington (who has lately taken 
up parish work with a zeal not according 
to knowledge, hurrying toxcards them). 
Oh, have either of you a sixpence ? I ’ve 
found the sweetest blue-eyed cherub 
crying his heart out because he’s lost 
one in a ditch, and I’ve nothing less 
than half a sovereign ! His name ’s 
Eric Pryoe, and he might really have 
sat for Bubbles ! Do lend me — what are 
you laughing at ? 

Vicar (ivith twinkling eyes). Dear Lady 
Emmington, Eric Pryoe is always so un- 
fortunate with that particular sixpence ! 

Lady Emmington. You don’t mean — 
oh, I don't believe it ! I 

Oirl Teacher (to Friend, looking across 
barn to wher*e perspiring, shirt-sleeved 
Curate is cutting breaA and butter). 
Doesn’t Mr. Schreiber look beautiful 
with^ the light on his face like that? 
I think he has such a sad face, don’t 
you? I felt quite choky on Sunday 
night when he said in his sermon that 
we all had our troubles. He always 
reminds me of Sir Lancelot ! 

Capable Secretairy ,of Clothing Club 

reminds you of Lancelot, Mary ? Nobody 
here, I hope ! Oh well, if you mean 
Oalahad, you should say so, andJnot’go 
taking away people’s characters like 
that! Mr. Ookley, my dear man, do 
look what you ’re doing ! — (as nervous 
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Scliool Superintendent narrowly misses 
her eye with hread-hnife), I think from 
the noise down there that Tommy 
Pbitchard may have fallen off the tree 
from which he refused to descend the 
last time I pressed the point. It might 
he advisable to inquire. 

Thomas Pritchard (thovylitfully, to 
companion behind ham-door, as Superin- 
tendent shoots off), Eyn’t ’e like the 
keb-’orse wot ’ed the steggers on the 
Stemferd Street renk lars’ week ? Now 
you listin ter me, John Wilson. We ’re 
goin’ ’ome at six, but Saint CoUum’s 
wot’s in the field we parst by the 
styshing eyn’t leavin’ till ite- 
twenty, cos I give JiaiMY 
Mellin a bleck eye fer it. All 
we ’ve got ter do is ter nick 
through them rilins by the 
pletform efter we’re called 
over, en jine on ter them— 
see ? ’ UUo, Lizziejine — {To 
advancing comrade with arm- 
ful of field daisies), where ’d 
you pick them buttercups ? 

Lizziejine {scornfully). 

These eyn’t buttercups, siUy 1 
These is dendyliuns. 

Thomas Pritchard {flushing 
uncomfortably). Garn ! Den- 
dyliuns yerself 1 ’ Oo was took 
en give a barth lars time she 
went inter ’orspital ? 

Friend of Lizziejine {with 
loyal sarcasm). Seems strynge 
ter you, I daresy ! ’Tyn’t a 
rewl et reformertries, preps! 

Never ’eed ’im, Lizziejine ! 

My mother says ’er fice is 
cleaner nor ’is mother’s wen 
it ’s dirty ! Oo-oo — {Peeping 
into barn). We ’re goin’ ter ’ev 
a plite apiece, eyn’t we, Lydy ? 

Lady Emmington. You 
quaint little people 1 Is it 
really the first time you’ve 
— ^just use your handkerchief, 
dear, use your handkerchief! 

What do you say? Oh! {Looks 
helplessly at small cambric 
square which she produces from 
her pocket, and returns after moment of 
indecision.) Well, I — I — Qiumedly) — 
do what you generally do, then ! What, 
dear Miss Beck ? The table round the 
corner ? Oh, charming ! So secluded and 
shady ! You and Mr. Ookley ! I remem- 
ber a cousin of my dear mother’s 

Miss Beck {acidly). I haven’t the slight- 
est wish to be secluded with Mr. Ookley ! 
It’s Mr. Sohreiber’s arrangement, and 
of course I’m not small enough to be 
annoyed, but 

Lady Emmington. She owed her 
marriage to the fact that she poured 
out tea for a man at a School Treat. Of 
course — (laughing pleasantly) — ^I’m not 
suggesting — ^I mean it only reminded — 

Miss Beck. I’ve put it before the 


Vicar ; only men are such cowards about 
blaming each other ! 

Lady Emmington. It was the more 
remarkable because she was one of 
those weird creatures you’d imagine 
would scare away any man. Hair plas- 
tered down with a wet brush, no waist, 
sevens in boots and gloves. Dear me ! 
{as Miss Beck, to whom description ap- 
plies accurately, turns abruptly on heel) 
— what an odd woman she is ! 

(Interval occupied by final arrangement 
of crockery and eatables on tables, 
during which Lady Emmington up- 
sets two plates of sandwiches, in- 


stantly scrambled for by children 
hanging round ham. Miss Beck, 
after further efforts to obtain a 
hearing from individuals too en- 
grossed to accord it, retires to corner 
of building and seats herself on 
dilapidated saddle, from which she 
gloomily watches pretty Miss Hakes 
and Junior Curate ladling milk into 
jugs from colossal cans. 

Vicar {endeavouring to convey instruc- 
tions in prevailing hubbub). Will you 
all 

Junior Curate (confidentially). Miss 
Hakes, if you tie tins bit of straw round 
your cup-handle at tea, you ’ll be sure 
of getting the same one back when you 
send it up for a second — See? 


Vicar (louder). One moment — will 
everybody 

Lady Emmington. Oh what a horrible 
— I mean brilliant idea ! And how much 
nicer these quaint thick cups are than 
the kind that run about on your saucer, 
aren’t they ? Mrs. Mullins, do you want 

some straw to tie round your 

Secretary of Clothing Club (raising 
heavy um with effort). Straw to tie round 
me? Thanks, I’m not Ophelia or the 
March Hare yet, though I soon should be 
if I ’d much of this ! Peter Bates ! {To 
juvenile scout.) Take your hands out of 
that milk-jug and go away ! We ’U blow 
a horn when we want you ! 
I can’t think why the Vicar 
doesn’t announce it ! 

Vicar (hoarsely.) If — you — 
would 

First Curate (anxiously to 
Second). Canning! I hear Miss 
Beck has some little feeling 
about my arrangement of the 
tables. 1 think if you asked 
her to sit next you at the 
front one 

Second (fervently). I’m blest 
if I will ! You ’re senior 1 
[Superintendent hurries to 
door and emits weird 
sounds from instrument 
which cause a few children 
in immediate vicinity to 
stand before him in ad- 
miring asto7iishment. 
Gathering of clans with 
appropriate remarks. 
“Elbert! Wite fer me! 
’f I see you ’it Percy agine 
I’ll tell your mother of you ! ” 
“ See, Teacher, I ’m goin’ 
ter tyke this ’ere toad ’ome 
ter Jimmy ! Eyn’t ’e knowin’ ! 
Maryemisier says this field wjps 
green jest like this lars year, 
Teacher ! ” 

“Wot rummy milk in thet 
jug. Teacher ! Wy eyn’t it 
blew like wot we git et ’ome ? 
K’ni move not nex’ Laueer, 
Teacher ? She ’s been a- 
pinchin’ of me somethin’ crool 1” 

“Crool yerself! ’Core you callin’ 
crool?” 

“Teacher, Lizzie feels awful sick! 
We ’ve been plyin’ Flyin’ Machine with 
’er sime ’s they ed et the Exibishing.” ^ 
(Gradual settlement at tables. Miss 
Beok, unnoticed in confusion, retains 
seat on saddle in barn with air of 
Christian Martyr. Vicar hammers 
loudly upon table with knife-handle 
as Lady Emmington asks each child 
before her if it takes cream and 
sugar. 

V icar. W e mustn’t pause to sing grace, 

children, without remembering 

Children (interrupting excitedly at first 
sentence). Oory! Ooiry! Ry-ry-ry! 



(Fare, alightiTig from Eansom, drawn by grey horse, angrily brushes 
hairs from his coat.) 

Cabby. “ Beg pardon, Captin’, if I ’d snowed you was going to wear 

YOUR BRAND-NEW SUIT TO-DAY, I ’D ’aVE *AD THE OLD ’ORSE DYED ! ” 
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THE GARDEN CURE. 

[According to Amateur Gardeniiig have at hand a remedy for all 
trouHes, if we only knew it. All we have to do is to open our doors 
and live in our gardens.] 

0 SWEET it is, -wheii sorrow wrings the hair, 

Musing to wander in my garden fair,^ 

And gently sniff the balmy Brixton air. 

1 love the ivy green that clambers there, 

The wayward bed of red nasturtiums where 
The anxious snail constructs his private lair. 

Deftly disposed among the hnes that bear 
A motley wealth of new-mown underwear, 

The passion flower unfolds her blossoms rare. 

Some broken crockery, a casual pair 
Of cast-off bootlets, a dismembered chair, 

With other trifles that the neighbours spare — 

And there ’s my rockery and rustic stair, 

Where poppies bloom, and wallflowers debonair, 

And amorous cats their tender vows declare. 

Whom, brick in hand, at dead o’ night to scare, 

Doth ease the bosom of a load of care. 

Lor ! how the whistling soap-dish makes them swear ! 

Let others yield to Town’s pretentious snare, 

My rustic bliss they cannot hope to share, 

Not though their homes abut on Belgrave Square ! 

Algol. , 


HOW TO KEEP COOL. 

Tractieal Hints hy a Family Physician. 

First, I would say, eat nothing at all. There is the whole 
secret as far as diet is concerned. And, further, from the 
merfe point of view of economy this advice is worth its weight 
in gold. 

Secondly, never work between meals. This motto should 
be written in letters of gold over the desk of the business 
man, over the study table of the clergyman, and over the 
model-dwelling of the working-man. The time between 
meals should instead be given up to complete repose of body 
and mind. 

Thirdly, remove all furniture from your rooms at the first 
apjiroach of hot weather ; take up the carpets and substitute 
cool matting. The rooms should then be furnished with a 
cane lounge, a couple of deck chairs, a light table, and a 
few cool-looking prints. No one would believe the difference 
that this simple common-sense arrangement of our houses 
would make. A few blocks of ice placed about in the rooms 
and on the stairs, a few umbrageous cedars, with, say, a 
fountain in the entrance hall, and you have ah ideal summer 
residence, whether in Bayswater or Balliam. 

Lastly, I would strongly recommend that the method of 
thought-suggestion advocated by Christian science should be 
ernployed. 

For instance, should one find himself compelled by urgent 
necessity to take a seat on an omnibus going along the 
Strand in the hottest time of the day, he might employ some 
such suggestions as the following : — 

“lam perfectly cool and happy.” 

“The Strand is the coolest place in London, shaded with 
pahns.” 

“A delightful breeze is blowing from the sea and from the 
mountains of Kensington.” 

“I love everybody and eve^body loves me.” 

If these hints are only faithfully followed by the reader, 
then August in London should be for him a thing of 
unimagined beauty. D, 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Mr. Lewis Bettaot had a “happy thought” when he 
conceived the plan of The Confessions of Lord Byron 
(John Murray). The volume forms a coUeotion of the poet’s 
private opinions on men and matters culled from the new 
and enlarged editions of his Letters and Journals. My 
Baronite has on his bookshelf a portly volume, being 
Moore’s Life of the Bard, in which most of the Letters are 
given. It is one of the books he has for years meant to 
read, but time and opportunity have not met. Here in 
this handy volume is the cream of the correspondence, 
skimmed by a skilful and appreciative hand. It presents 
a portrait, done by himself for the Uffizi Gallery of Litera- 
ture, of one of the strongest, most remarkable personalities 
ever born into a world it occasionally shocked. 


Messrs. Hodder and Stoughton are making a new departure 
by the publication of a series of volumes enshrining the wort 
of some living artists. The first issue of In the Open Country 
contains twenty studies and pictures of animals and birds by 
Miss Lucy Kemp-Weloh. Four plates are in colour, the 
remaining being Rembrandt Photogravure. The work is 
dedicated to Professor von Herkomer, who, in an interesting 
note, gives some personal particulars of his most successful 
pupil. The only other letterpress is a brief but admirable 
appreciation of the artist’s work contributed by Mr. Strange. 
The studies are in Miss Kemp-Welch’s best style, and are 
produced in a manner that suggests to my Baronite the 
framing of them for adornment of the walls of a dainty room. 


> The Man tdho Won (Hutchinson) is a clever story, admir- 
ably written, iUuminated by clever character drawing, unflag- 
ging in interest. Mrs. Batllie REYNoins has the gift, not 
absolutely necessary it would seem to a novelist, of having a 
story to tell. At bvery turn she has some little surprise for 
the gratified reader. There is, perhaps, unconscious reminis- 
cence of The Daughter of Heth in the landing of the high- 
spirited, unconventional Melicent Lulxcyehe amid the uncom- 
promisingly conventional surroundings of her uncle’s vicarage. 
The contiguity supplies opportunity for contrast of which 
Mrs. Reynolds takes full advantage. My Baronite finds the 
Yankee scoundrel first met with in the 'transvaal, afterwards 
fortuitously turning up in Englpd, a trifle melodramatic. 
By contrast with finer workmanship elsewhere lie is repulsive. 
Doubtless that was the designed effect. Anyhow the blatant 
murderous Amurrican does not spoil a rattling good novel. 


The Opal Serpent (John Long) is as good a sensational 
novel as Mr. Fergus Hume has written for some time. Had 
he only taken the trouble severely to repress his peculiar 
sense of humour, or had lie 
but restrained it within certain 
limits, the Baron could have 
recommended The Opal Serpent 
without reserve to all who revel 
in tales of crime, of police puzzle- 
ment, and of just retribution. 

The accomplished and experi- 
enced Skipper, who knows how 
to^ deal gently, but effectively, 
with obtrusive low - comedy 
characters, wiU steer clear of 
these troublesome rocks, and wiU 
be rewarded for his skill 


Brotm Jonathan’s keen sense of Humour.— The Ameri- 
cans, it is evident, highly appreciate Russian Witte. 
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CHARiVARiA. 

The aimoHncement, emanating from 
St. Petersburg, that tbe Czab is in the 
best of spirits^ and is enjoying motoring, 
lawn-tennis, and picnics, and having a 
good time generally at Peterhof, has, we 
are informed, given the greatest satis- 
faction to the Russian Army in Manchuria. 


The Gzar has told the London Corre- 
spondent of the Uovoe Vremyci 
that he hates war. If the 
story is not true, it is very 
weU invented. 


^ A correspondent writes to tell us of a 
Silly Season fish which he saw at the 
seaside last week. It rose to the surface 
to get some air, found it was raining, so 
at once dived under the water again to 
keep dry. 

‘‘ Our Bathing Machines : Antiquated 
Contrivances drive Bathers to the Conti- 
nent,’* is the heading of an indictment 
in the Express. The owners of the 


The punctilious regard for 
other people’s feelings which 
is characteristic of the 
Japanese has again received 
public illustration. The con- 
ditions of peace formulated 
by Baron KoiviURA were, as the 
Daily Mail pointed out, in 
almost entire accordance with 
the forecasts that had ap- 
peared in that journal. 

There are many rumours 
about the actual state of the 
Peace Negotiations. ‘ The most 
credibleseems tobethat Russia 
has agreed to let Japan have 
Korea, which, belongs to the 
Koreans, and a piece of Man- 
churia, which is the property 
of China. 

^^If Germany,” says the 
V ossiseh e Zeitung, * ‘ were 
weakened by some calamity, 
or some bad mistake, Colonial 
mismanagement, or war frivol- 
ously provoked, nobody in 
England would shed a tear 
over it.” Are they thinking 
of the tears shed in Germany 
over regrettable incidents in 
the Boer War? And is it 
implied that our sense of 
humour is less poignant than 
that of our Teuton friends ? 



doing to provide amusement for their 
visitors. Probably it was due to their 
modesty that no mention was made of 
the amusement often provided by the 
meetings of the Town Councils them- 
selves. 

A married man who was supposed to 
be the individual hanged for a murder 
at Maidstone in 1898 has just returned 
to his wife. It appears that the crnninal 
was another man of the same 
name. Much sympathy is felt 
locally for the unfortunate 
woman, who is now no longer 
the widow of a celebrity. 


Since the adoption of the 
finger-print system burglary 
has become so much more 
arduous, and the expense, 
owing to the necessary outlay 
on gloves, has increased to 
such an extent, that it is 
suggested that the sentences 
passed by magistrates ought 
in justice now to be lighter. 

The City police are making 
great progress in Jiu-jitsu, 
and a fair correspondent now 
makes a proposal which is 
certainly worthy of considera- 
tion, She asks whether it 
would not be a graceful com- 
pliment to allow such members 
of the Force as prove them- 
selves notable adepts in the 
art to wear pretty Japanese 
costumes — ^retaining, of course, 
the present useful helmet. 


A SILLY SEASON 


GRIEVANCE. 




The British Nation must 
be prepared for a horrid 
snub. The Eamhurger 

Machriditen, not usually friendly to us, 
gives us due warning, so that we may 
steel ourselves against the blow* ‘‘We 
do not know whether Kaiser Willum 
will greet the British Fleet in the Baltic,” 
''S our German contemporary, “but 
we doubt very much that he will do 

so.” ' 

Britons have no monopoly of pluck. 

It has transpired that, when the French 
tars visited London, one of their number 
offered the Lord Matoe’s coachman a 
cigarette. 


Sea-Serpent (to Miss de Oroseille). “No, Miss Maxima, what with 

THEIR RIDlOULOtJS NOTIONS ABOUT THE 'DeOAY OF HOME LiFE,’ AND 

‘Thriftless Wives/ and I don’t know what all, we aren’t getting 
THE attention We’rE ENTITLED TO AT THIS TIME OF YEAR.” 


A feature of the Blackburn 
Maidens’ Club is, we learn 
from a local paper, the regular 
practice of skipping exer- 
cises. We had often wondered 
at the ease with which cer- 
tain spinsters can skip a 
whole year, or even more. 


machines quite rightly retort : — “ If the ' 


machines are so antiquated, how comes 
it that they can drive bathers as far as 
the Continent ? ” 

On excursion steamboats, when the 
sea is rough, many converts, we hear, 
are obtained to the “Back to the land” 
movement. 

^ Some of the Mayors and Town Coun- 
cillors of our seaside resorts scarcely did 
themselves justice in their replies to the 
Daily MaiVs query as to what they were 


complaining 

home. 


Carnarvon Prison being 
full, a large proportion of 
prisoners convicted in tbe 
county are now being accom- 
modated in Ruthin Gaol, and 
of the latter institution are 
that home is no longer 


Leopards, it is stated, are becoming 
unpleasantly numerous in the neighbour- 
hood of Simla. Two of them recently 
lay in wait for the Mail cart, but fortu- 
nately they were spotted. 


Tbe Bargain of a Lifetime. 

rpHE grazing of a splendid clover field near 
-L Blackrock can be bad for a few cows. — 
Advt. in “ Cork 


VOL. qisix. 
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ORAL QUESTIONS AND WRITTEN ANSWERS. 

m. 

[To a Youth who asks the writer “ How it feels to be so old ? ”] 

When you, my boy, with, ill-considered riot 
Raided the sanctum where I wished to brood 
Over my luncheon, and in perfect quiet 
Assimilate my food — 

When, breathing airs of most imtimely revel, 

Blent with ozone, the famous Norfolk brand. 

You advocated rounders on the level 
Of loose retarding sand — 

I saw the scene : I saw, as in a vision, 

Knowing my length of years and what I weighed, 

I should infallibly provoke derision 
From the Marine Parade. 

Therefore 1 pleaded eld and eld’s infirmities, 

Urging that, if there ever comes a stage 
When such pursuits have reached their natural term, it is 
At forty odd (my age). 

And lo ! like Eve’s, when she secured the apple 

Which opened out new worlds and wondrous strange, 
Your intellect at first refused to grapple 
With life’s extended range. 

The monstrous figures left you almost blinded, 

TiU Pity, which my parlous case begat, 

Moved you to ask me if I greatly minded 
Being as old as that. 

I answered : ‘'Age, my boy, is manhood’s glory, 

So it be sequent on a well-spent youth ; ” 

Whereat you smiled as one who hears a story 
Palpably void of truth. 

Yet you were wrong in thinking, gay young scoffer, 

“ The grapes are sour at which he grasps in vain ” ; 

I would not be, not if I had the offer, 

A bounding boy again. 

The ardours incident to adolescence, 

So like its favoured beverage, ginger-pop. 

Where flatness follows close on effervescence, 

I am content to drop. 

Like Solomon, arrived at perfect sanity, 

With no desire to make a noise or romp, 

I take the line that vanity is vanity, 

Tlffi,t pomp is merely pomp. 

Not easily we -come to these conclusions ; 

It costs us something — and we bear the trace-^ 

To sacrifice a lot of dear illusions, 

To yield, with smiling face, 

Boyhood’s iostinctive claim to fair requital 
For labour of the hand or heart or mind, 

And learn that what we once considered vital 
Is nothing of the kind. 

Therefore, although my limbs are less elastic, 

I’d choose the balanced calm that Age enjoys, 

Having survived the process, rudely plastic. 

That makes for equipoise. 

« « « 

P.S. — ^I think it might perhaps be better 
Not to acidulate your youthful cup, 

And so, my boy, I will not send this letter, 

But simply tear it up. 0. S. 


FOS THE BENEFIT OF CITY BUSINESS MEN. 

There is a movement already started for representing to 
the Stock Exchange Committee of Management that, in future, 
Saturday throughout the year should be oflBcially recognised 
as a dies non, when no markets would be open, and no 
business transacted. 

For the benefit of everyone connected with the Stock 
Exchange we beg to add some suggestions which, if adopted, 
as they owght to he, by the Committee, will greatly relieve 
aU the over-worked brokers, jobbers, clerks, and, in fact, 
everyone in any way ofiBcially, directly or indirectly, connected 
with this great centre of the world’s industry. 

Let Saturday he always a holiday. It is so in Parlia- 
ment, whose members are enabled to leave town on 
Friday. To get away comfortably on Saturday is something, 
hut if Saturday is to be a genuine whole holiday, then it is 
absolutely essential that the afternoon of Friday should he 
perfectly free. This plan in former times was of such 
considerable obligation, that whenever a whole holiday, being 
a Saint’s day, was marked in the model public-school calendar 
as a holiday, its “vigil” was invariably a half holiday. 
Therefore it is hereby proposed that in every working week, 
throughout the Stock Exchange year, Friday shall he a half 
holiday and Saturday a xohole one. 

But how can Sunday be a perfect whole holiday if the Stock 
Exchange holiday-enjoyer has to commence re-packing up on 
Sunday afternoon, or on Sunday evening, in order to return 
on Sunday night and represent the early bird, who is 
down on the later-rising worm, on Monday moruing, in 
the City ? No ; Sunday must remain a jour de fUe from 
midnight to midnight. But is the tired broker to be 
deprived of Ms well-earned rest? Perish the thought. 
Therefore, as it is here proposed to give him half of 
Friday for his preparation, so naturally, and logically, half 
of Monday must he conceded to him for returning home, 
refresMng himself, and preparing for work in the City 
some time after midday. Barely, however, is Monday a great 
working day, and given an hour for luncheon there remain 
only two clear hours till the closing time, which should 
certainly be four o’clock. 

Why, then, do any business on Monday ? Why not begin 
the real genuine hard-working Stock-Exchange week in the 
City on Tuesday ? Then there will be three and a-half days 
left, quite enough, indeed, more than enough, for anyone to 
turn the honest penny and realise thousands. 

But indefatigable workers there are who may object to 
the above method. For these we offer another suggestion, 
premising that to work it out, practically and satisfactorily, 
must occupy some time. It is this : — Move the entire Stock- 
Exchange business down to the seaside from the first of May 
to the end of September. Let the Committee find some place 
by the sea. Commence with tents as ofiSces. One large 
tent, like that which serves the Messrs. Sanger for a circus, 
to serve as the Exchange itself. Which of all seaside places 
shall he chosen? An overwhelming majority on the Com- 
mittee must decide this difficult question. 

En attendant, let the Committee purchase fields in various 
places, north, south, east and west, communicating with one 
another by telephone, telegraph, and private sky-signals ; 
or (and this, too, is another admirable suggestion) let the 
Committee take an encampment, calling it Stockborough-on- 
Sea, as a commencement, and begin work next year. The 
interval between now and next April should be devoted 
to the full consideration of all the details of this excellently 
devised scheme. 

Mem, — Theatrical and operatic companies would follow 
this lead, as woxdd restaurateurs, hairdressers, and aU trades- 
men and others interested in the health of the overworked 
City business man. 
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MORE “ENTENTE CORDIALE.” 

{Our Freneh Visitors stiU delighted with England) 

Bui the T.iuraa WBSE reallt bowihg to t btsonq South-west Wind. 


FLY LEAVES. 

{From Ur. Puneh’s General Injormatioyi Se:iies.) ■ 

The commoBL fly is now largely in 
evidence, and a few words about tbese 
interesting but annoj^g little pests will 
perhaps not come amiss. 

It is not, we believe, generally known 
that the eating apparatus of the ny is 
really out of all proportion to tne size oi 
its diminutive body. If a man’s eating 
apparatus were built upon the s^e pro- 
portions as that of a fly, alterations and 
additions on a large scale would have to 
be carried out rnorder to provide adequate 
accommodation for his lips pd teeth, 
whicli under the new conditions would 
present a frontage of 

tehee feet six iftohes. 

Needless to say, this would look utterly 

absurd. . , 

Few people who are pestered with 
flies seem to be aware of the feet 
that the immediate neighbourhood of a 
wasp’s nest is an effectual guarantee that 
no flies will materialise there, wasps 
being tbair implacable enemies. Un- 


fortunately, however, for us poor bipeds, 
who are compelled to live in towns, it is 
an exceedingly difScult matter to induce 
the wasp to make its nest among us. 

A fly has almost as many lives as a 
cat. It is a difScult thing to drown one, 
nnlAHs you have the time and patience to 
i hold its head under a 


STBOHG JET OF WATEE 
for a considerable time. You have pro- 
bably often wondered how a fly can walk 
on a ceiling upside down. Nature, for^ 
g aftiTi g that our winged friend woydd 
sooner or later make a hobby of walking 
in this position, has thoughtfully pro- 
vided him with suckers to enable him to 
perform the feat. Capillary attpetion, 
or, if you like, animal magnetism, is 
thus brought into play to counteract or 
negative the force of gravity, th^us pre- 
ventmg the little animal from falling on 
its back upon the floor, and perhaps! 
sustaining serious injuries. 

Adhesive paper does not always catch 
flies, and when it does the result cannot 

be said to be pleasant to look upon. The 

present writer has lately come amoss an 
ingenious, and at the same time highly . 


decorative scheme 

for getting rid of the s-urplns flies in 
a honse. The scheme is simplicity 
itself. All that is required is a tube of 
Stickytine,” a step-ladder, and a little 
ingenuity. With the “ Stickytine,” trace 
on the ceiling some conventional pattern, 
—a five-pointed star, for instance, looks 
well— and the flies will do the rest ! The 
result wiU surprise you, and you wul 
have all the pleasipe of the artist in 
watching your design growing before 
your very eyes. Spiders may sometimes 
be introduced into the design, to give a 
touch of realism, and their use and 
limitations will be found fully treated 
in that useful little handbook, Spiders 
as Decoratwe AdjunctSj by Aston Webb, 
E.A., F.R.IB.A., r.S.A. 


Iieading to several puf^. 

Pkf c™ the French Fleet quitted our 
shores Alderman J. H. Ooeke (of Ports- 
mouth) presented Admiral Caillaed and 
his officers with a thousand boxes of 
cigarettes. The cigarettes were of comse 
I cork-tipped ; so were the French Admiral 
and officers. 
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AN AUGUST IDYLL. 

SCE>?E — Inside the gardens of any West- 
End Square. Time— 10 p.m. 

Ee. Hullo, Kitten ! You here ? How 
rippin’ ! 

She. Tom! What luck! I’m just 
dyin’ for someone to talk to. I ’m abso- 
lutely alone. My people are all off to 
Marienbad— Papa, Mamma, babies, nurses 
and ah, and only poor little me left alone 
at 82. 

He. Why on earth didn’t you let me 
know ? I *d have come round like a shot. 

She. Would you? Then why didn’t 
you when you knew I was there ? You 
only came once the whole season, 

He. Oh, well, you know why that was. 

She. I’m sure I don’t. Were you — er 
— jealous? 

Ee. Jealous ! Me jealous ! Who of, 
I’d like to know? When I’d only to 
look at you 

She. Isn’t the moon too lovely for 
words? D’you know, I think moon- 
light suits you ? You ’re looking rather 
nice to-night. Perhaps it’s because I 
haven’t seen you for so long. 

Ee. What rot 1 You are, if you like. 
Your eyes are sparkling like — ^they 
remind me of --of the Milky Way. 

She. The what, Tom ? 

He. The Milky Way. 

She. Do they really? The Milky Way? 
Tom, dear ! 

He. Yes, pet. 

She. This is rather comfy; isn’t it? 
Are you happy, dear ? 

Ee. Darling ! 

She. Better than the silly season, isn’t 
it? 

Ee. This is the siUy season, siUy. 

She. Oh, you know what I mean. 
Better than when town is fuU of silly 
people. Except for one thing. 

He. Oh, weU, of course it is rather 
rot. Flirtin’ and eatin’ and dancin’ 
about aU night. It’s rather an empty 
sort of life. 

She. Empty ! Oh, empty, yes. And 
yet, Tom, do you know, sometimes I 

He. Yes, darlin’, what is it ? 

She. Oh, n-notliing. Perhaps I’U 
teU you some day. Don’t ask me now. 

Ee. Course not, pet. What shall we 
do ? Like to walk round the gardens ? 

She. 1 ’d rather not, Tom, if you don’t 
mind. You’re so strong, but I —I’m 
rather tired. I ’d rather stay here 
quietly. Shall you mind ? 

Ee. Mind ? Why, of course not. Here, 
lean against me. 

She. Ah! 

Ee. That better ? 

She. Oh, Tom, it’s heavenly. How 
good you are to me ! How I— what was 
that? 

He. That ? Oh, nothing. What makes 
you so nervous ? 

She. But it was something. There 

it is again. Something moving in the 
bushes. 

Ee. My dear, it ’s only a sparrow. 

She. A sparrow! Oh, Tom, d’you 
think — ^no, never mind. 

Ee. Look here, what is the matter 
with you ? I wish you wouldn’t be so 
jumpv. You spoil everything. 

Shi I, Tom? 

Ee. Yes, you. Just when I want to be 
confound it all, there you go again. 
Do sit still. What does it matter if an 
idiotic bird 

She. You ’re very un-unkind to me. 

Ee. W ell, if it comes to that 

She. I thought you 1-loved me. But 
you ’re just as selfish as the rest. 

Ee. Oh, bother. 

She. That ’s right. Swear away. 
Just like a man. 

Ee. I didn’t swear. 

She. Oh ! 

Ee. I tell you I didn’t. I didn’t. 

She. You did, you did, you did. . . . 
Oh, Tom! Tom! Don’t let’s quarrel. 
I ’m too weak. I — Tom, I ’m hungry. 

Ee. Hungry? You! 

She. I haven’t had anything to eat 
for three days. 

Ee. You poor dear ! Why didn’t you 
teU me ? 

She. I tried to, Tom, and then I — oh, 
Tom. 

Ee. What? When? Oh, when I 
said about its being an empty life? 
Was that it ? 

She. Oh, yes, Tom. And then I was 
ashamed and couldn’t go on. And 
when you said my eyes were like the 
M-m-milky Way 

Ee. What a blind fool I am! The 
Milky Way 1 The irony of it 1 You 
poor darling! I’d like to give your 
people a bit of my mind, going off to 
Hamburg, or wherever it was, and 
leavin’ you like that. What brutes they 
are ! 

She. I suppose they didn’t think, Tom. 

Ee. Then they ought to think. What 
else have they got to do ? 

She. They haven’t time to think, Tom. 
They are so busy getting cured of having 
eaten too much. 

Ee. I’d cure them. I’d eat them. 
I’d — ^but what are you going to eat? 
That ’s the question. 

She. I don’t want anything to eat now, 
Tom. I ’ve got you. 

Ee. Eubbish ! You must have some- 
thing better than that. TeU you what. 
Kitten, you come round to my flat. 
There ’s only the old charwoman and the 
stable-cat. She’s not a bad old sort. 
She ’U give you 

She. The sparrow, Tom. There it is 
again. 

Ee. Of course. The very thing. You 
wait here and I’U — ^bother! ^Here’s a 
beastly, dog. We’d better separate. 
You know my number in Jermyn Street ? j 

WiU you come on there ? Don’t be long, 
KirrEN dear. I ’d Uke to kiU the people 
who left you behind. After aU, though 

we are cats Miaow 1 

[Exeunt severally through the nearest 
area-railings. 

JOHN BULL JUNIOR. 

My subject ’s a cheerful young party. 
Whose age is approacling fifteen ; 
Whose appetite ’s thoroughly hearty, 
Whose temper is bland and serene. 

At pastime he ’s highly proficient. 

But inquiries abundantly prove 

That he ’s terribly far from omniscient, 
Except in one limited groove. 

For instance, his industry ’s tireless 

In getting his Wisden by rote ; 

But of Signor Marconi (the wireless) 

He takes the most negligent note. 

That the primary use of the cable 

Is cricket, he ’s free to maintain — 

He associates cricket with Abel, 

And bats with the mention of Cain. 

He can’t teU the whereabouts clearly 

Of Constantinople or Prague, 

But he ’U talk by the hour about Beeaeley, 
He ’U teU you the birthplace of Haigh. 
He cannot be sure if the Hooghly ’s 

A river, a town, or a hiU ; 

But then upon Bosanquet’s “googlies” 

A volume he ’d easily fill. 

He ’s weak on the Wars of the Eoses, 

But Lilley he hugely admires. 

If you cite Dr. Johnson, he dozes, 

But Jackson his ecstasy fires. 

The Middlesex Wells he thinks lots of, 
But it isn’t the prophet we know ; 

And the one famous Arnold he wots of 

Is the eminent Worcestershire “pro.” 

He can’t tell a brig from a schooner, 

Or a cormorant fi’om a curlew. 

But he knows all the virtues of Spooner 
(W ho isn’t the Warden of New). 

When Hirst was laid up by a blister. 

He nearly was ready to cry. 

He knows next to nothing of Lister, 

He thinks very highly of Fry. 

Why Chamberlain ’s down on the 
“ dumper ” 

He knows not and cares not to learn, 
But he knows the religion of Trumper, 

The family tree of Jack Hearne ; 

He ardently aims at achieving 

A place in his County’s eleven ; 

And he recently owned to believing 

That there ’s to be cricket in Heaven. 

For the moment this amiable stripling 

In a (flanneled) Fool’s Paradise dwells, 
Unheeding the strictures of Kipling, 
Neglecting the warnings of Wells. 

If he ever emerges or duly 

Developes, remains to be seen ; 
Meanwhile he exemplifies truly 

Our Governing Class at fifteen. 



N THE PICTURE GALLERY OF THE EARLS OF LONGHNE. 

OoBious raraa toto family shoto-d all be took in fancy deess! I s’pose they ’be all by the same man, eh? 
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THE KAISER. 

All ye who are hot In the crush and cram 
Of the holiday train or the seaside tram, 

Don’t think of the EAiser of proud Potsdam, 

Or you ’ll never again be cooler. 

To the uttermost edge of its outside rim 
The earth is full of the fame of him ; 

And the birds that fly and the flsh that swim 
All worship the German ruler. 

To grasp the idea of a man like that, 

A full blue-blooded aristocrat. 

Who ’s got all knowledge as pat as pat, 

Is not very easy, is it ? 

Such a terrible, toasting, talking man. 

So busy with brand-new plot and plan, 

So quick to be out of the frying-pan 
’\Vhenever there ’s fire to visit. 

Imagine his Schnurrhart tipped sky-high, 

His medals and stars and his eagle eye, 

And his mailed-fist finger in every pie. 

And the things that he does for pleasure : 
How he preached a sermon, and danced a dance, 
And made the line of his troops advance, 

And put a spoke in the wheel of Prance, 

And all in a moment’s leisure. 

In the space of a curtailed winter’s day 
He painted a picture and wrote a play, 

A national hymn and a roundelay. 

Before he had to go bedward. 

And then, to mitigate foreign hates, 

He called up Biiiow and fixed the dates 
For passing his naval estimates, 

With an eye on his Uncle Edward. 

His uniforms make an immense totdl, 

For he gets out of bed as a Field-Marshdl 
And dines as a British Admir^ — 

I don’t know what he looks best as. 

It takes him a minute — ^never more — 

To muzzle a critical editor, 

Or put him inside a prison door 
On a charge of Icesa mapstas. 

Then, baring his arm, with a fearful twist 
Of the hand that hangs from his iron wrist, 

He screws the scruif of a Socialist 
For letting his votes get larger. 

He goes to roost as the clocks strike ten, 

And at one a.m. he is out again 
With a pretty surprise for the soldier men 
Whom he leads on his chestnut charger. 

Whenever there ’s anything, right or wrong, 

In which there ’s a chance for going strong, 

He goes and he does it all day long ; 

And he ’s never at ease a minute. 

One day he is off to Morocco bound. 

And next he sails through the stormy Sound — 
In short if the lime-light ’s playing round 
The Emperor Willum ’s in it. 

I hoped he would tire in a year or so. 

And go, as the Lotos-eaters go. 

To a land where everything ’s soft and low. 

And nobody wants to worry. 

But the years roU on, and the Kaiser too, 

And there always seems to be something new 
For the meddlesome hands of the iria-n to do 
In a fit of Imperial hurry. 


STUDIES IN JOURNALISM. 

At the Bottom of the Well. 

(With acknoioledgments to “ Truth.^') 

I AM in possession of a number of facts reflecting very 
discreditably upon the management of the Bullseye fort at 
Shoeburyvifle, where the militia artillery have been in 
training. The commissariat department was deplorably 
inefiSlcient, on more than one occasion potatoes being served 
to the men with their jackets on, so simple an act as paring 
them seeming to be beyond the resources of the War OflS.ce. 
There is an impression abroad that anything is good enough 
for a soldier, but so long as I can raise my voice this 
poisonous doctrine shall make no headway. On another 
occasion butter was allowed to stand in the sun until it 
completely lost its flavour. A system which works out like 
this in dealing with a small matter of routine, where months 
are available for preparation, is not likely to come out very 
brilliantly under the strain of war. 

During the illumination of the French fleet at Portsmouth 
a number of Corporation servants viewed the sight from the 
spire of the new Town Hall, while those of the public who 
wished to share this advantageous position were rigorously 
excluded. It would be interesting to know by whose autho- 
rity these gentry annexed the premises in this way, for I 
suppose they would have no right to do such a thing on their 
own account. And even if anyone else gave them the right 
it must have been by an error of judgment, for certainly this 
seems an occasion when the public ought to be allowed the 
use of a tower provided for their benefit. 

Another case has come to my notice illustrating the modus 
operandi of the Ducdame Hygienic Institute, which is, as my 
readers know, the latest manifestation of the scoundrel 
WuMP, whom I have been exposing for many years. In 
December last a West Ham lion-tamer, deceived by the Insti- 
tute’s mendacious advertisement, entrusted Wump with five 
guineas of his hard-earned money, in return for which Wump 
undertook to supply him with a new flesh-and-blood arm in 
place of the limb which one of his charges had recently 
consumed. Needless to say no new arm has grown. 

As Wump is quoting opinions of the Press in favour of 
his treatment, I think it desirable to publish these facts, as 
giving the other side of the case, and to call attention again 
to what has already been said in this paper with reference to 
the “Institute.” The law which allows this state of things, 
whfle professing to regulate the practice of medicine, and to 
limit it to ^ persons possessing certain specific qualifications, 
is in the highest degree unsatisfactory. If the medical pro- 
fession does not think it necessary to get this abuse corrected 
in its own interest. Parliament ought to deal with the matter 
by a Eoyal Commission. 

My Pillory is not very full this week, but one contrast is 
better than nothing. It must not, however, be thought that 
the Great Unpaid are growing any wiser. It simply means 
that many of my newspaper-searchers are having their 
holidays : 

Eotborough Petty Sessions. Patchester Borough Pohce. 
Before Messrs. Wimble, Verges Before Captain Croker and 
and Lt.-Col. Topknot. William Mr. Baile y Bigge. Timothy 


Broadpoot, charged with steal- 
ing a gasometer. Ten years’ 
hard labour. • 


PoRTEmousE Stake, charged 
with jumping on his mother, 
was awarded five shillings 
from the Poor Box. 


Following on my article last week respecting money-lenders’ 
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aliases, I have been furnished with some interesting infonna- 1 
tion as to the ramifications of the notorious bloodsucking I 
firm of MaoBulls. This is, of course, a mere nom de guerre, 
nobody of the name of MaoBull being connected with the 
business, which has always been run by members of the 
Hebrew family of the Ikeys. Originally the firm, which had 
its head-quarters at Cardiff and branch usury-shops in many 
other towns, including London, was styled Jojbdt MaoBull Am> 
Co. Later on it was registered as a joint-stock company 
with a directorate inclu(Eng Isaac, Jacob, Moses, Soiomon, 
and Lazarus Ikey. I have given not a few instances of their 
rapacity, and the operations of the firm came under the 
notice of the Select Committee on Money-lending. It is much 
to be regretted that the Money-lenders Act does not, as was 
recommended by the Select Committee, compel aU these 
gentry to carry on business in their own rightful names, 
which in many instances would act as a sufficient danger- 
signal to would-be borrowers. 

The vampire Levy has just cropped up again at Birmingham 
under the name of Patrick Alexander Joijies. In his new 
rSle he issues circulars to aeronauts offering to lend them 
money on easy terms. Aeronauts, it seems, are often in 
financial difficulties, and Levy has had the wit to notice tMs, 
and to profit accordingly. It is to be hoped that the attention 
of the police will be drawn to the fact that he is not only 
carrying on the business of a money-lender on unregistered 
premises, but also tempting a very deserving class of man. 

Ollendorf at the Stationer’s. 

CustoTner. Have you any washing-books ? 

Aseistant, No, Madam, but I have untearable ones in linen. 


‘‘The Ideas Exchange.” 

The Minor Poet who, in our issue of Au^st 9, wrote from 
The Laurels, Upper Tooting, offering “original and highly 
amusing gags for knockabout scene,’’ and was willing to take 
in exchange ^‘the suitable conclusion of a rhymed couplet 
beginning : 

‘ Oh waa pale parent pendent o’er thy babe,' ” 
is greatly obliged to the gentleman who has sent him the 
following line : 

“ Christen him Abrahah, or, briefly, Abe," 
and will forward the gags without delay. 


“Seaside Boredom.” 

[The Daily Mail has been circularising^ the Town Councils of 
various seaside resorts to find out if sufficient amusements for men 
are provided.] 

To judge by a notice on the slopes of Plymouth Hoe — 

“ Q-entlemen are requested not to overlook the ladies’ bathing-place " — 
it is clear that the Town Council of Plymouth makes it its 
business to organise adequate entertainment for its male 
visitors. 

The tendency to waste time On refreshment intervals at 
cricket matches seems to receive undue encouragement at the 
Oval. On the occasion of a very iruportant match, ^ an 
adjacent public-house recently advertised seats to view, 
“ situated midway between wickets. Luncheons, Teas, Wines, 
Spirits and Cigars of the finest quality.” This is putting a 
great temptation in the way of our players, especially the 
, batsmen and the bowlers. 




mOHLAND HOUSEKEEPING. 

We’re tiyeiity miles from anywhere, beside a brawling burn 
That rambles and scrambles through bramble, brake and 
fern ; 

We’ve seas of purple heather, we have honey by the ton, 
We’ve bens too, and glens too, where bonny red deer run. 

In short, the only trouble which can make our hearts go hop 

And stop, 

Is when we find things left behind which drive us out to shop. 

My Phyllis wants some hair-pins, so I sally forth and meet 
Black Willie, the giUie, parading down the street. 

■'"It’s hair-pins ye are wantin’, Sir? Ye’d better speir at 
John. 

Ye know, Sir, the grocer has aften things like yon. 

Or gin he hasna got them, ye might speir at Rab Maokay — 

I ^ Ou ay, 

The baker too micht hae a few. ’Twad dae nae hairm to try.*’ 

My towzled locks start growing and I wonder if Strathspey 
harbour a barber, and this is what they say : | 

I ‘‘ 'Hiere ’s no a reg’lar pairson, Sir, that rightly understands, j 
But Jack Smith, the blacksmith, is canny wi’ his hands, i 


Or Jeakie Grey, the shepherd’s lass, wad clip ye fine, nae fears ; 

For years 

She ’s helplt at the shearin’ time an’ handles weel the shears.” 

In course of time a laundress is a necessary ill, 

But plainly it’s vainly one seeks her un the hilL 
There ’s Jess McLeod is handyJike at washin’ oot the dirt, 
But then, Sir, ye ken, Sir, she couldna starch a shirt. 

The flesher’s lad aye lifts them when he ca’s, an’ he ’ll be 03 ^, 

Nae doot — 

He ’s hens to seek — on Friday week or somewhere there aboot.” 


Public opinion at Leamington is strongly in favour of 
keeping foreign matter from polluting the river. The local 
Ga&ette describes how a little girl recently fell into the water 
near the Adelaide Bridge : “ she was, however, pulled out by 
a visitor before any harm was done.” 


Mother (to small hoy). Darling, I wish you would try to eat 
a little more. 

Darling, You should never press children to eat, Mother. 
I read that in a book called Sints to Parents, 
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A HAPPY RELEASE. 

Kind Friend. “Pardon mb, but I ought to tell tou that Jones has run away with 
TOUR Wipe.” 

Husband (bored), “But why bon?" 


THE BATHING MACHINE; 

OB, There’s maot a Slip ’twixt the 
Dame and the Dip. 

Scene. — A row of hatliing machines on a 
sandy beach, with No, 5 in the im- 
mediate foreground, A harassed- 
loohing lady sits in a hammock chair 
close by, knitting, with a bundle of 
bathing impedimenta at her feet ; a 
second lady, also with bathing things 
and a careworn face, is seated at a 
short distance from the first. They 
are unacquainted, but exchange 
sympathetic glances. 

First Lady {icith a sad smile). How 
trying this weary waiting is ! It wastes 
one’s whole morning, does it not ? 

Second Lady. Yes, indeed, it is quite 
dreadful. I ’ve been waiting for nearly 
an hour. They ought not to be allowed 
to stop in so long ! 

First Lady, And then they take such 
a terrible time dressing — and with very 
poor results, in my opinion. 

Second Lady. I quite agree with you. 
The women here are utterly lacking in 
style and manner. Ah ! 

[Sighs icith relief at the appearance of 
Jones, the bathing man, at the 
door of No, 6. 

Bathing Man {rapping sharply). Now 
then, ladies ! • Quick as you can, please 
— ^very busy this morning ! 

Voice {loithin). Shan’t be long, we Ve 
only just come in. [B. M. retires. 

First Lady. What a falsehood ! — ^but 
they all say that. What makes this 
Avaiting especially annoying to me is that 
if I do not bathe a full hour before lunch 
I am upset for the rest of the day. 

Second Lady. Really? I can quite 
sympathise with you, I have to live by 
rule myself. My doctor has ordered 
sea-bathing at 11.30 each morning, 
almost, one might say, as a last resource. 
My health is so precarious. 

[They draw their chairs closer 
and converse. 

First Lady. Dear, dear. Well, I am 
sure it is a shame you should be kept 
waiting so long — ^but these young people 
are so selfish. e\'S W v\iCK8 04^ ‘ 

Second Lady. Ah, yes. If there was 
more give and take in the world there 
would be less unhappiness. 

First Lady. Yes, indeed. So long as 
they get what they want, other people 
may get along as they can. Which 
machine are you waiting for? 

Second Lady. No. 5. 

First Lady (stiffening). Oh no — ^that 
is my machine. 

Second Lady. Excuse me — you are 
mistaken. My towels are on the front 
steps. 

First Lady (coldly). And mine are 
on the back. It is really my machine ; 

I have been here for nearly an hour. 


Second Lady. I am sor^ for that, but 
I was here first, as the.bathing man knows. 

[Rises and stands near the front door, 
trusting the occupant will come 
out that way. First Lady follows 
suit at the back. They glare 
silently at each other. Bathing 
Man passes. 

First Lady (siveetly). Oh ! Jones — will 
you kindly explain to that lady that this 
is my machine ? I was here first. 

Second Lady (severely). Mr. Jones, you 
knowperfectlywellitismine. That other 
lady had better find another machine, 
or she will have to wait a very long time. 

B. M. (Looking womned). I can’t 
exactly call to mind which was first — 
but perhaps you’E share it, ladies. 

[Angry ejaculations of dissent from 
both ladies. B, M. sighs and 
wipes his brow, and mechanically 
knocks at No. 5. 

Voice (from inside). Well, what is it 
now? 


B. M. Hurry up, please, ladies ! Very 
husy this morning ! 

Voice (virulently). Well, I suppose 
we must put our things on 1 
B. M. Certainly, ma’am, certainly. 
(Pauses.) Will one of you ladies come 
to No. 17 ? That will be free next ! 

First Lady. Certainly not. I stop 
here now, whatever happens ! 

[Bathing Man retires — andimmediately 
after the door of No. 17 opens 
and the occupants descend, and 
both ladies make a dash for it, 
only to see the lawful tenants 
take possession and close the door. 
During their short absence the 
occupants of No. 5 have emerged, 
and Jones, seeing the steps deserted, 
has promptly put in another party. 
The first lady gathers together her 
belongings and goes to find her 
husband and the local authorities, 
while the second lady retires home 
in hysterics and a donkey-chaise. 
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MR. PUNCH’S TRAVEL TALK. 

{Somewhat in the manner of “T. P.’s.”) 

PROVINCLAL. — London is well worth 
visiting for its historical attractions. 
You are right in thinking the Thames 
Embankment and the Abbey free, but 
at the latter pleasure resort the vergers 
like their verging to be recognised. 
There are several hotels. You make a 
mistake in thinking that one has to book 
seats in advance for Isih . Plowden’s Court. 
The seats are free. There is no early 
door. 

Student. — ^If, as you say, you know no 
German except the phrase “ Schleswig- 
Holstein,” it would be wiser, perhaps, 
for you to stay at an English boarding- 
house while you are in Dresden. There 
are noany to choose from, and you need 
not meet any Grermans at all, which will, 
perhaps, make your three weeks’ stay 
the more pleasant, whatever it may do 
for your study of the country. 

A. B. C. asks if it is possible to enjoy 
a good fortnight’s holiday in Belgium 
for five shillings a day ^ told. Cer- 
tainly, if you live low enough, and do 
not wish to be always travelling. Third 
class to Ostend is not excessive, and in 
August it is no hardship to sleep on the 
beach. Winners in the Casino are often 
very ^ generous as they leave. Why 
English people think it a reasonable 
thing to spend less on a holiday abroad 
than they would on ordinary living at 
home is a question that I have not time 
to consider. I merely encourage them 
to do so. Hext, please. 

T. W. — ^There is no reason why you 
and your wife shoxdd not travel in 
Switzerland speaking no language but 
your ^ own. There are himdreds of 
English tourists in Switzerland, the 
greater majority of whom are probably 
unacquainted with any other language. 
If the waiters do not understand you, 
try either dumb signs or Esperanto. It 
is a good rule to shout if you are not 
understood. Take a megaphone with 
you for use at the smaller hotels. 

^ Boy. — ^Por a youth unused to London 
life and not accustomed to catering for 
himself, I think a boarding-house is 
decidedly preferable to lodgings, especi- 
ally if living alone. If you had a Mend 
to share the expenses of rooms with you 
they would be cheaper. If he paid half 
they would be cheaper by 50 per cent. 

Ellen. — The question of tips is a 
difiScult one to decide, and the mag- 
nitude of this theme is fuUy exposed in 
an adjoining article. Everything de- 
pends upon the length of your stay, the 
amount of trouble given, the class of 
hotel patronised, and the character of the 
head waiter’s eye. A rule that is greatly 
followed is to give 10 per cent, on the 
amount of the bill for a short stay, and 
5 per cent, for a long one. For longer 


stUl, 1 per cent, or nothing. You might 
arrange to have your luggage sent on 
and slip away quietly by the back door. 
This is very usual amongst a large 
class of people. 

Paterfamilias. — Shepherd’s Bush is 
not usually considered a watering-place, 
but the Tube would bring you to Hyde 
Park very quickly (Lancaster Gate 
station : fare twopence), and you would 
then find the Serpentine, with boating 
and bathing facilities. Mixed bathing 
is not allowed, but after aU the pleasure 
of being in cold water with one’s beloved 
is not too obidous. For lodgings I 
can (quite disinterestedly) recoimnend 
Madame Nestle at 42, Succi Road. 

K. M. — ^No, there are no places in the Isle 
of Wight that have not been discovered. 
Nor are there any that are cheap. The 
best route is by steamer from Ports- 
mouth, Stokes Bay, or Southampton ; 
but there is no reason why you should 
not swim and send your luggage by 
carrier. I have not the championship 
table beside me, so I cannot say what 
the record is for swimming to Ryde, 
but records are made to be cut, so why 
not cut it ? You would also save eight- 
pence. I doubt if you can get lodgings 
at Osborne, but Norris Castle is to let, 
Mr. W. E. Norris having settled at 
Torquay. 

A. A. — For a novelist in search of 
local colour I can cordially recommend 
Norfolk. Harpooning bloaters on the 
Broads may not have quite the excite- 
ment of tarpon fishing, but it is excellent 
sport. Camping-out is not allowed in 
the park at Sandringham owing to the 
presence of a herd of wild cattle, but I 
believe there is nothing to prevent your 
tethering a captive bafioon to the spire 
of Norwich Cathedral. I always thought 
that a Norfolk biffin was a sort of bird, 
but perhaps you are right. 

Handy Andy. — ^You cannot bicycle all 
the way to J ersey, nor are you likely to 
be taken in as a paying-guest for less 
than 35. a day unless you are a vege- 
tarian. It was Victor Hugo and not 
Sir Gilbert Parxer who wrote Toilers 
of the Sea, but there is no danger of 
octopuses now. Victor Hugo is dead. 
No, it is not as a rule necessary to take 
dress clothes (evening dress) if you stay 
at a temperance hotel, but collars are 
de riguewr at all meals. 


Breakfast-Table Problem. 

“ After all, what is the object ia swim- 
ming across the Channel when it can be 
done for a few shillings in a steamer ? ” 
— Evening News. 

^y what “it” is; and, if it means 
swi mmi ng, Aen show the fallacy underly- 
ing the original question, even if we 
steamer to contain a swim- 

nnng-bath. 


THE ECONOMICS OF TIPPING. 

[Tliis paper, apparently intended for the 
Economic Science Section of the British Associa- 
tion, now assembled in Cape Town, has by 
some oversight found its way to Bouverie Street!] 

The molecule and the atom, it has been 
eloquently shown by our learned and 
distinguished President, are subject to 
the laws of Evolution. He has pointed 
out that if we trace the history of these 
conceptions we find their stability gradu- 
ally changing — ^rising to a maximum — 
declining — ^falling to nothing — and then 
revolution, followed by newly acquired 
strength and permanence. So also, to 
some extent, with the form of matter 
known as the Tip, though it is at present, 
according to all competent observers, 
neither an atom nor a molecule. A 
French statistician has calculated that 
£20,000,000 a year is distributed in tips 
in France, and that in Paris alone£12,000 
changes hands in this way each day. 
As the result of inquiries, we find that 
the same state of things prevails in 
England. Tipping, indeed, is upon the 
upward grade in London and the Pro- 
vinces alike. The Tip has now acquired 
such formidable dimensions as to bring 
about a vital change in the economic 
conditions of the country. 

Owing largely to the influx of Ameri- 
can millionaires and sportsmen, it appears 
that waiters, gamekeepers, and similar 
recipients ^le paying very considerable 
premiums in order to secure likely berths. 
We have it on the best authority that 
the newly-appointed Hall Porter of the 
Hotel Roosevelt in the West End has 
just obtained that incumbency by means 
of a douceur of three thousand guineas 
to the proprietors of the establishment, 
and is congratulating himself on his 
bargain. About a quarter of this sum 
was the “key-money” due from the 
Chief Chambermaid of the hotel on 
succeeding to the emoluments of her 
position. The comparatively trifling fee 
of £2,500 was lately handed over as 
“ first fruits” to the Owners’ Provident 
P ension Fund by the fortunate nominee 
to a Head Waitership at a leading 
restaurant. Subordinate posts are pur- 
chasable in like proportion. Needless 
to say, no salaries are now paid to these 
favoured officials. On the contrary, the 
proprietors are agitating for an increased 
percentage of the weekly proceeds of the 
tip-harvest. 

In the country, the cost of a Game- 
keepership under a nobleman or Ameri- 
can magnate runs into four figures for 
entrance fee, with a varying annual 
subscription payable by the keeper 
according to the average takings of ' his 
benefice. The landlord is thus enabled 
to defray the heavy expenses of rearing 
and preserving his pheasants. The rent 
of a grouse moor or deer forest is 
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similarly met by a dividend from tlie 
gillies engaged. 

The relations of employer and employe 
are thus becoming inverted by the rising 
of Tips to their maximum. The former 
is now hired by the latter to assist him 
in the process of earning a living. The 
waiters are, in fact, the masters of the 
situation, though, in justice be it said, 
they are paying handsome wages to the 
hotel proprietors. Many restaurant- 
keepers would be in the workhouse 
were it not for the generous salaries 
which they receive from their staff. 

How long this state of things will 
continue it is not so easy to determine. 
There should be a revolution on the 
part of somebody — to carry out the 
analogy of the atom — before stability is 
reached. The maximum, however, will 
not be arrived at until all the money 
of guests, visitors, etc., is transferred to 
the pockets of the tip-takers. There 
would then be a rapid decline in gratui- 
ties, unless the quondam tippees gave 
adequate pourhoires to their nominal em- 
ployers, to be passed on to their former 
customers by way of bonuses to reward 
their return. The tipped ones would in 
this way be tipping themselves, and 
equilibrium would ensue. There is, 
nevertheless, a great possibility that a 
revolt against the inflation of tips may 
take place at an earlier stage, in which 
case (to change the original metaphor) 
the bubble will be pricked — ^and people 
will have to wait on themselves. 

Zig-Zag. 


THE EVERLASTING TEST. 

The suggestion that all Test Matches 
should in future be extended to six days 
is hardly likely to be adopted, owing to 
the fact that it does not go far enough. 
There should be no time limit whatever 
in International matches. What side of 
Test team players can do justice either 
to their averages or their country if 
forced by the exigencies of the present 
ridiculous time limit to start their 
innings after a long and arduous day 
in the field ? Twenty-four hours’ com- 
plete rest, accompanied by change of 
air and scene, is absolutely essential to a 
display of such transcendent importance. 
In case, also, of the pitch wearing badly, 
or a night’s rain intervening, or a spell 
of oppressively warm weather setting in, 
a bracing trip to the sea-side should be 
arranged for the teams, the umpires and 
Mr. Craig while the wicket is being 
coaxed back to its normal condition. 

It may be urged, on the other hand, 
that such patchwork play would tend to 
lessen the spectator’s interest in the 
struggle, but, far from this being the 
case, ad libitum Test cricket would confer 
an inestimable boon on the English- 
speaking world. There would be no 


longer that feeling of desolation, that 
desperate sensation of emptiness, so 
prevalent among vicarious sportsmen 
between the Test Matches, while specta- 
tors of every class could watch the 
match at its commencement or in a 
few weeks’ time with the comfortable 
assurance that the same glorious game 



“ Can you oblige me with a Match ? 
Sorry I haven’t one, Sir, but ” 



any rate, the idea would be distinctly 
popular, and the gate-money enormously 
increased in consequence, for the simple 
reason that, time being no object with 
the players, lady enthusiasts would find 
the lawn at the disposal of their frocks 
and sunshades not once, but many times 
during the day, while, for instance, 
Mr. Armstrong was having a chat with 
an overseas friend in the Pavilion, or 
Mr. Fry was waiting till he felt more in 
a mood for his knock. 


GOLDEN RULES FOR THE 
NURSERY. 

(Modelled on the regulation Nursery Card.) 

Drowning. — ^If the child show signs of 
not wishing to leave its bath, you may 
at once assume that it is drowned. Send 
instantly for the doctor and both parents, 
and do not relax your efforts for a 
moment until they come. 

Pull the child’s nose violently and put 
tepid bricks to its stomach and thighs, 
armpits and soles of feet. Then cut off 
all hair and rub its head with one part 
lime-water and two parts treacle to 
restore circulation. Lay the child on 
the bed and leave it quite alone for half 
an hour, or until the doctor comes. 

Choking. — ^This complaint only occurs 
during breakfast. Send for the doctor 
at once, then put your whole hand as far 
down the child’s throat as possible, and 
keep it there till the doctor comes. 

Nose Bleeding. — Treatment the same 
as drowning. 

Substances in the Eye. — Take a weU- 
sharpened penknife and try to remove 
the substance with it. If this fails, send 
for a box of glycerine jujubes, and wait 
tiU the doctor comes. 

Ditto in the Nose. — Anything in the 
nose is perfectly harmless, and will be 
much better left where it is. 

Swallowing Pins, Coins, Buttons, 
Paper-knives, etc.— If anything of tWs 
description stick in the throat of the 
child, attach a long piece of string to a 
crochet needle and let it drop as far as 
possible down the throat, taking care 
that the child bite the needle. Then 
send for the doctor. Do not on any 
account give the child an emetic. 

Wounds. — Carefully wash the child 
aU over with mustard and water to 
remove aU dirt. Then put it to bed 
and keep it there for a few days, or 
until the doctor comes. 

Bites. — If the child cannot bite its 
food properly, there is probably some- 
thing wrong with the food, or with the 
child’s teeth. In either case send for 
the doctor. Hold the child up by the 
heels for twenty minutes. If at the end 
of that time the teeth have not dropped 
out lay the child on the bed until the 
doctor’s arrival and do not attempt to 
undress it, as probably there is some- 
thing wrong with its food. On no ac- 
count give it cod-liver oil. 

Price Id. from the Infant's Liver 
Brigade Go.," Kidderminster, or given 
away with every | pint of Dobbin's Milk 
Substitute. 

First Loafer. Did you help at the fire 
last night ? 

Second Loafer. Yes, a bit. I got out 
of the way of the fire-engine. 
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SWIMMING THE CHANNEL. 

{The Latest Craze.) 


JUST 1235 YEARS MORE! 

We hasten to reassure our male 
readers as to the scare caused in the news- 
papers last week hy a statement made at 
the Detroit Congress hy Mr. W. Tj. Bodine, 
Superintendent of Compulsory Educa- 
tion in Chicago, to the effect that the 
extinction of Man is imminent, owing to 
the alarming increase of wage-earning 
Woman. It is not really as had as that. 
A “Well-known Sociologist” has given 
it as his opinion, in the Express of 
August 18, that “ the year 3140 will see 
the final triumph of women, when there 
will he 100 per cent, more women than 
men Hving in Great Britain. Twelve 
centuries later there will only he one 
man to every three women.” We heg 
the Mere Man to breathe again, and to 
take a careful note of these dates. The 
first is exactly 1235 years ahead, and 
we have therefore, no douht, time to 
make preparations accordingly. All 
Redistribution Bills, for instance, which 
concern the male voter and are now in 
contemplation, should have a clause 
iu sorted that they will become nuR and 
void in 3140 a.d. It is to he sincerely 
hoped that Mr. Balfour will hear this in 
I mind in framing his next attempt. Houses 
may still be built on a 999 years’ lease with 
masculine “dens” and dressing-rooms, 
hut for further periods we should recom- 
mend architects of club-houses and so 
forth to exercise a wise restraint. All 
Cricket tours and Test Matches hooked 
for the summer of 3141 should he 
promptly cancelled, as there will not he 
enough trousered individuals to provide 
a “gate.” A similar caution applies to 
the latter half of the previous football 
season. Husbands also have just twelve 
hundred and thirty-five years more to act 
as heads of the household, and do other 
odd jobs with hammers, etc. Alter 
then each wiU be only “ half-a-man,” 
and a new judgment of Solomon will he 
required to adjust matters. 

We merely drop these hints hy way 
of allaying any unnecessary fears during 
the present holiday season. It is very im- 
portant to he exact in the matter of dates 
in arranging for these social cataclysms. 


A Plurality Scandal. 

“The Rev. Ben Lewis Parkin, M.A., 
Vicar of St. Thomas, Brightside, Shef- 
field, has, we are informed, resigned his 
benefice, and that (sio) his Grace the 
Archbishop of York has accepted the 
same.^^ — Newcastle Chronicle,^ 

The italics represent Mr. Punch's 
blushes for the Archbishop, who ought 
surely to have known better. 


“ Gamekeepers in North Wales report 
that, owing to the recent excessive heat, 
thousands of young peasants have been 
killed .” — Bhds Herald. 


Genuine Gems. 

{From a General Knowledge Paper.) 

Q. Explain the following terms : 

(1) Poet Laureate, (2) First Cataract, 
(3) Geyser. 

A. (1) Austin Chamberlain, (2) The 
Flood, (3) German Emperor, 

^ Q. Complete the following quota- 
tions : — 

YD Birds of a feather 

(2) It takes two to make a 

A. (1) Birds of a feather never agree. 

(2) It takes two to make a marriage. 
Q. Name any work by GtomrsoN. 

A. Graves Energy. | 


Q. For what are the following people 
famous (1) Clara Butt, (2) Marie 
Corelli, (3) Dr. Barnardo. 

^ A. (1) A cricketer, (2) Dancing and 
singing, (3) Cure for Radium. 


Journalistic Candour. 

“ There is no truth in the statement 
that the Daily Mail has, or ever had, or 
ever will have, designs on the station 
bookstalls. The bookstall business has, 
however, so long been connected with 
the circulation of fiction that there 
seems some difficulty in dissociating the 
two .” — Evening News. 
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ODONTOLODGICAL EVOLUTION. 

(An appeal to Sir Other) 

No lurking premonition, -when lie lunched, 

Of what Philosophy would lay before us 
B[aunted the happy troglodyte who munched 
fcs mid-day Pleiosaurus. 

He took no stock in Science : had you said, 

“ Teeth are a fraud, my neolithic brother,’’ 

It might hare struck his adamantine head 

To answer, “You’re another!” 

We, too, imagined, cutting ’em with tears, 

Our infant ivories were things of beauty, 

And mourned to think of those senescent years 

When they would cease from duty. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Marshall P. Wilder is known in two hemispheres as one 
of the best raconteurs of the day. Probably, following the 
example of a feUow-labourer nearer PaU Mall, he has told his 
stories so often that he is in dread of repeating himself in the 
hearing of chance audiences. Pursuing the lead indicated, 
he has accordingly published them in a volume to which he 
gives the characteristic name The Sunny Side of the Street. 
My Baronite, looking through the pages, misses the irresistibly 
merry face of the story-teller and the surprise of the abrupt 
conclusion which left the listener wondering where the point 
of the joke was. When ^t flashed upon him, as it never failed 
to do, it was enjoyed the more for the hesitation. There is a 
good deal of wisdom in Marshall’s wit. He has met most 
notable people in New York and London, and chats delightfully 
about them. 


It seems we were mistaken, Dr. Lodge ; 

You ’re going (very kindly) to deliver us 

From dental agonies : the latest dodge 
Is not to be carnivorous. 

“If you have teeth, prepare to shed them now; 
Their loss invigorates ” (we quote your thesis) 

“ The human cerebellum ; that is how 

It gets those lovely creases. 

“ And, when the far-away Utopia comes, 

More even-minded, if in features odder, 

Posterity shall sip through pointless gums 
A vegetable fodder.” 

Delightful notion 1 — Life, immune from pains, 

To serious thought and cereal food apprenticed. 

But are they really such a boon, these brains ? 

Ought we to starve the dentist ? 

Are there no simpler changes we can make 
Than thus to cast aside our cherished molars, 

And build the massive brow too large to take 
A standard size in bowlers ? 

Why not revert (and bid your scheme go hang !) 
To types that read no news and rent no viUa — 

The irresponsible Orang Outang, 

The fancy-free Gorilla ? 

Sweet to repose on eligible trees. 

Saving our teeth for one eternal chatter 

About the cerebrum, and by degrees 
Eliminate the latter. 


AN AFTERTHOUGHT. 

According to the Times report of the last scene of all, 
“ The Sailing of the French Fleet,” that ended the eventful 
week, “the Firequeen summed up the whole situation in the 
one word ‘ Good-bye.’ ” Not staying to point out that “ Good- 
bye ” is certainly not " one word,’ but four separate words 
compressed into two hyphenically united, it is most unfortu- 
nately noticeable that instead of “ Good-bye ” the Firegwecn 
ought to have signalled “Alt Eevoir,'' or, if we are deficient 
in French signals, then, at least, could have been substituted 
“ To our ne^ merry meeting'' The idea of saying that “ the 
whole situation was summed up” in wishing our guests “Good- 
bye” ! 1 The truly hospitable host never utters the sad word 
“ Good-bye ” without adding an affectionate “ Hope you ’ll come 
and see us again soon,” or something to that effect. “So 
long” would^ have been genial and up-to-date. No doubt 
the true sentiment will have been understood by our French 
friends, who will think that “ it might have been infinitely 
better expressed.” 


The latest work issued by the Walter Scott Publishing 
Co., Ltd., in its useful and interesting series entitled The 
Makers of British Art, edited by James A. Manson, is 
William Hogarth. It is described by its author, G. Baidwin 
Brown, M.A., Professor of Fine Art in the University of 
Edinburgh, as an attempt at “a fresh and independent treat- 
ment of Hogarth’s life and art,” and, as such, it is likely to 
achieve, mainly on account of Professor Brown’s treatment of 
what win always be one of the subjects most popular with 
all interested in British Art, a greater success than any of 
its predecessors, excepting, perhaps, Thomas Gainsborough, 
HA., by A. E. Fletcher, and Sir Joshua Reynolds, P.R.A., 
by Elsa D’Esterre Keeling. So far as its modest limits 
allow, the Professor, in this book, has succeeded in giving us 
a delightful study of a plucky, sturdy, pugnacious, pig- 
headed, typical “British” personality, that is, of William 
Hogarth, who, as an artist, was possessed of, rare genius, 
umuvaUed in his peculiar line, whose execution was unequal, 
but whose ideas and expression of them were always origi- 
nal. What he saw, he drew ; and as the humour took him 
so his eccentric fancy depicted whatever might be the subject 
of the moment. He was a tragedian, and equally a broad, 
yet subtle, comedian, who could be so successful in pure 
burlesque, that his grotesque print “in the ridiculous 
manner of Rembrandt,” as Hogarth himself advertised it, 
was one of his most popular performances, and commanded a 
very extensive sale. How out of such small prices, as they 
seem to us now-a-days, he contrived to amass, a sufi^- 
cient, if not a considerable, fortune, is somewhat difiBcult 
to understand. Surprised indeed must have been any one 
familiar with his character, and personally acquainted 
with this “little man” (taller than David Garrick, pro- 
bably), to learn that, one fine morning, while yet scarcely 
more than a student, or at aU events only at the commence- 
ment of his career, he had elopeci with the handsome 
daughter of Sir James Thornhill, Sergeant-Painter to the 
King. The marriage was a most happy one; he was devoted to 
his wife, and she to him. The Baron cannot help wondering 
how Mrs. Hogarth relished the pictorial progress, on canvas, 
of some of the subjects in 
which her husband revelled. 

Fortunately he was a stern 
moralist, and his manner of 
teaching was to show vice its 
own image “as large as life,’* 
as the showman says, “and 
twice as natural.” The plates 
in this very interesting book, 
given as typical specimens 
of Hogarth’s art, are well 
selected, and have been re- 
produced with admirable clear- 
ness. 
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THE GIRL I LEFT BEHIND ME. 


CHARIVARIA. 

Das Reich has recommended the 
German nation to treat the British fleet 
as it deserves — neither with friendliness 
>r with rudeness, hut with polite 
dignity ; and the British tar, who is 
not without his sense of humour, wiU. 
probably find this spectacle a sufficient 
entertainment in itself. 


It is said that one feature of the Prince 
of Wales’s tour in India wiU be a sur- 
prise mobilisation of troops. To ensure 
its success, due notice has been given. 

London has often been called “The 
City of Terrible Darkness,” and now the 
Oaulois, in a recent article on open spaces 
in the Metropolis, refers to “ The Park 
of Black Heat.” 

Five American millionaires were stay- 
ing at Claridge’s Hotel last week, and it 
is worth noting, as showing how the 
Republican spirit is no mere empty form, 
that one whose fortune is estimated at 
£20,000,000 treated one who had only 
£10,060,000 as his equal, and was seen 
more than once to converse with him. 


Mr. Halt. Oaiot: has been interviewed 
by a representative of the Daily Telegraph 
on the subject of his dramatic version 
of The Prodigal Son, Upon being 
asked whether it was true, as had^ been 
alleged, that the end of the play is not 


to be a happy one, Mr. Oaike, while 
refusing to make any explicit statement, 
modestly replied that everyone would be 
pleased when the end came. 

Shipping in the Channel is becoming 
a serious menace to the constantly grow- 
ing class that ckims the right of swim- 
ming on this public thoroughfare, and 
we are not surprised to hear that the 
captains of vessels proceeding at a high 
velocity, are being freely spoken of as 
"Sea-Hogs.” 

With reference to the fall of a boy 
from the gallery of a Blackburn Music 
HaU into the pit, we are asked to deny 
the statement that the manager refused 
to let the youth leave until he had paid 
the difference. 

We hear that some difficulty is being 
experienced in connection with the forth- 
coming production of Joseph and his 
Brethren at the Coliseum, owing to the 
fact that there is no pit in that house. 

A speaker at the meeting of the 
Sanitary Inspectors Association urged 
the importance of having school children 
periodically cleaned. It is rumoured 
t^t, as a result, important contmcts 
are about to be placed by the educational 
authorities with the Vacuum Cleaning 
Company. If this be true, we hope that 
the safety of the infants wiU be consi- 
dered. There is some danger that, owing 


to their small size, they might be drawn 
by suction bodily through the tube. 

A Chester magistrate has commented 
adversely on the practice adopted by 
some tradesmen of hanging goods out- 
side shops. It is certainly not always 
to the advantage of the shopkeepers 
themselves, for we have known macin- 
toshes, for instance, to be entirely spoilt 
by being left out in a shower. 

Many clergymen have taken umbrage 
at Sir James Criohtok-Beowne’s advice to 
them to stop preaching “ siUy sermons,” 
and have unanimously resolved to ignore 
it. 

If there is one failing more than 
another which may be said to charac- 
terise the present age, it is lack of 
respect for established institutions. A 
pair of blackbirds, living near Barnet, 
have this season built a nest and success- 
fully reared a brood of young ones in 
the breast-pocket of a scarecrow. 


The oyster is so often under a cloud 
that we are pleased to hear that there is 
at least one gentleman who, though dis- 
puting its value as a source of suste- 
nance, is yet anxious to give it a leg up. 
“A Vegetarian,” writing to the Daily 
Neius, declares that “ Men and nations 
cannot live weh upon pork, oy&fers, and 
other quadrupeds.” . . 


VOL. oxxix. 


X 






PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


[August 30, 1905. 


k\tc AT RDinr'P dealer has the right to shuffle the cards last 

HOW TO BEHAVE AT BRIDGE " before dealing, and it is a breach of etiquette for anyone at 

It is astonishing, at this time of day, how few people have the table” (spectators, it wiU be seen, are here ignored) '‘to 
learned to conduct themselves with becoming decorum at a take the dealer’s pack of cards in hand and place them in 
Bridge>table : and we are greatly beholden to the Hon. R. C. such a position that the player at the dealer’s right hand 
Gbosvenor for having laid down, in a recent issue of The jg Tempted to Cut them 

Westminster Gazette, certain dementary rd^ of eti^ ^ ^ infrequently does so) without giving the dealer a 
which should govern the behaviour of Polite 80010^ when shuffling’’ It T^ould seem almost incredible that so 

engaged in this popular an iver mg p sti . crross a breach of etiauette should be possible amone players 


engagea in tnis popular ana uivening ^ breach of etiquette should be possible among players 

space, no doubt, pr^uded him from saying ^ tha w^ in S ^ 

^3™! tln« L.T.S in bSeW. Gkosvimor that it frequently occurs. If so, it can ody be_ex- 


-Iff \ 1 j £ u-itusvjJUNUit iiLciL iL lieu ueiiLiy uuuuxa. ai »u, ii uau uiuy ue ci- 

defcrencc to make sfood some ot the gaps in his brochure. j , 

A«d.to.;i n^ice t4. M, “few »h.,. frLf..” directed 


to the guidance of beginners of 

Both Sexes. 

Thus, at the very outset, he is anxious to disabuse his readers 


principles which underlie the game. The founders of Bridge 
went upon the assumption that every player 

Naturally Wants to Cheat 


of the idea that in Bridge there is one law for the woman and if he gets the chance : and many of their regulations were 
another for the man. This is well, for there is a false im- constructed solely with the purpose of meeting this con- 
pression abroad, due to mistaken notions of chivalry, that the tingency. Amongst the most vital' of these rules is the one 
male may claim a greater clemency £rom his female partner which gives the dealer the right of shuffling the cards last, 
than he would have a right to expect from one of his own so as to nullify any coUusion on the part of his opponents, 
sex, Sach^a principle may serve for tririal sports like Accordingly, for a player to put the cards in such a position 
lawn tennis or croquet : but where a game is played for that the dealer is tempted to neglect this precaution, is to 
money it is by that fact lifted into an altogether nobler give him the chance of appearing to repose confidence in his 
region where the question of sex is, for the time being, opponents’ honesty," and is therefore an unpardonable breach 
eliminated. For example, the plea of inability to pay a of propriety. 


Bridge debt through the absence of a pocket to hold money 
is just as inadmissible for a man as for a woman. 


The deal being over (and the novice cannot be too urgently 
reminded that the cards should be dealt from the top, not 


Now, to quote from the Hon. R. C. Grosvenoe, “ let us sup- from the middle or bottom, of the pack, and also in regular 


pose the Bridge table to be formed, and the four players 
Duly Seated.” 


rotation, so that each player receives an equal consignment) 
we come to the question of declaring. On this point the 


The precision with which he Hmits the number of players Hon. R. 0. Geosvenor holds That the dealer should allow a 
to four (fully justified, since a fifth player is Hkely to cause reasonable time to elapse m every instance, before deciding 
confusion, and sk or more at an ordinary table might entail whether he will make the declaration himself or leave the 
over-crowding) makes it the more surprising that he should ^^^ision to his partner.” This is a soimd suggestion, 
employ so vague a phrase as “ duly seated.” This asks too and, if it were more frequently followed, we should hear less 
much of the intelligence of the reader, and I venture to oI such cases as that of the dealer who, after a curso^ 
supplement it. The seats, then (deck chairs and oriental gl“ce at the corners of his cards, instantly declares ISio 
divans sliould be avoided), ought, if possible, to be aU of the Trumps . - mi. « 

same height, so that no one player has a better chance than ^ Strength of Three Aco0, 

another of looking over his opponents’ hands. Even so, which, on a closer inspection, prove to be fours ; or, on the 
there is the difficulty arising from lack of uniformity in the other hand, of the dealer who considers his cards abstractedly 
length of people’s torsos ; and this can only be met by the for 5 ^ minutes, and then asks who has dealt. But it is doubt- 
use of chairs capable of being adjusted in the music-stool ful if this counsel of perfection will ever be realised until 
manner. In any case, no seat should be so high that its the authorities introduce a compulsory system of time-fuses, 
occupant cannot reach down to pick up his tricks ; nor so We next come to the right method of declaring. Now 
low that he cannot see over the edge of the table. about this the Hon. R. C. Grosvenob — in my opinion very 


Again, in the choice of seats one cannot ignore 

The Question of NCirrors. 


properly, though his literary style might perhaps be bettered — 
holds the view that “ on making the declaration, whether by the 


T<; 4.x, -u «« 4.^ X, ^ -4 4. j ■ j- 4. 1 X. T-* A dealer or his partner, no word or other indication of any kind 

If there happeus to he a mirror sitoted mimedia ely hehmd ^ 

To. ^ 13 ! ^ reflection of the ^ ^ g ^ 

occupant s cards can he readily observed by his partner, f„- 4 ,her and nW similar restrictions on the dealer when 

then the player who has the choice of seats should make a restrictions on tJie dealer wJien 


point of permitting this one to be secured by his opponents. 
For, as the Hon. R. 0. Gbosvenor very intelligently puts it, 
“ the good-humoured people are those who give most pleasure 


Passing the Declaration. 

For, should he say aloud, as he leaves it to his -partner, 
A couple more aces and I’d go No Trumps myself;” or, 


to others in playing the game, and probably thereby secure “ No, I never have made an original declaration of Diamonds 
conditions as favourable as possible to their own success.” with five to the Queen, and I won’t now;” or, “In case you 
The application of this theory to the case of the mirror-seat is thought of declaring Hearts, I have four pretty good ones ; ” 
less obscure than it appears. If the original leader wins or (flinging his cards across to his partner), “Did you ever 
his game, he need say nothing ; whereas, if he loses, he can see such a rotten Spade hand?” — any one of these speeches — 
then, while preserving an air of utmost good humour, call and, stiU more, the action accompanying the last — ^would be 
attention to the irregular assistance wliieh his opponents must tantamount to an intimation, however closely veiled, of the 
have drived from the mirror, and decline to pay his losses. contents of his hand. 

To resume. “Let us suppose the four players duly On a future occasion I may have more to say on the subject 
seated — ^then arises,” says the Hon. R. C. Geosvenob, “a of Bridge Behaviour; and iu the meantime I shall watch 
point of etiquette relating to the deal which, in my experi- carefully to see the effect on Society of the doctrines incul- 
ence, is very frequently disregarded by beginners and some- cated by the Hon. R. 0 . Geosvenoe and with great humility 
times even by lliose who ought to know better ; the point is supplemented by myself. 0 . S. 
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[“Battung-dresses are more elaborate tbaa ever due year.”— Vide Ladies’ Payers.] 

A mil “Well I suppose we i£A.t as well be Gomo into the sea — comb along, Maud. 

fe “™’eAE AMrW^T ABB TOU TALSONG ABOUT? WhtI IT WOULD ABSOLUTELY BGIN MT DRESS ! 


POLITICAL ECONOMY IN THE PARK. 

Scene — Near the Marhle Arch. Time Sun^y eveniti^. Sy 
the Kiosh the usiial raucous Atheist is criticising the 
Bible in the usual spout of cheap buffoonery. _ Next to 
him is a voluble Hungarian, advocating an optimistic imw 
of the future state. A Utile further on, an mhadox 
circle are singing hymns loiih a tuneful but mildly pug- 
nacious refrain. Somewhat apart from all these cotenes 
a small group has collected round a couple of disputants. 
One is an intelligent artisan, with a heen sdlow foM 
brcywn eyes with a dull glitter in them; the other is a little old 
gentleman of venerable appearance, whose soft black felt 
hat, large clean white collars, and silvery hair and beard, 
give him a semi-professional air. Between them stands a 
mysterious-looking man with grizzled curls falling to his 
shoulders, who observes themboth vnth close and irnpaHial 
attention, and seems to be reserving his final decision 
until the argument is concluded. 

The Intelligent Artisan. My argument is liiat any monopoly 
of money is against the interests of the community as a ole. 
That ’s the point you ’ave to meet !_ „ , . . , ^ .t. 

The Old Gentleman {after squeezing all his features together 
in the effort to concentrate his thoughts). Yon assert the fwt— 
hut, so far, yon have not advanced any arguments -winch, m 
my opinion, establish it. . , . j x 

The 1. A. That’s not my fault- If you’re too fogged to 
see it I can’t make you— now can I? 


The 0. Q. To begin -with, I entirdy deny that there is, or 
can be, any such thing as a monopoly of money. 

The I. A, Why, you know as weE as what I do that a small 
and pri-vEeged class— bankers, financiers, and such like — ’ave 
the sole right at present of issuing money. , 

The 0. G. I know nothing of the sort. What is to prevent 
anyone here from starting a bank to-morrow— E he has the 

necessary capital? _ . xt t x j 

A Bystander (who has omitted to shave for the Last day or 
ttco). Just so ! It’s a free country, ain’t it? 

The I. A. When you use the term “ necess ry, you re 
beggin’ the ’ole question. What I say is that Oapitm 
oughtn’t to be necess’ry at aE. I claim that every man ought 
to ’ave the right to issue notes on the security of the future 
product of the labour of his ’ands. 

The Unshaven B. You ’E excuse me— but is not wealth pro- 
duced by the labour of a man’s head as wdL as his hands ? 

The I. A. No, no— that ’s where you ’re wrong. ^ Wealth 
has never yet been perdooced by a man’s ’ed— on’y by ’is 
’ands, as I can prove to you in a moment. _ Let us put it, for 
the sake of argyment, that the world’s Capital amounts to one 
’undred pounds, whEe its wealth is of exackly the same value. 

WeE, then, it foEers that for hevery poimd ; , , , ^ 

The 0. (?. (his s'peetacles gleaming loith the light of oattlej. 
One TuamfiTit ! You must not attempt to prove your cas^y , 
assuming a condition of things that does not exist. The 

world’s Capital . , 

The I. A. I was addressmg mysdf to ms'genEeman. I E 
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come to you presently. As for the ’undred pounds, I was 
merely taking that figger as a basis. Make it a million, or a 
billion pounds, for all I care — it don’t affect my illustration ! 

The 0. G. I object to your illustration on the ground that 
it is an impossible one. The world’s Capital never has been 
and never will be exactly balanced by its wealth. 

The I, A. All I ’m endeavouring — if you ’ll allow me to ’ave 
my say out — is to prove to our fnend ’ere that Labour is not 
dependent on Capital in any way whatsoever. 

21ie Unshaven. But wouldn’t you say that Labour depended 
on Capital for employment ? 

The I, A. Gevtingly I should not. Their interests are 
diametric’ly opposed — as I’ll undertake to show in ’alf a 
minute. 

The Unshaven. Well, but look here now. Suppose I have 
a few hundred pounds, and invest it in building a house 
over there. {Indicating Connaught Place.) Well, — 

^ The 0. G. {with guarded approval). Yes, you ’ve hit on the 
right line there— you may be going to follow it up by the 
proper argument, though I doubt it — ^but go on. 

The Unshaven (encouraged). Am I not providing emploj^'- 
ment and wages for bricklayers, carpenters, and such like ? 

The I. A. (condescendingly). I ’ll tell you what your mistake 
is. ^ Wages aren’t paid out of Capital at all. They ’re paid 
entirely out of the producks of Labour. Similarly with interest. 
What right, I arsk you, has Capital to be paid interest just 
for laying idle ? 

The 0. G. Since you seem to be attacking interest now, let 
me put this case to you : I have a hundred pounds to spare, 
and I buy fifty trucks or barrows at two pounds apiece, and 
let them out at sixpence a day-— that is, seven pounds ten a 
week. Do you say I am doing wrong ? [Ee learns vnth the 
triumphant expression of a modem Sociuter.] 

The I. A. (after considering this problem). By no means — 
unless, mind you, unless you are thereby creating a monopoly. 
That ’s aU I ’m arguing against. I contend that every 
has a free right to the use of land, air, and water, without 
being interfered with by anybody whatsoever. 

^ The 0. G. Then my answer to that is that he has no such 
rights, under present conditions. 

Hie I. A. (seizing his advantage). “ Under present condi- 
tions There you are. Now you Ve gone and given away 
your ’ole case. I’m trying to get those conditions altered. 
And, while on that point, I may mention that where Oham- 

BESLkm makes his grand mistake, is that ’e 

The 0. G. Before we go any further, are you for Free Trade 

or Protection ? , . . Very well then, so far, I’m with you 

[At this stage the niysterious man with the long curls, who 
has heen ^ loohing as if he might intervene with an 
iliummating remark at any moment, suddenly loses all 
interest in the discussion and glides quietly away; 
there follows a lengthy argument as to what Mr. Cbam- < 
BERLAIN did or did not say on various occasions, and ’ 
h(^ far his own words may he accepted as evidence of 
VdLicy after which the Old Gentleman resumes — 
WeU, I am old enough to remember the days long before 
Free Trade came in, when I myself sold coffee at six and 
mnepence the pound, tea at very little under, and spices at 
sixpence an ounce 

^ A Vacuous Auditor (with a marked increase of respect for 
him). Then you done very well ! g 

The I. A. (to the 0. Q.) I want to ’ave it out with you about i 
the land. You ’aven’t met me on that point yet. ( 

The 0. 0. I am far from saying that our Land Laws do t 
not need reform 

The I. A. Reform? They want to be done away with 
altogether! I’d ’ave every man entitled to nse the land 
equally without being ordered off it by nobody. 

0. G. Equally— but that’s the difficulty. Suppose I c 
build two houses at a thousand pounds apiece g 


3 ^ They. A. (deeply impressed ly such enterprise). That’s a 
1 tidy bit o’ money, Guv’nor ! 

The 0. G. (ignoring him). And suppose I build one horse 

t in the middle of Hackney Marshes 

L The I. A. You ’d ’ave to be a loonertic to do that I ’Oo ’s 
giving impossible illustrations now 9 
i ^ Ilie 0. G. 1 allowed you to finish your illustration — ^you ’re 
k interrupting me in the middle of mine ! 

^ The V. A. (losing all faith in him as a practical man). And 
[ right, too — torking sech rot as that ! 

The 0. G. (witheringly). When you have made yourself 
^ acquainted with the A B 0 of the question you will have the 
- right to correct other people’s arguments—hut not till then. 

(To the I. A.) And suppose I build the other house 

! The I. A. That s all very well — hut we ’re getting fur 
i away from our original point, which is ’ow wealth can be 
circulated to the best advantage. And I end as I began by 
asserting that no class ought to ’ave the exclusive monopoly 
of money. 

The 0. G. And I repeat that you have not yet shown me 
that any such monopoly exists. 

The I. A. If I ’ave not done so it ’s because you ’aven’t a 
mind that ’s capable of follering my arguments — and I can’t 
be ejected to ’elp that. But if you’d read Joedt Stuart 
Mill’s Summary (which in my opinion is the best thing he 
ever wrote), you’d see it laid down there that you cannot 
increase the issne of money without instantly raising the 
price of food. 

The 0. G. I have read all John Stuart Mill’s works several 
times over, hnt I do not recall any statement to that effect. 
And if you were to talk for ever, you would never convince 
me that 

The 1. A. I dessay not. And I’U teU you whtj. Because 
you aven t studied the subject sufl5.ciently to reason it out for 
yourself. So, as I can’t waste any more o’ my time (he elbows 
hts way out of the circle), 1 ’U wish yer good-night. 

studied the subject and reasoned it out for 
myself, my friend, long before you were horn ! 

^ P arthian shot before disappearing in the 
crowd). ^ Then all I can say to you is that it ’s a pity you didn’t 
reason it out right while you were about it 1 

nearest Bystander). I can show 
you the f^acy of my late opponent’s so-called arguments by 
a very simple illustration. I will assume that you are a 
shoemaker, and turn out, without the aid of machinery, a 
pair of boots per day, for which you receive 

The By gander (with a dash of hauteur). There you ’re 
mistaken, Mister, as it 'appens. Because I’m a clurk. But 
if you arsk my opinion 

[Here he is suddenly drawn away by his Young Ladyl^ 

ms Young Lady (m his ear). Oh, come orf it, do ! What- 
eyer s the use o’ gettin’ arguin’ with a ole nannygoat like 
im/ Let s go and listen to the hand ! 

[They do; the undaunted Old Gentleman looks round for 
an (^agonist worthier of his steel, and is soon again 
in the thick of an intellectual conflict, F. A. 

Expected Disappearance of a Gallant Officer. 

TJotek the bead of “Militoy Appointments,” tbougb it 
sounds much more like a Military Disappointment, we read 
« 1 ? tJiat “Major B. R. K. Tarte, the Buffs 

appointed to tbe 1st Battalion pending 


Patting the Cart before tbe nir«iTi 

Ebom_ Infantry Training 1905: — “In all movements the 
second m comm^d will be responsible for the direction and 
covermg, he (and the sergeant-major, if no ammunition carts 
are present) wiR generally assist the commanding officer.” 
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FOR HEROES AND LEANDERS. 

The New Hotel for Channel Swimmers. 

Swimming the Channel is ahont to he 
pnt upon a sound and practical basis, 
the experimental stage now being con- 
sidered over. Plans for a large hotel 
on the Dover shore, which is to be the 
last word in sensational natation, have 
just been passed by the Town Council ; 
while, as soon as the form and serious- 
ness of the swimmers suggest that it 
is necessary, a sister establishment will 
be set up on the French coast. This 
building will be of novel construction, 
the intention being to erect it upon 
wheels, so that it can quickly be moved 
to whatever point the successful swimmer 
(supposing one to emerge) seems to be ap- 
proaching, and thus beready to supply him 
with refreshment and lodging and those 
requirements of civilisation which are now 
expected by those who cleave the main in 
the full glare, so to speak, of the public 
eye. A competent staff of pushers will be 
in attendance day and night to move the 
hotel whenever and wherever needed. 

To return to the Dover hotel, the 
existence of which is not problematical 
but certain, all Channel Swimmers having 
been observed to start. A name has 
not yet been chosen for it, the manage- 
ment hesitating between “The Trudg- 
eon,” “The Swinburne Arms,’’ and “The 
Forlorn Hope.” Beneath the building 
will be a swimming-bath of considerable 
size, in which practice can be taken 
when the weather is too inclement out- 
side, and in which the art of absorbing 
food while swimming may be acquired. 
This art is by no means easy, and, in- 
deed, many swimmers attribute their 
failure to reach Grisnez less to lacking 
strength and endurance than to inability 
to swallow beef-tea without at the same 
time swallowing the Pas de Calais, 
Swimmers can also experiment in this 
bath with patent foods, and floating 
writing-pads will be provided on which 
they can record the results. 

A apropos of advertisement, we are 
reminded that an advertising agent of 
American extraction will have a per- 
manent office in the hotel, and will give 
his whole time to the invention of new 
and ingenious devices to bring and keep 
the names of the champions before a 
public for whom the month of August 
would be arid indeed were it not for 
attempts upon the Channel. The rooms 
for the swimmers and their suites will 
be around the bath, and above these will 
be a series of apartments for captains 
of tugs and purveyors of meat essences. 
The various German bands and gramo- 
phone operators will be located in out- 
houses, while at the top of the main 
building will be a telegraph office, and 
around it the rooms of the representa- 
tives of the leading papers, the Press 


Association and the Central News. 
There will also be sufficient accommoda- 
tion for those persons who cannot swim, 
but yet wish it to be understood that 
they also have designs on the Channel. 

Professors of every kind of stroke will 
be in attendance night and day. The 
Holbein back stroke, which leaves the 
face free to contemplate the sun in its 
various eclipses and the pageant of the 
starry heavens, will be imparted to all 
who wish it ; likewise the breast stroke 
of the indomitable and saucy Burgess, 
the elastic freedom of the fair and buoyish 
Kellerman, th^ loopish lupineness of 
WoLBT, and the cat-like movements of Mr. 
Mew. Nothing in short will be left 
undone that can help to popularise this 
new August and September pastime, 
which bids fair to rival in attraction 
both Bridge and Jiu-jitsu. 

When the hotel is ready it has been 


decided to ask Mr. Swinburne for an 
opening ode, which will probably bear 
the title “ The Channel’s Cross-currents,” 
and win be recited by the spirited bard 
hand-in-hand with his life-long friend 
and most masterly critic Mr. Theodore 
Watts-Dunton, each declaiming alternate 
lines. The effort, it is anticipated, wflL be 
very novel and charming. At the comple- 
tion of the recitation the directors, all of 
whom are old swimmers Who have won 
many a gaUant contest with the tides in 
Heme Bay, the Serpentine, Round Pond, 
and other arenas of desperate natation, 
will plunge simultaneously into the sea 
from the Admiralty Pier and perform 
startling evolutions. They will then 
emerge, and after some brisk excoriation 
from specially woven huckaback towels, 
win entertain the gallant company to 
Ixmch, a suitable grace being uttered by 
Prebendary and Captain Webb-Pepioe. 
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NATURE STUDIES. 

Tbde DMDm Difmom’. 

The particular Dandie Dinmont wto has conferred upon me 
the privileges of possessing him and providing him with 
food, bedding, brush and comb, and a garden for him to 
delve in, is a year old. Li appearance he is the most ridicu- 
lous object that Nature ever invented in one of her freakish 
moods. His wheel-base — if I may borrow a term from the 
motorist — is the longest I have ever seen in proportion to his 
height, which cannot, at a liberal estimate, exceed six inches 
at the shoulder. There never has existed a dog who was at 
the same time so long and (in another sense) so short. His 
absurd front legs — ^if things so brief can indeed be called legs 
— begin with a most prodigious sweeping curve, and then 
terminate in two comic paws set at a sharp angle outwards. 
The top of his head is as flat as the striking surface of Thoe’s 
hammer, and the ridge of his back goes in switch-back 
gradients to join his long and impudently defiant tail. 
About^ his hair, however, save where it bushes over his eyes, 
there is no absurdity. It is of a light grey colour — ^he is a 
“pepper” — and in part it has the fine texture of silk. His 
eyes, too, are noble, for they are brown, a rich brown, and 
they have in them unplumbed depths of faithfulness, pathos, 
and alert intelligence. His fixed home is an open basket in 
the day nursery, but more often than not, and especially on 
muddy days, he condescends to curl himself up on the seats 
of arm-chairs in the drawing-room or library. 

It must not be supposed that this preposterous person has 
any sense of his own absurdity. On the contrary he has a 
most notable pomposity of demeanour, supposed, by his 
detractors, to have been acquired from constant companion- 
ship with a gigantic St. Bernard dog, whom he worships, 
bullies, and leads into mischief. When he is trotting beside 
RoUo he is obviously and serenely unconscious of any differ- 
®^ce in their sizes, weights, and muscular powers. He has 
the^ deportment and, for the matter of that, the courage of his 
majestic tawny friend, and the fact that he is occasionally 
trampled into flatness by a negligent paw never discomposes 
him for long, and has not had the least effect upon his settled 
convictions. 

This morning the Dandie was digging in the garden, and 
Tvas pmsTiing the exercise with his customary and almost 
iuGouceivable ardour. He does not care where he digs^ for 
many marts of his prowess are to he seen upon the tennis 
la-5m, and many others are to he found amongst the flower- 
beds. On this occasion he had chosen some geraniums that 
are planted against a wall of the house. His legists were 
m^mg the earth fly with an incredible velocity. Deeper and 
wider grew the hde ; the sky was darkened with the earthy 
and scarlet-petalled shower of his excavations. Smanlr i He 
! tos been discovered and for the fiftieth time a whip has 
descended on his hack. A yelping, grey streak of lightning. 
Ms shot ^ross the path, and in the space of a second he is 
standiM mdignant on the lawn a hundred yards away. 

At ^s moment of gloom he saw a sight which at once 
revived ^ drooping spirits. A gardener was trundling a 
heay wheelbarrow along one of the walks. Now a gard^er 
is always an enemy, but when his hands are free he is a 
dangerous ^emy, for he can throw stones and use sticks 
and must, thraetee, be avoided. But when a gardener is 
trundling a wh^barrow, all he can do is to kick rearwards 
dumsily md TOthout proper direction. Seeing his hereditary 
foe iius handicapped the Dandie lost no time. In a flash he 
h^ h^ed across the mtervening grass and had flung him- 
seU, bartag viciously, against the lower inches of the 
gmrd^era cOTduroys. The eyes of his mistress being upon 
, tile gardener attempted under these distressing circum- 
stances to maintain an impassive horticultilral dignity, and 


ever, as he wheeled, the little dog sprang with short repeated 
darts at the moving, legs. 

At last the Dandie desisted from this' joyous sport — but 
only to take up another equally delightful, and even less 
dangerous. On the other side of the lawn a nurserymaid 
was pushing a perambulator. By the dog-star, he seemed to 
say, here is a second wheeling victim ! In another moment, 
still barking his battle-cry, he was amongst her skirts, and j 
in pother the perambulator was deserted, the baby was 
yelling with apprehension, and the nurserymaid, a shrieking ; 
and distraught semblance of humanity, was making for a ' 
bench in feverish and laughable zig-zags, while the bandy- 
legged fiend was chasing her from stop to stop with a zest 
proportioned to her ruin. 

I After this exploit he seemed to be sated with mere spiritual ^ 
amusements, for he retired by devious paths to the kitchen, ' 
and became a meek and wheedling, not to say a cringing, little I 
dog. Having prevailed over the not inflexible temper of the - 
cook, he . returned to^ the lawn bearing in his mouth a beef ^ 
bone as large as his own body. Over this he gnawed and j 
growled till it was time to bury it amongst the bushes and 
repair to the nursery for dinner, with a tell-tale pyramid of 
earth upon his nose. 

THE GOLF HABIT. 

By Involuotaet Slave. 

EvEif as one that ventures, in his strength, 

On some slow drug, and seems to take no iU, 

But surely weakening finds himself at length 
Thrall to a tabloid, bondsman to a pill. 

So I, that sought a charm whereof men rave, 

That did but nibble, as it were in jest. 

Am grown a Public ScoflSng and a slave. 

Me wretched ! to a practice I detest. 

For me the nights go heavily. For me 
Day Brings the burn, the tussock, and the whin, 

The foozled anguish of a Club-house tee 
Crowded with sportsmen pawing to begin. 

Through the long hours a weariful course I trace 
With piteous “top” and agitating “pull,” 

Or squander on th’ illimitable space 
Blows that would stun an ordinary bull. 

The wild turfs leap to my impassioned scoops ; 

The thick clouds gather o’er the bunker’s bed ; 

And the sliced ball precariously swoops 
In i mmi nent circles roimd a stranger’s head. 

Daylong and daylong, be it fine or damp, 

Summer or winter, I may never flag ; 

If wet, I take a multi-coloured gamp ; 

If diy, the caddie has it in his bag. 

So grinds tbe old wheel on. And every day 
I loathe the stubborn traffic more and more ; 

Nightly I vow to give my clubs away, 

Only to start next morning as before ; 

Only to find more painful and more slow 
My devious passaging from tee to green 

(A hole I did in ten a week ago 
I missed this afternoon in seventeen) ; 

to salve the pangs of my despair 
With shattered shafts and stamping of the feet, 

And bell my sorrows to the ambient air 
In terms that border on the indiscreet. Duh-Dum. 
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THE POINT OF VIEW. 


Mr. Drivler. ‘'Oh! what a lovely afternoon! Let tour eyes rest vthere they will, 
Miss Rosie, and they see nothing that is not exquisitely beautiful ! ” 


EXTEACIS FEOM THE DIAET OF 
A STATESMAN. 

“The Right Hon. Joseph Chamberlain left 
on Saturday morning for the Continent. No 
letters will be forwarded to him.” — Daily 
Telegraph, Aug. 21.] 

Aug. 22. — letters. What a relief 
and what a contrast to my nsnal average 
of 250 a day ! Must devote my leisure 
to extending my acquaintance with con- 
temporary literature. Tried Maeter- 
linck’s Treasure of the Humhle this 
morning, but found it rather visionary 
and unpractical. In the afternoon read 
part of Aglavaine and Selysette, but 
thought it very aglavaining, I mean 
aggravating. Must ask Avebury if 
Mae'ierlinck really does know anything 
about bees, or only has one in his 
bonnet. 

Aug. 23. — "So letters. It certainly does 
simplify life a great deal, but one can’t 
help wishing to know what people are 
doing. The foreign newspapers are aU 1 
very well, but they can’t be always! 
trusted. For instance, I see it stated 1 
that Lord Ritchie, the celebrated British 
statesman (! 1 1), will probably re-enter 
the Cabinet. That wo^d indeed be the 
last straw. Read Browning’s Lost Leader 
after lunch. Strange that Arthur Bal- 
four has never written to congratulate 
me on Curzon’s resignation. By Jove, 
though, he ’s probably seen that notice 
about my correspondence and acted 
accordingly. After tea read some of 
Dickens’s Oliver Lodge, I mean to say 
Oliver Twist. That reminds me that 
when I get back to Birmingham I must 
really try to get Oliver Louge to write 
or lecture on the transcendental side of 
Tariff Refonn. I believe it’s the only 
subject of importance he hasn’t written 
on since his appointment as Principal of 
the Biimingham University. 

Aug. 24. — ^No letters. Tried to read 
some Tolstoi after breakfast, but gave it 
up in disgust. My doctor recommends 
me to try golf croquet, but I haven’t 
sunk so low as that yet. Wonder what 
Jesse Collings is doing with himself. 
He doesn’t shoot grouse, I know, but 
Chaplin does, and Howard Vincent has 
gone off the rails over the Volunteer 
Question. . . . Went to hear the band 
play this afternoon. I know nothing 
about music, and it doesn’t affect me 
much, but there’s no doubt it does 
influence some people amazingly. I 
wonder if Elgar, our new music pro- 
fessor at Birmingham, could be induced 
to compose a symphony or overture on 
Imperial Preference? Must talk it over 
with Arthur Balfour. 

Aug. 25. — No letters. Really this is 
getting beyond a joke. This morning 
I was reduced to playing golf croquet, 
and can no longer say that I never take 
any exercise or indulge in any pastime. 


Aug. 26. — ^A picture post-card, and 
from Jesse Collings ! Dear old Jesse 1 
I almost shed tears when it was handed 
me. Effect on my health and spirits 
simply miraculous. Defying my doctor, 
wrote long letters to Arthur Balfour, 
Hewins, Charles Booth, Leo Maxse, Baron 
Suyematsu, and Minto. Listened to the 
pianola without any irritation for half- 
an-hour after lunch, and telegraphed to 
the Times giving my address, and re- 
moving embargo on correspondence. 


More Commercial Candour* 

** Sea-fishing tackle sold here, fresh, 
up-to-date. Certain to deceive the most 
wary.” 

Swimming the Channel is not the only 
ambition of our athletes. A number of 
golfing experts recently reached Dover 
intent upon driving a ball from Shake- 
speare’s Cliff to the Calais shore. Messrs. 
Jessop and Joe DARiiNa are also in- 
tending to try to slog there. 
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SUN AND ’AIR. 

Opinions of Experis, 

^ [“ It is an old and perhaps a true legend that 
m the days of Titiait the women of Venice 
used to sit with their long^ tresses loose in the 
s-m’s midday stren^h to impart to them that 
chestnut tinge which is still distinguished 
to-day as Venetian red. It is another old, and, 
possibly, eq^uaUy accurate tradition that Blue- 
coat boys and butchers’ assistants are exempt 
from baldness, because they wear no covering 
on their heads.”— DaiZ?/ Telegraph.'] 

The Daily Telegraph^s theory, as 
expressed above, so attracted and in- 
trigued Mr, Punch that he made some 
inquiries among great or prominent 
capillarians to endeavour to obtain rati- 
fication^ or denial as to the eflSciency of 
the sun s rays in promoting growth and a 
golden tinge. Wb have the authority of 
gifted and retiring author of The 
Prodigal Son (not Sun) at Drury Lane, 
who has put it on record that he attri- 
butes the ruddy hue of his own wool (as 
he humorously calls it) to a long sitting 
without his hat on the summit of 
^ Shatspeare’s CliS at Dover, where once 


the natives “gathered samphire (dreadful 
trade).” Before that time it was coal- 
black. 

Other letters on the subject have 
reached us. 

Clemeih? Shobthaie writes: “I 
can neither support nor disprove the 
Telegraph's theory. My own raven 
tresses, so ample and so glossy, have 
rarely been e:^osed to the rays of the 
sun; but their luxuriousness none can 
deny, despite my paradoxical cogno- 
men.” 

Mr. George E, Sims writes: “I am 
constrained to believe that the action of 
the sun has no connection whatever 
with the growth of what might be called 
human ^ mustard and cress. My own 
conviction is thasfc that growth can be 
promoted only by the assiduous applica- 
tion of a patent preparation known 
as ” 

[Oh no yon don’t. — E d.] 

Mr. P. F. Warner writes : “I wish I 
could support the theory that the sun 
IS a safe cure for want of thatch, but 


unhappily I cannot. I have given it 
every chance in the field this year, but 
in vain. I am stiU as I was. Would 
that I could be no-bald ! ” 

It will be seen that the evidence that 
we have been able to collect from three 
of the most eminent men in their respec- 
tive walks of life now living does not 
very strongly endorse the fascinating con- 
tention of our ingenious contemporary. 
None the less, we are not disposed to 
go back on Le Pere Soleil yet. It is 
manifest that the truth of the contention 
can be tested only by a deliberate period 
of immunity from sunshine on the part 
of the hirsute and a similar period of 
sunbaths on the part of the hairless. A 
period of immunity will be offered' by 
to-day’s eclipse, but the duration will be 
probably too short for any marked de- 
crease in hair to be noticed by the 
astronomers who are implicated in that 
celestial event, while Jhe value of the 
experiment would in any case be vitiated 
by the circumstance that most of thto 
(npt, of course, including Sir Norman 
Lookohair) are more or less bald already. 





SHELVED. 

OB»«o.i™EB.M~>(WJ«3«plomato™/«-Lord Cm™). "HDIiOl HEHE COMES ANOTHER OE THE OLD BRIGADE I 

AETETOR ’LL SOON BE THE ONLY ONE LEFT.” 
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Tuc piun nc a Dconpn the affectionate efforts of Lord Algernon representatives of the Unionist members 

Ttlfc tniU Ur A Ktv/UriU and Lord Percy CEcm, by referring to their presence as “the 

IVIINISTRY. When Sir Winston Churchill rose most deliberate and impertinent affront 

(Being the intelligent anticipation of a leading amidst the applause of the Opposition, that had ever been offered to a long- 
article from the Daily Telegraphy April 2, the benches were crowded to their utmost suffering House.” Then, returning to 
^ capacity. In the Peers’ Gallery there the amendment, he demanded from Ui. 

Last night the House of Commons was also a notable attendance, including Balfour a plain answer as to whether he 
witnessed the most dramatic, disastrous, the Marquis Carmelite, Earl Vince, Lord was in favour of Mr. Chamberlain’s scheme 
and epoch-making event that political Hjewins, and many other distinguished or not. At this point he paused dramati- 
history has yet recorded. After an members of the Upper Chamber. The caUy, and loud cries of “ Answer ” arose 
utterly unparalleled career of nearly Opposition amendment had been worded from the benches behind him. When it 
forty years, a period rich in benefits for with an elaborate but obvious cimning, was discovered, however, that Mr. 
so many important classes of the British which from its very nature was bound Balfour was fast asleep, Sir Winston ■ 
Nation, Mr. Balfour’s ^ Ministry was to fail in its object of detaching the resumed his attack, which henceforth 
defeated yesterday evening, under cir- necessary vote from the Conservative he directed towards Mr. Chamerlain, 
cumstances which wiU bring nothing Party: who, with an impassive smile of con- 

but eternal shame and dishonour upon « tempt upon his face, was sitting exactly 

an already discredited Opposition. For has now arrived when His Majesty’s Govern- opposite. Lashing himself into a fine 
some time it had been known that the ment shofild declare their intentions with I pretence of indignation, the Liberal 


some time it had been known that the ‘ ment 
Liberal Party had 


fixed upon the first 
of April as the occa- 
sion for a malevo- 
lent attack upon the 
Government ; and 

spaced through- i ' 

out the Unionist Sc 

Party, commanding * ^ 

costs. Thanks to 
the Sub- 

the Prime Minister 

during the previous ‘ * 

session, those sup- “Mr. Balfour was aroused, and expressed a desire to end 

porters of the 

Governmentwhowere too aged and infirm i regard to Mr. CnAMBERLAiN’s proposed altera- 






■ft 






hi . ' 










% 


“Mr, Balfour was aroused, and expressed a desire to end the debate.*' 


Leader declared that 
^ thirty-two years ago 
Mr. Chajmberlatn 
had stated that’ the 
immediate adoption 
of his scheme was i 
absolutely essential I 
were 

he had never had 
the courage to bring 
\/,,f " it before the House. 

iif}'; If Mr. Balfour 

^ / agreed with him, 

which on seventy- 
six distinct occa- 
sions the Member 
for West Birming- 
ham had stated to 
6 debate.” be the case, why had 

the Government 
not adopted his ideas ? If, on the other 
hand, Mr. Balfour was opposed to him, 




to take the journey to the House were able Fiscal Policy of the country.” hand, Mr. Balfour was opposed to him, 

to send down their valets with power of Speaking with much assumed warmth as Lord Hugh Cecil had passionately 
attorney to vote for them. Since no fewer and vehemence, the Leader of the Opposi- affirmed no fewer than seventy-five times, 
than two hundred and one availed them- tion at once plunged into an attack upon why did not the Prime Minister say so, 
selves of the privilege, it will be realised the Ministry, which for personal rancour and end this intolerable atmosphere of 
what a stern, fighting spirit animated the and malicious virulence will remain, we sham and shuffle ? {Loud and prolonged 
loyal and united party which has so faith- trust, for aH time the classical and cheering.) 

fully supported its beloved leader for unenviable example. He soon deserted With the assistance of his grandson, 
nearly half a century. Despite the the subject of the amendment, and pro- Mr. Chamberlain was upon his feet 
hundred summers that have floated over ceeded to range over the whole field of almost before Sir Winston had resumed 
Mr. Chamberlain’s venerable head, the Government policy. With concentrated his place, which probably accounts for 
veteran statesman had announced his venom he referred to Mr. Balfour’s the sustained nature of the applause, 
intention of replying in person to Sir masterly repeal of the Septennial Act In a few brief but eloquent words he 
Winston Churchill’s amendment and (1906) as “ the most flagrant example completely shattered the edifice of make- 
when the grand old warrior entered the of political immorality that has ever believe which the Opposition Leader had 
House, leaning upon the arms of Mr. stained the pages of history.” He taken such pains to erect. Needless to 
David Collings and Mr. Austen Chamber- alluded to the Redistribution Bill of say, his logical, patriotic, and crushing 
I lain, Jr., he was welcomed by a storm of 1914, which had brought the Govern- exposure of the Free Trade case was 
cheering that was only surpassed by ment majority from 7 up to 96, as “a received with the wildest enthusiasm, 
the terrific outburst that a few moments piece of shameless corruption, which in ‘'The Leader of the Opposition,” he 
later greeted the arrival of the Prime any other department of hfe would have declared, “ was one of those unfortunate 
Minister, who, gracefully reclining in a obtained the punishment that it merited,” individuals who were the friends of every 
deck chair, was carried to his seat by and concluded by grossly insulting the country but their own.” {Cheers.) “In 
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order to snatch a miserable party aclvan- congratulations to the two incomparable ‘^Oh, very well, then. I’ll be black, 
tage he did not hesitate to imperil the Ministers who are now released from the No, bine. Only I won’t play the four- 
future of his native land.” (Oheers.) thankless labours at which they have ball thingummy. It spoils the game. 
*‘Hon. Members would do well to reniein- toiled so long. In the words of the last I shall go through the second hoop.” 


her that every vote given to the Liberals great English poet : 


I was a vote sold to Germany.” (Cheers “ Even the weariest river yourselt." 

and protests.) “He believed that this Winds somewhere safe to sea ; ” “Well, what do you want me to do, 

generation woidd hand do^Tintamislied and Mr. Chambebladt 

the sceptre of empire which they had Of comse, what you ougU to do is to 

receiTcd from their forefathers. (L<md g ^gfgj.g come off here, and then I ’ll lay you a 

j , • j • I, 4. iiito the boundless ocean of eternal fame, A, ® ^ ”. 

debate was contmued mth great thousand memorable phrases leap in- weU, here goes. Is that right? 

enthusiasm by Membere of both Parties stinctively into our mind as applicable Th®re, what 

On Ae Govenment side powerful tg^gij. g^glg^gg3.gg^ Butperhaps Much better have done 

^eeches were contributed by Lord Hugh ^^e garden of history we can cull ^ 

Cecil, Peect Ceoi^ Lord flower that may most acceptably be Its no use to her. She 

Cecil, Lord Algebuoit CEcm, and Mr. their feet as a tribute of a nation’s ^ri t go to the second hoop, and she 

Austeh Chameelaht, Jr. At h^-pa^ gratitude ; and, in view of the sublime ®Le ’d 

eleven Bamour was Roused, and and pathetic manner in which the end of , 

^ress^ his desire to end the debate, ^he tinistiy was brought about, inscribe 1 ®^, but she didn’t miss. No one 

When the applause that greeted his their memorial in letters of gold and distance. Now what are 

decision had died away, Ae Pnme g^^e that nothing in their political you going to do ? ” 

Minister began his spe^h with eindent fjfg Became them liki the leaving of it. doming to you, of course.” ^ 


But it ’s sheer — oh, very well. Please 
yourself.” 

“ Well, what do you want me to do, 


I traces of ’ emotion. “It was not his 
fault,” he declared, “if nature had 
denied to the Liberal Party sufficient 
intelligence to understand the English 
language. The question was so com- 


plicated, and his attitude towards it so blowed if ” He ’s hit her. What an infernal fluke ! 

simple, that it was impossible for him “Lady Angela wants to play, and of Now he’U come and separate us. 
to express it in any cruder language than course that means Haeey.” Dash the feUow ! . . . I never saw such 

mat of which he had already been guilty, “ Oh, well, if Lady Angela — all right, luck. He ought to have been off the 
As for the gross and unjustifiable attack I ’U play with her. Make a better ground then. Of course, now he ’ll go 
upon his hfe-long friend the Member for game.” the whole way round ” 

West Birminghmn” (at this point he “No. I want her to play with Haeby.” “ Exactly what I sav. Your wretched 


“Oh, well, but you haven’t hit me. I 
knew you wouldn’t.” 

A rmiP.PAl I RDiTAir “ I didn’t want to, my dear. Wasn’t 

A FOUR BALL BREAK. the game to try to. Now, you see, you ’U 

Ceoquet ? With you ? No. I ’m be able to hit me, and then — confound ! 


turned to Mr. Chambeelain with tears 
in his eyes), “well, aU he could say was 


I want her to play with Harry.” 


“ But I don’t want- 


the whole way round.” 

“ Exactly what I say. Your wretched 
four-ball break. Don’t you see what I 


that m his opmion the late Colonial Jack, when— before ” simply ruin the game. It ’s all the fault 

becre^ was the swond greatest states- “Before we were married? Yes, I of people who will make games too 
man in English history. ^ for there know,_ but that was — oh, very well, scientifc. They’re all the same nowa- 
na-^g been any discord between the Have it your own way. Only don’t ask days. Why can’t you just play the 
ngnt horn gentlenian and himself ” my advice and then not take it.” game as a game, like I do, and not — oh, 

here Mr._ Balfour s emotion became pain- “As i£ I ever did! Very well, I he’s missed!” 


“ To play with me ? You used to, mean ? I hate these long turns. They 


* 1,J. 1 A.1 1 1 • .LU vjyvxi vvoj. uuii b aeji. u.aya. vy uy uaxi u J'UU JUST; piay me 

ngnt horn gentlenian and himself my advice and then not take it.” game as a game, like I do, and not — oh, 

here Mr._ Balfour s emotion became pain- “As i£ I ever did! Very well, I he’s missed!” 

M to witness. Two^ or three times he won’t, if you’ll promise not to dose your “Jove ! Now you’ve got them. Abso- 
tried to continue his speech, but the temper.” lutelyset” 

effort was too great ; and ^th a faint “ Ixise my temper ! Really, you are “ Well, now, what am I to do ? ” 

exclanmtion that sonnd^ lie ‘liars,” the most aggravating person I’ve ever “ WeR, I should hit yellow first, and 

t e rrime Mim^er sank hack in his seat come across. You know perfectly well send him down to the middle, and then 
^conscious. So _ overcome was Mr. I never do. Not now.” get a rush on red to your hoop, and then 

CHAMBERLAor at tius proof of affection, “H’m. Well, no, you don’t : not like hit red asrain. and send him down nast 


imconscious. bo overcome was Mr. I never do. Not now.” get a rush on red to your hoop, and then 

G* affection, “H’m. WeU, no, you don’t ; not like hit red again, and send him down past 

Hffl r and onetime in his yon used to. You don’t throw your yeUow, and hit yellow, and come on to 

me Jus le^gs got the better of him, maHet about and swear. But you me, and then— see? You ’U get right 
gia atmd toe wddest excitement m the scowl and look sulky and say nothing, round.” 

House he also fainted away in the arms and that’s worse. And you’re always “But why yellow? Red’s much 
of David CoLLisGS. thinking about your stupid old four- nearer.” 

S®“®’ e^^ecting me to-Here “About a foot. However-oh, weU, 
mcredihle in Its iMk of pohtic^ decency, they come. ShaR we caR? Heads! play your own game.” 

nanie^’wA^^TJll -nni PPOsition, whrae Head^t is. ShaR we begin. Jack?” “I knowIshaR miss yeRow. I always 
J ,4 ®®F®®- It ^® smB:’ ^ow-there, I knew I shouldn’t hit it. 


why yellow ? Eed ’s 


name we will not sully our page by 


^ T_* J? 1 1 1 ' Z UJjLt/XCi, A J. 01J.UUJ.U.XJL b JJ.lb Ab. 

moved Oh, yes, I know you always say so. I do wish you woiHd let me play my 
that the amendment he now put. I never can see it.” AWn CPft TYIA 


Frantic but unavailing efforts were made 


. never can see it. own game.” 

“ But, my dear child, the whole object “ But I did. 

.£ J.T j ..1 111 « 


+>-v j.T_ J. J* ^ 1 * I.-. I 4. — ' — 'f i jlauu JL uxu.. jL — oh, thauk ffoodness. 


arxA T X 1 wj.o waixo juiBb, Bu 11 ±iiey VG misseu. iNow ii s my lum. x 

fnr o A + ^however, let ’s have ought to get the whole way round now, 

S record Ministry it your way. WiU you he red or and then fou’U see there really is some^ 

It defeated by one vote. yeUow? ” thing in the four-ball break. H you’ll 

rmpossible as it is Perhaps we’d better begin, if it’s just watch now how the balls go.^ H I 
M Services the game. I’ll be blue. Or would you can only bring off this rush. That’s aU 

right. tastii to kLiw 

UoronmiMit. W. odIj ofcr<OTiw!ime.t “ JnM m ^like.” EiHMtagood sliot that ^t’a seanow. 
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Hit red and then send him on to — this 
is rather a beast. Got it ! Jove, now 
I’m all right. Don’t know why it is — 
always feel such an ass when I ’m making 
a break. Dash ! I ’ ve wired myseK. No, 

, it ’s all right. Now then, blue ? No. 
Yellow first. Anyhow, it doesn’t much 
matter. Anyone can do the lady’s mile 
with two balls, and then I’ll get a rush 
on red from the stick and — that’s all 
right. And I’ve got yellow waiting. 
Haven’t left myself a difficult shot yet, 
except that rush. That ’really was a 
good shot. I wonder if those Wimbledon 
people — ^I’ve a good mind to have a 
shot at the Championship next year. 
Now, if I can split the balls — might 
make Ellen go in for it too, if I could 
only get her to play the game. No, I 
haven’t hit red yet. Must get her to 
study the game a bit though. This 
break ought to show her. Let’s see, 
how many ’s that ? One, two — ^ten points. 
Better not make myself a rover. No, 
I’ll play her game now. Send red to 
her next hoop, wire yellow here, and 
then go back to her. Beetle too hard, 
but still— no, it ’s not bad. I really think I 
must have a shot at that Championship.” 


“ Have you nearly finished, Jack ? ” 

“Finished! Oh, yes, I’ve finished. 
Really, I do think you might take a 
little interest in the game. What is the 
good of my trying to teach you if 

“If you’re going to be cross I shan’t 
tell you. Something dreadfully exciting.” 

“WeU, whatisit?” ' 

“ It ’s —it ’s Hajrry and Lady Angela.^ I 
thought you were quite happy with 
your old four-ball break, so I went off 
to the house to get a book, and when I 
came back— yes, they are. Aren’t you, 
Haery?” 

“WeU, I’m A thousand con- 

gratulations 1 But, take my advice, and 
don’t play croquet with her after you ’re 
married.” 

Shops that pass in the night. 

“ Lodging-hotjse and shop for disposal 
.... Beds fuU of regular lodgers.” 

Advt. in “ Western Morning News'' 

A FLOCK of sheep has been engaged by 
the Drury Lane directorate to support 
Mr. Geoege Aiiexahdee in The Prodigal 
Son, 


DISILLUSIONMENT. 

I SHUN the haunts of man, awhile to brood 
In silent solitude, 

To linger where the wheeling seabirds fly, 
And listen to their cry, 

To watch the foam-flecked biUows leap 
and curl 

And break with devious swirl. 

With awe I peer into the cool green cave 
That lapping wavelets lave, 

And marvel wffiat strange denizens may 
dweU 

Here, amid weed and sheU — 

When lo 1 I catch the too familiar tones 
Of Smith’s “How" are you, Jones ? ” 

Italy divided against herself. 

The Daily Chronicle refers to repeated 
movements for demolishing a certain 
rookery “ where are produced, amid sur- 
roundings of unspeakable filth, the ice- 
creams that issue forth every summer to 
the danger of London, not to speak of 
the barrel-organs.” But why this sUence 
about the barrel-organs ? And, if the ice- 
creams are reaUy a menace to them, as 
darkly hinted, why not let this good 
work go forward ? 
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A HOLIDAY-TAKER^S PETITION. 

Sir, — ^Your influence can be felt — ^wby may I not say it 
boldly? — everywhere. Am I stating the, as I believe, un- 
doubted fact too broadly ? I may be doing so : I think not. 
How is it then, Sir, I ask with the greatest respect, that you 
do not remind the Clerk of the Weather of his duties at 
holiday seasons towards holiday-takers generally? Is it 
possible that you, Sir, have given the Clerk unmistakable 
hints, which, ignoring, he has, self-opinionatedly, gone off on 
a barometrically opposite coui’se ? 

I do not know if my case is on all fours with those of a 
considerable majority, or whether their cases are at sixes and 
sevens with my own. Here then, Sir, is my plain un- 
varnished tale, which, for you, I wiU polish off at once. 

I am devoted to the sea, and don’t mind going as far as 
three-and-sixpence. W ell, Sir, for a sum less than this, having 
arrived at Eamsgate for a brief holiday, I was joyfully 
anticipating several short, but eminently pleasurable, voyages 
from this pier as far as Folkestone Harbour, calling on the 
way at Deal and Dover, on board the Myleta or the Edward 
'William, the two 
capital coasting 
steamers which the 
South Eastern Com- 
pany (combined 
with the L. C. & D. 

Co.) sends here regu- 
larly, as I am in- 
formed, for a sum- 
mer season. The 
Myleta starts at the 
fairly reasonable 
hour of 10.15, morn- 
ing, reaches Folke- 
stone at 1.0, and 
leaves it at 3.15, 
landing you (that is, 
me, and other pas- 
sengers) at Eams- 
gate at 6.0 to a tick. 

But what has oc- 
curred this season ? 

On the only days- 


away from Miss Myleta 1 1 Ah ! It was hard. But at the 
call of duty — ^per sixpenny wire — ^I did it. Within half an 
hour I was ready to catch the train, when suddenly another 
telegram met me as I was leaving my door. It said, ‘‘ Meeting 
postponed, no necessity to come up.” A big, big D ! Its 
force lessened by knowledge of the fact that at least my holi- 
day was not curtailed. Small by degrees and beautifully less 
was just visible the Myleta, nearing Deal pier. Inspiration ! 
Train to Deal : catch Edward William, Myleta^ s twin brother 
on his way to Eamsgate. First-rate idea. Sure to find a 
train. Yes ; one just going. Away to Deal ! Arrived 12. _ 
Ha ! Just in time .... to be too late ! Edward William 
has been gone exactly five minutes. “ You can see her,” says 
a gruff old sailor, as hard as Deal itself, pointing in the 
direction of E. W.^s track. 

Now, Sir, I do not impute any blame to you, or to the 
Weather Clerk, as regards the telegram, but now that before 
the end of August I am able to get a few days ‘"off,” and a 
few houi-s on the Myleta, do be so obliging as to insist influen- 
tially on the aforesaid Clerk of the Weather (if he is 
something more than a mere clerk, that is, a managing 

clerk ) fixing up 


SAME HAT. 




Awfully simple. 


Simply awful. 


several days of un- 
I stormy, un- rainy 
weather, with which 
to finish summer 
and open the Third 
Act of the year, that 
of Autumn, in most 
effective style. 

As I write every- 
thing promises well. 
I am inclined to be 
less hard on the 
meteorological, or 
iUogical, authori- 
ties. I hasten to 
join the Myleta at 
the pier-head. 

Yours, in high 
hopes, 

An Irregular 

Eovee. 


when I could possibly be down here" for a hohday, some wind 
from the west or south or north-west blew so Auolently that 
the bright blue sky was kept perfectly clear from all clouds, 
while Qie sun shone with intensely provoking brilliancy, 
and Miss Myleta' s captain, wisely, as I must own, refused 
to move the neat and tidy young lady out of the harbour. 
Had he acted contrariwise he would not have had a single 
passenger to accompany him, certainly not myself, though 
I might hpe been wdth him in spirit, drinking his health 
md song in a glass of water tempered with whisky, in such 
just proportion as the wind is tempered to the shorn lamb. 
Three times (in my room) was I prepared to start : three 
times were the rough unruly elements against me : and it 
was literally ‘‘no go.” Dp to tovm for work again: lovely 
weather in London. Next day a friend writes to me from 
Ramsgate, “ Splendid time : Myleta going strong.” 

Hoping against hope I made yet another effort. Down at 
Eamsgate once again. Lovely day: sea would have been 
like proverbial mfll-pond but for gentle breeze. I see the 
Myleta gaily manoeuvring from its berth to the pier, whither 
I hurry. As I step on board I am hailed by breathless 
messenger with telegram. It may be a message of something 
tremendously tp my advantage, and so I take it. Oh ! If 
I only hadn’t seen it ! If only it had been kept for me iintil 
my return I But my presence appeared to be absolutely 
essential that very afternoon in London. Could I tear myself 


P.S. — Three-quarters of 
finished I returned. Alas ! 


an hour after the above was 
, - . 1 Fate in the shape of a -strong 

sou westerly wind off Dover (so came the message) was dead 
against us, or rather, very much alive against us. The 
captain of the gallant Myleta gave his orders from the 
bridge, and the first mate, sadly returning whatever passage- 
money had been paid, informed us, all and severally, in a 
low tone that emphasised the grandeur of his struggle with 
emotion almost overpowering, that the Myleta would not go 
to-day, not even as far as Deal. Your pity. Sir, please ! 
And send to the Weather Clerk. 


Cornish fishermen, and Devonian too, have not been much 
impressed by Entente." French fishing-boats, in the most 
geni^ spirit, probably only fishing for compliments, were 
caught trespassing off the Devon and Cornwall coasts and 
taken in tow by a gunboat to Plymouth, where it was antici- 
pated the case would he heard in Court, and the caught 
catchers would catch it. Vive L' Entente I 


Another Australian Test.— I t is rumoured that Mr. Joseph 
C m^BEELADir is to he opposed at the next General y-lpAtioii hy 
Anstrahan. "Will he approve of the Colonial being given 
the Dreference ? 
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„ A /n A nTr\ n A ■D-m:'\T eud must be supported in an up- two ounces of cloves, a small teaspoonful 

HOW TO GIVE A (BACK) GARDEN position by ten or a dozen burnt of mace, and a bay leaf. Hock cup made 
PARTY. bricks, tbe whole forming a charming in this manner can be offered with im- 

Theee is a mistaken idea prevalent rockery or rustic grotto. Guests, how- punity either to teetotalers or moderate 
among the chatelaines of our smaller ever, must be earnestly requested to hft drinkers. The most substantial part of 
British homes that the joy of garden their feet high when strolling up and the entertainment should consist of 
party giving is denied them owing to down the lawn, as a trip over the dis- savoury sandwiches and thumb-nail 
lack of space. As no garden can be too guised piping might shift the position French pastries. It is usual to appor- 
large for a successful al /resco reception, of the nozzle, and lead to disastrous tion tu;o to each person, three being a 
it may be also conceded that no garden results. generous allowance, 

can be too small for the i The Cat Shoot. 

same purpose, and as a I — 4... 

matter of fact, with a 
little care and fore- 
thought, the back-gar- 
den party may be made 
even more popular and 
entertaining than the 
fetes champetres which 
grace the swelling parks 
of our nobility. 

The Gaedek. 

The garden, however, 
should, if possible, be 
not less than fifteen 
yards by twelve, with a 
gravel path round and 
a grass plot in the mid- 
dle, and the most modish 
time to give the party is 
late August or early Sep- 
tember, immediately fol- 
lowing the rush of the 
Southend and Margate 
season, and while the 
slackening business in 
office or retail establish- 
ments gives opportunity 
for the presence of the 
sterner sex. If* the 
garden should be slight- 
ly smaller than the pre- 
scribed area the effect of 
size may be greatly en- 
hanced by a number of 
light chairs and stools 
dotted here and there. 

The garden seat, which 
should be retained for 
the use of elderly ladies, 
must be freshly painted 

for the occasion, though ^ ^ f y rmhr iimbii!i i mj ■: 

it is as well not to apply ^ sensations, 

the last coat later than MidrOhannel Mermaids. Oh ! What funny tails ! ” 


The Cat Shoot. 

In addition to the 
Green Hungarian 
Gramophone in one 
corner and the local 
lady reciter in the 
other, the Cat Shoot will 
be found to be a popular 
item among the more 
adventurous spirits. Not 
more than twelve air- 
guns should be invited, 
and the game may be 
contrived out of card- 
board realistically cut 
and coloured by the 
children a month before- 
hand. These dummies, 
placed in crouching 
positions at intervals 
along the back waU or 
else a clothes-line, and 
worked by a string run- 
ning over pulleys with 
the boot-boy to mani- 
pulate it, should present 
a very passable imitation 
of the running deer at 
Bisley. The garden 
seat reserved for the 
elderly ladies must be 
placed out of range, to 
ensure against any mis- 
takes arising on the part 
of the sportsmen. A | 
red flag attached to the 
chimney will warn the 
more intelligent among 
the neighbours that 
firing is in progress ; 
aU others will gradually 
become aware of the 
fact from their own 
sensations. 


the evening before. • 

The _ garden roUer, if placed on its Eefeeshments. ^ Teuton Pig. 

Side m a shady corner and covered with , 

a dainty afternoon teadoth, wiH form Forming as they do one of the most . [“Tte meat to 

an excellent side-taUe for glasses and serious items from the visitors pomt of now being raised by 

siphons, but guests must be warned view, the refreshments must receive the classes.” — Daily Mail,] 

against sitting on the handle while in personal attention of every young hostess. . j v • 

f.hia position. Iced coffee and hock cup ■will be found The Germans, deprived of their native 

The Fouhtaih. amply to satisfy the demands of the supply, ^ . . 

A graceful and effective little fountain thirsty. The former you may, with For cheap Russian pork are beginning 
maybe contrived by attaching the rose advantage, make overnight — thus dis- toc^; ^ -l • -j -u x w. 

of the water-can to the end of the garden pensing with the ice ; while an economi- But the Russians on their side, by lortune 
hose, which should be covered by green cal and satisfying hock cup should be forsaken, , „ . . , * 

baize before being laid across the ground made as follows : two quarts of lemonade Are occupied wholly in saving tneir 
to the exact centre of the lawn, where (citric acid), one giU of methylated spirit, bacon. 
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THE RIME OF THE MODERN MARINER. 

“ ^ Service ’ ? ” said tke sailor-man ; I have had my share of it, 
Seen it almost everywhere underneath the snn : 

‘Kept my health’? Well, moderate; thanks to taking care 

of it ; . 1 T > j 

More than that yon can’t expect, knowing what 1 ve done. 

“ Sailormen who celebrate national amenities 
Are compelled to undergo sore internal ills ; 

When we put to sea again afterwards — ah, then it is 
Half the crew are down below, clamouring for piUs ! 

“I was through the Brest affair ; young and :^11 of merriment. 
Symptoms of dyspepsia hardly made us wince, 

Nor did we anticipate the finit of that experiment. 

Fated to be gathered by the Navy ever since. 

“Later on, the Govemmeiit, proud of its sagacity, 

Added to that enterprise others of the sort j 

Paying no attention to the sailor-man’s capacity, 

Bade him overeat himself in every foreign port ! 

‘“Scarcely active ser\dce,’ eh? Well, reckon to a decimal 
What per cent, of combatants met harm in any shape ; 

Pooh 1 Their chance of injury was quite infinitesimal ; — 
Nowadays not one in ten is able to escape. 

“ Sadly I recall the past ; days that cannot be again, 
Memories of mariners who followed duty’s path, 

Totally disabled, they will never put to sea again. 

Now they seek the water but at Harrogate or Bath ! 

“ Yes, a gallant calling is the modern sailor’s ; still it is 
Exquisitely dangerous, though war itseK n^y cease ; 

Honour those who suffer from digestive disabilities. 

All incurred in furthering a universal peace ! ” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Stingaree, by E. W. HoKNUNa (Chatto anu Windus), is a 
capital collection of stories, arranged on a cleverly devised, 
dramatic plan, concerning an Australian bushranger worthy 
to be the angdogue of Sir Walter Soott’s Liocksley alias 
Edbin Hood, of Harrison Ainsworth’s chivalrous Dick Turpin, 
or of Bdlwer-Lttton’s romantic highwayman Paul Clifford, 
Th^e is about this Stingaree a dash and a freshness that are 
certain to captivate the most jaded reader and likely to send 
him, in imagination, galloping recklessly along as sworn 
companion of the daring bushranger, determined to see him 
through every and any melodramatic adventure, be the result 
what it may. The mystery that envelopes the hero is pre- 
served admirably. The characters are aU dramatically 
individualised; so are the horses. The scenes are word- 
painted with a graphic fidelity that will charm even the 
most persistent skipper, who, in this book will find himself 
deprived of his usual exercise. Allow the Baron to direct 
the attention of any reader who may be pressed for time to 
an incident in Stingaree' s career entitled A Duel in the Desert. 
Here honest sympathy will be entirely with the lawless 
bushranger. But if one is thoroughly to enjoy the stories 
they should be read in the connection arranged by their 
author. For example the sentiment and the motive of action 
in the last story of this volume. The Moth and the Star, can 
only be duly appreciated by those whom the first tale, 
abnipHy finished, has impressed, and to this they will probably 
return in order to complete their interest in the “ tag ” by re- 
freshing reference to the opening. Stingaree can be specially 
recommended to the traveller with a long journey before him. 
The fastidious reader may object to the staring whit,e ktters 
at the side of the cover, but, the question of material binding 
apart, the book is certainly bound to interest and amuse. 


One of the late Guy Boothby’s best books is his last, 
entitled A Brighton Tragedy (F. V. White & Co.). The first 
part — it is divided into three parts — is located in Bogota, 
where the attractive heroine is introduced to the reader as 
“probably” the “loveliest girl in all Bogota, probably in the 
Republic of Colombo,” and the puzzlement commences as to 
why the novel was entitled A Brighton Tragedy, when 
apparently “ all the characters, excepting the English hero, 
are Spanish-Americans. Eric Anstruther has nothing to 
do with Brighton, no one at “Bogota” (which is not the 
Spanish for Bognor) has anything to do with the acknow- 
ledged capital of Sussex seasides. But wait, and your 
patience will be mysteriously, and sensationally rewarded. 
The first part of this novel, however, is picturesquely the 
best. Here commences the action, drawn with the three 
principal characters without whom no love story can possibly 
be concocted, that is to say, the Loved One, the Lover, and the 
Rival, the last-named being, in scane rare instances, converted 
from the error of his way and atoning for his previous 
misdeeds by becoming the heroine’s most humble servant to 
command. It is not so here. The villain is, intentionally, 
a villain of the very deepest dye, but the author of his being 
has — ^but this is not the Baron’s secret and he will not divulge 
it. The scenic descriptions are artistically effective, nor will 
anybody grudge the time spent on them, since they are 
essential to the right understanding of the design. To be 
brought back, suddenly, from romantic Colombo to matter- 
of-fact Brighton takes away the reader’s breath ; nor, indeed, 
for some time, does the writer himself appear to have 
recovered from the violent shock to his system. If the 
reader, deeply interested in the sensational course of 
events, be a Dickensian student, it was injudicious of Guy 
Boothby to suggest to him the idea of a Miss Pipchin or a 
Cornelia Blinder (both of Brighton, schools) in the persons of 
Miss Pinnifer and Miss Tihbits; and if the reader be not 
Dickensian, then the sudden introduction of two low-comedy 
characters into the serious business in, hand may possibly 
irritate and put him out of harmony with, the otherwise well- 
considered scheme. But again the Baron begs him to have 
patience. These two persons soon “cease their funning” 
and drop into their proper places. Perhaps if, instead of 
being called A Brighton Tragedy, the book had been entitled 
From Bogotd to Brighton : a Tragedy, then the reader would 
have been fairly dealt with. But when he is at Bogotd he 
doesn’t want to leave it for Brighton, and, when he gets to 
Brighton, he is most anxious to return to Bogotd. 


The Mother-Light (Hutchinson) is a remarkable book. The 
author — or my Baronite guesses the authoress — remains 
anonymous. The scene is laid in the United States, where 
such words as “labor” come from. The story deals with 
a carefully organised religious imposture, those who pull the 
string claiming for the High Priestess the gift of healing the 
sick, even of triumphing over death. From time to time the 
Mother-Light shows herseU to the believers assembled in 
their thousands. Actually 93 
in years, she is made up to pre- 
serve the bloom and beauty of 
youth. But death is not to be 
defrauded, even by the Mother- 
Light. He carries off the old hag, 
whom the First Apostle secretly 
buries in the dead of night, sub- 
stituting for her a young and 
beautiful girl, who successfully 
carries on the imposture. The 
developments of this strange 
story are presented -with force 
and picturesqueness. 
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TWO-AND-TWO MAKE FOUR CASTS. 

{With acknowledgments to the recent exploits of 
Sir GilheH ParTter, M P., in the field of 
political vaticination.) 

Sib Lockyeb, interviewed on 

his return from Palma, where he had 
been keeping the eclipse of the Sun 
under the severest surveillance, pre- 
dicted that no other total eclipse of the 
Stin would occur until 1927. In the 
meantime, watchers of the skies might 
occasionally be gladdened by the appa- 
rition of meteors and other minor, but 
not unpleasing, celestial phenomena. 

It was a good thing not to have an 
eclipse of the Sun too often, as constant 
repetition would be likely to depreciate 
the value of such an event, and turn day 
into night too fi-eqxiently. 

Mr. -H. A. Jones, interviewed on the 
eve of his departure for America to 
produce a new play, predicted that Sir 
Henry Irving would stiU. be at the head 
of the English stage next year, even 
although he should retire from active 
work. He freely admitted that better 
plays had been written than were now 
being produced, but a better time was 
coming. • He thought it a very good 
thing that the music halls had short 
plays, as it took the mind for a few 
minutes from the banalities of the comic 
’ singer and fostered a love for the 
theatre. 

He anticipated that Mr. Pinero and 
Mr; G. B. Shaw would never write a 
play together, but he had every con- 
fidence in Mr. G. R. Sims again finding 
a Collaborator. 

Mr. 0. K. Shorter, interviewed on 
the eve of his departure for Naishfipiir 
in connexion with a special Omar Khay- 
ydm supplement of the Woodhridge 
Flageolet (with which is incorporated 
the Sphere)^ predicted confidently that 
the n*eW novel Garniola, by Mr. Theo. 
Watts-Dunton, poet, critic and dedicatee, 
would be reviewed in all the principal 
^ papers. It was not, as some foolish 
person had assumed from a hasty glance 
at the title, anti-vegetarian in trend. 
On the contrary Mr. W.atts-Dunton was 
a strong believer in a simple diet of 
lentils and split pease at any price. 

Rumours to the effect that Gipsy Smith 
was the hero of Carniola were unfounded, 
but the book had a strong Romany 
interest, and a special edition for caravan 
consumption was in preparation. 

Turning to other matters, the modern 
Cato remarked that he anticipated a 
great future for several authors, but 
would prefer not to name them just yet. 
There was no doubt that Mr. George 
Meredith, O.M., would remain at the 
head of the literary profession. 

,Mr. Arthur Priestley, M.P., inter- 
viewed on the eve of his departure with 
a team of amateur cricketers to torur in 


the Solomon Islands and the Southern 
Pacific, predicted that next season would 
see some very interesting games. The 
county championship, he said, would 
probably be won by either Yorkshire or 
Lancashire, Surrey or Sussex, Kent or 
Essex, or possibly by another team. 

Sussex, he freely admitted, would be 
stronger with Mr. C. B. Fry than with- 
out him. He thought it a very good 
thing that Mr. Fry should be beaten by 
the' bowHng now and then, as it was not 
in the interests of cricket that one man 
should stay in for ever. 

Mr. Brodrick, who was intercepted 
by an interviewer on his return to 
Peper Harow after a Primrose 
League meeting at Guildford, observed 
that the rdle of prophet carried with 


it serious responsibilities. But with- 
out indiscretion he might safely pre- 
dict that Lord Curzon on his return 
to England would not resume the Vice- 
royalty of India as long as Lord Minto 
retained that important post. Mounting 
a three-legged stool, and assuming a 
distinctly Delphic attitude, Mr. Brodrick 
then chanted the following oracle ; — 

If I stand for Guildford again and win, 
The Liberal candidate won’t get in ; 

If I stand again, and suffer defeat, 

The Liberal Party will win the seat. 


Remarkable efeect of the Eclipse on 
A Kent Cricketer. — During the darkest 
period Mr. A. P. Day thought he was 
Albert Knight, 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [September 6, 1905. 


THE PERSONAL NOTE. 

[The SOth of August was rendered remarkable by tbe announcement, 
in the morning papers, of the success of the Peace Conference and of 
the ratification of the new treaty of alliance between England and 
Japan; by a partial, and altogetlier invisible, eclipse of the son; 
and by a temperature worthy of the latter end of October.] 

To-day is Tvroiight of right historic stuff. 

The Heaven on high, the Earth that spins below it. 
Teem with phenomena sublime enough 
To be the making of a minor poet. 

Never, I fancy, has the Mail dhnilged^ 

News that could so electrify the nations ; 

Never, in my belief, so largely bulged 

AVith swelling pride of proved anticipations. 

Tbe San, eclipsed behind the nsnal cloud 

(So faith must e’en dispense with sight, and chance it), 
Further assumes a temporary shroud 

Caused by the Moon’s obtmsive bulk in transit. 

Not so its counterfeit, the-Rising Sun, 

That uneclipsed incarnadines the banners 
Of those who taught the world how wars are won, 

And set the mode to-day in civil manners. 

One hand the Victor stretches out to show 
How to his pledged ally he gi-ows more partial ; 

"With one (politely waved) he lets the foe 
Secure a first success — ^not strictly martial. 

Magnanimous in council as in fight, 

He renders half the spoil and all the ransom, 

And, for a Pagan, struggling toward the light, 

His conduct strikes me as extremely handsome. 

Peace is accomplished ! “ Teddy ” (his the fame) 

• Feels in his breast a not unnatural joy stir ; 

And through the azure Bay which bears its name 
A strange elation chokes the astonied Oyster. 

You ’d think there could not breathe, in human form, 
One creature so abominably selfish 
Whose heart this hour is not at least as warm 
As the interior of a torpid shell-fish ; 

Yet such am I. A chill invades my chest, 

For, on this so-called summer day of August, 

Rude Boreas, whistling through my airy vest, 

Worries iny vitals with his beastly raw gust. 

Belfries may rock about with ringing bells, 

And glad historians paint the peoples’ annals 
Purple, or pink ; — my fancy rather dwells 
On the immediate use of jager flannels. 

Let others order olive-twigs to-day 

To mark the close of yonder deadly duel ; — 

Give me a pinewood log ; give me, I say, 

Something of service in the way of fuel 1 

With song and laughter let the City peal. 

And bounding Bulls wear fillets on their forehead ; — 

I am no friend of Russia, yet I feel 
More like a Beax afflicted with a sore head. 

Nay, gentle jobber, bid me not to sing ; 

I have no heart to be a gaudy hummer ; 

I go in sable furs, a blighted tbdng, 

Mourning the premature demise of summer ! 0. S. I 


A PROFESSIONAL MATINEE. 

The troupe of mimes and singers that a certain eccentric 
Prince always maintained at his Court was one morning 
rehearsing on the lawn in front of the Palace. Near the 
centre stood the prima donna, arrayed in the garb of old 
Greece, and around her at a little distance circled the chorus, 
picturesquely broken up into groups of charming figures. 
The musicians had ranged themselves against the retaining 
wall of the terrace above ; upon the balustrade whereof, with 
his legs dangling over the instruments of music, sat the Chief 
of the Jesters, who in virtue of his office was not only a great 
antiquarian and philosopher, hut also the skilled director of 
all state entertainments. 

They had come to the crucial passage in the work before 
them. Softer and slower grew the song of the prima donna, 
and lower and lower she bent, until at length she sang upon 
her knees ; and finally, as the last sobs of the accompanying 
violins died away, she fell prone upon the grass and buried 
her face in a pair of extremely shapely arms. The chorus 
gathered round, terror-stricken ; there was silence for a few 
bai*s, broken only by the Chief of the Jesters counting the 
time. Then a timid note or two escaped from the flutes, like 
the first twittering of birds at daybreak ; presently the young 
lady on the ground slowly recovered and began to rub her 
eyes, and the stringed instruments meanwhile slipped 
pleasantly into the prelude that was to lead up to the final 
harmonious outburst. "What it all meant is, fortunately, not 
material to this present liistorju 

The prim a donna was coming round gracefully, and both 
the eyes and the ears of the Chief of the J esters were fully 
occupied with his task of superintendence, when somebody 
clapped him on the shoulder from behind so unexpectedly 
that he let the prompt-book fall with a crash on the top of 
the orchestra. The music came to a ragged finish. The 
chorus, just starting their joyous finale, gradually— to use 
their own figurative language — dried up ; and the prima 
donna, who had been acting very well, and knew it, rose 
from the grass and petiilantly dusted her purple chiton. 

“You are all wasting your time, my friends,” said the 
Prince ; for it was he whose sudden appearance had thrown 
everybody at sixes and sevens. 

The Chief of the Jesters slewed his legs round, and 
alighted on the terrace with such ceremony as he could 
muster. Courtier as he was, he had difficulty in concealing 
his annoyance. 

“We are spending our time, as ever, in your Highness’s 
service,” he said gravely. 

The Prince, who knew how to make allowance for the 
touchiness of the artistic temperament, graciously ignored 
the insinuation. 

“I have come to the conclusion,” he continued — and the 
Prince’s conclusions had the force of law in that country 
as soon as he arrived at them — “I have come to the con- 
clusion that art is a mistake. Nay, more, it is an imperti- 
nence. As I walked abroad at dawn this morning, the 
grand concert of Nature, at which I assisted in solitude, 
touched me with emotions such as you are powerless to 
inspire. By the side of her harmony I felt how contemptible 
are your cunning patterns of sound, your studied poses, 
your whole armoury of artifice. As artists, I have decided 
to abolish you. You will come along with me, the whole 
pack of you, and learn from Nature to despair.” 

There was nothing for it hut to obey, at aU events, the first 
part of this command. The Prince led the way to a beautiful 
deU, not half a mile off, known as the Valley by the Sea, which, 
although within the Palace demesne, had been left wild, in 
delighSul contrast to the carefully tended gardens where the 
rehearsal had taken place ; and making the company sit down 
on the slopes thereof, like an audience sitting round an 







amphitlieatre, he hade them attend to the grimd coM^^^ 
Nature which he assured them was still going on tnere. 

teiihnfiSprtslin'S^^^ 

sS. and 

“¥i^‘^id^conceit°of^’Nature was soothing, and even 
snnririfii? Each little wave of the summer sea, as it played 
X£'shb-le on ttirieadi Wow, »»l «P . sow.! hke a 
long-drawn afgli of infinile liappinesB ; as an nje 

„ rhytlrSno lottvly, tkar. ™“ 

iSfg fa ‘tw on ? ” “rt ““.S' 

donna to the Chief of the J esters, when they had been sit 

thus about the space of two hours. riifierent forms of 

“Your classification, my dear, v Un+ +1 tp 

w“£oSd wSSioS 4*°“‘ 

turned round angrily. “Nature develops her theme but 
“e a change of key about nightlall,” said his 

^TS^coinpany looked at one another with bl^ faces, and 
the prirm^donna, laying her head ^ga^f 
the Chief of the Jesters, shamelessly went to sleep. 


But Nature herself, after aU. came to Iheirrescim. It ^ew 
dark and still ; her orchestra, as the Prince woi^d have said, 
was performing one of those piano passages that piesage a 
romto® sSm And when the thunder-clouds burst and the 
^S“Sl in torrents, though he pretended to be enraptured 
with the sound of both, the Prince could not but be moved to 
pity by the frightened faces and the drenched draperies of the 
Liis iris, and with a show of reluctance he gave the signal 

U„ Chief of Jwster, to the 
Prince as they walked home, dripping, “but it wants akt of 
Sng. By the way, has it ever struck your Highness that 
there is one glory of the Sun and another glory ol the Moon . 
I should have thought that the Moon might probably have 
tstnick vour Hi<jhness. I speak metaphorically, of course. 

“ Peace ! ” said the Prince, who was but mad north-nort 
west, “ I restore you yom reflected glories.” 


w 


, Boot- 


'ANTED, good all-rcund Han; tod - semi. Apply 
1 1 maker. — Advt. in “ Nottingham Daily Guardian. 

This throws a new light on the last -word of the passage 
—"in fair round beUy, with good capon hned. 


-to point out 

ntticrs 

“Tke young Protestant lady who thought she detected a mistake on 
Po+l'inliP.. rfimeterv will know better m ^ture. 


A LITTLE learning is a dangerous thing ’ 
in others. 


stant iacly wno tnougiip suo — 

. tnmhstone” in a Catholic cemetery will know hitler m fcturo. 

‘ Eeaniescant in pace ’ is the proper rendering of this I>atm 

refined in the nsnal ‘reqniescat’ is more enphomons 
3 pCant to Ve ear in rendering the mass for the dead. -The 
Times of North Bay, Ontario. 
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THE PERILS OF THE ROAD. 

(A Modern Story of Adventure.) 

The two motorists were men who had 
travelled much, and in strange places. 
They had the unassuming manners of 
those who have encountered dangers in 
many different forms. Yet Sparker’s 
hand shook on the steering wheel, and 
Geary’s usual quiet smile had deserted 
his lips. Their nervousness will be 
understood when it is mentioned that 
they were crossing one of the loneliest 
moors in hTorthumberland, a locahty 
where, as late as the twentieth century, 
wolves roamed at large, and highway- 
men robbed His Majesty’s mail. 

Hor can it be said that the car — a 
new 12 h.p. Debacle —was acting up to 
the reputation which the local agent had 
given it. Down hill, indeed, it moved 
splendidly, but the slightest ascent 
seemed at once to cool its enthusiasm 
and to heat its engines. Just now it 
was toiling painfully up a long hill, and 
protesting uneasily against Sparker’s 
efforts “to make her,” as he phrased it, 
“take it on the second.” “First,” she 
seemed to whirr in reply, “is good 
enough for me.” 

Suddenly Geary gripped his com- 
rade’s arm. “Hark, what was that?” 
he said. “Listen, man, listen.” 

“I suppose it ’s something in the car,” 
Sparker replied, wearily. “ She ’s made 
so many queer noises to-night that one 
more don’t signify.” 

“It isn’t the car this time,” replied 
the other. 

The sound was repeated. It was a 
sound unmistakable to those who have 
ever read books of adventure ; it was 
the long-drawn howl of a wolf. 

Twelve horses would have been 
spurred by terror to a quicker pace. 
The twelve wdiich the Debacle was 
advertised to represent continued ex- 
asperatingly cahn ; the car only moaned 
as SPx\rker, for the fifth time, ground in 
the second gear, and in a few yards she 
showed every sign of stopping altogether. 
The situation was a desperate one ; the 
crest of the hill, by an illusion common 
under such circumstances, seemed to 
recede further and further away. The 
bowlings grew nearer and nearer. 

Presently it was possible to distinguish 
through the darkness the grey gaunt 
forms of the wolves. On they came, 
with their noses to the ground, following, 
witli what was evidently a pleasant 
uncertainty, the novel scent of the petrol. 
The leader of the pack, especially gaunt 
and grey, cantered doggedly some few 
yards ahead of the rest. His gleaming 
fangs and protruded ton^e could, as 
is customary under such circumstances, 
be clearly seen. 

“This is worse than any police trap,” 


muttered Geary, as he glanced behind. 
“ I wonder if they are merely taking our 
number.” 

“I don’t think they can say we are 
exceeding the limit,” was Sp^vrker’s 
bitter reply. 

A fortunate occurrence gave the 
pursued a temporary advantage. Some 
of the wolves, who could now sight 
their quarry, were evidently a little 
surprised to discover the kind of vehicle 
they were pursuing. It was not a sleigh, 
or at least not a sleigh like any they had 
ever seen. And at this jimctiire a series 
of deafening explosions in the exhaust, 
due probably to one of the cylinders 
missing, added to their astonishment. 
They seemed to suspect firearms, a very 
pardonable misconception on their part, 
and the car gained at least twenty yards. 
Then the wolves took up the trail again. 

“ Let ’s try the horn,” suggested 
Sparker, who was full of resource, and 
he blew some resonant blasts upon it. 

“ That ought to puzzle them.” 

This expedient had only a momentary 
success. The wolves hesitated, and then 
apparently assigned this new sound to 
some animal who was drawing the car. 
They followed with renewed ardour, 
licking their lips greedily. 

“What is generally done now,” said 
SPaUiKER, “ is, if I remember right, to cut 
adrift and sacrifice one of the horses.” 

“Then,” said Grary, “we must try 
them with our spare outer cover. Luckily 
it is only a re-vulcanised one.” 

He turned, and leaning over into the 
tonneau, dragged out the huge india- 
rubber tyre in question. Then standing 
up, he fliung it with a shout to the pack 
of wolves. They struggled with snap- 
pings and yelpings for this delicacy, 
and in a few seconds it was completely 
devoured. But the device had gained 
time ; and, more than that, it had an un- 
looked-for effect upon the wolves them- 
selves. There were growls which sounded 
like disappointment, while in the manner 
of those who had enjoyed more than 
their fair share of the repast some dis- 
comfort might be detected, as well as a 
distinct loss of enthusiasm. They seemed 
to be holding an informal discussion 
together, and the pursuit slackened. 

“Is there anything else we can sacri- 
fice?” asked Sparker, as he coaxed the 
reluctant Debacle up the hill. 

“ Only a Parsons chain,” Geary 
answered gloomily, “ and they are 
scarcely likely to relish that. Still we 
are very near the top, and that tyre 
seems to have taken the edge off their 
appetites.” 

It was as he said. The wolves, appa- 
rently concluding that the article just 
consumed might be taken as a sample 
of the eatables which the enterprise had 
to offer, had stopped altogether and 
were now almost out of sight. Hope 


rose in the hearts of the travellers, when 
suddenly a new and scarcely less alarm- 
ing development occurred. In the 
middle of the road appeared, barring 
their advance, a masked man who leaped 
lightly from a three-speed bicycle. 

“Gentlemen,” he cried with a cour- 
teous sweep of his hard black hat, “I 
must ask you to stand and deliver.” 
At the same time he covered the travel- 
lers with a revolver. 

Sparker was as usual equal to the 
emergency. He pressed the footbrake, 
and slowed the car down. “We are 
unarmed,” he replied quietly, “ and can 
[make no resistance. If you go round 
to the back of the car you will find a 
petrol tin full of gold in the tonneau. 
Help yourself and don’t mind us,” 

The highwayman, who seemed to be 
of a somewhat confiding disposition, 
uttered a brief expression of thanks for 
the information, and passed in the direc- 
tion ^ indicated. He could be heard 
groping about busily at the back of the 
car. 

“There is no gold here,” he cried at 
length. “I trust you are not playing 
nie false, gentlemen.” And he tapped 
his weapon significantly. 

Geary was about to make some reply, 
when SvARKRR checked him with a 
sudden thrust of the elboAv. “What! 
No gold there ! ” he said with an excellent 
ass amption of surprise. ‘ ‘Are you certain ? 
Then,’’ and he sighed, “ it is as I feared. 
The tin has been bumped out by the 
jolting of the car. We must certai:dy 
turn back and look for it in the road. 

I thought I heard something behind us, 
didn’t you, Geary? ” 

“Indeed I did,” Geary corroborated 
earnestly. 

“Do you care to accompany us in our 
search?” inquired Sparker of the 
brigand. 

The man laughed cunningly. “I 
Avill spare you any trouble in the matter,” 
he said. “ It shall lie with me to remedy 
your carelessness. Now you shall give 
me your word of honour as gentlemen, 
to wait here, while I ride back along the 
road. As soon as you hear me shout 
you may continue your journey. Have 
I your promise? I know that your 
promise will be of more avail than any 
threats.” 

Sparker lighted a cigarette. “You 
have our promise,” he said as he blew 
out the match. “As soon as we hear 
you shout,” he repeated with delibera- 
tion. 

The highwayn^n pedalled into the 
darkness, whistling a popular tune, 
whik the motorists awaited the issue 
with interest. In a few moments there 
were sounds of frenzied firing, followed 
by an unmistakable shout. As he 
heard it Sparker let in the clutch with a 
deep sigh of relief. “ Now we can be 
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off with a clear conscience,” he said. 
“ Tnck the rug round yon, Geary. She 
seems to he pulling better.” 

As they dropped down the hill Geary 
meditated silently. ^‘I’m afraid,” he 
said, our friend will be a little dis- 
appointed; though,” he added more 
cheerfully, “ the wolves will be pleased.” 

And anyhow,” replied Sp^vrker, who 
added the study of philosophy to his 
other attainments, ‘*the greatest happi- 
ness of the greatest number is secured.” 


PROBLEMS AND SURPRISES. 

(With acknowledgments to the Saturday 
WestminsterJ^) 

A. — We offer a prize of half-a-crown 
for the best definition of vegetarianism 
in the style of Shakspeare. Contribu- 
tions must contain all the letters of the 
alphabet, no adjectives, and not less than 
500 words. 

B. — We offer a prize of 10s. and Qd. for 
the best rendering in Volapuheranto of 
the following epigram by the Russian 
poet TuRmTOFF, supposed to be chanted 
by a Moujik nurse to her charge : — 

Cumout offthi gard enmordi, 

Forthi nytis growi nold, 

0 therwi zyool katchi koffski, 

Anper liapshoor dethic old. 

Report on Previous Problems. 

A. — Translation into Greek Coryhantics, 

The competition for a prize of one 
guinea for the best rendering into Greek 
Corybantics of Southey’s poem. The 
Cataract of Lodore, has produced ad- 
mirable results. The Examiners havei 
received at least forty-nine versions of! 
the highest quality, any one of which 
might well have been awarded a prize. 
The difficulty of deciding between these 
has been very great, because, in spite of 
the rules, not one of them was type- 
written. The guinea goes to Homer 

B. Blug, 116, 23rd Street West, Troy, 
Ind., U.S.A., for the following : — 

TToXXa b'avavTa 





. ^ ’ 

Imle Angler (^waking tramp ). “Why can’t you look after your beast of a dog? It’s 

BEEN AND EATEN ALL MY LUNCH,” 

Tramp { hungrUy ). “What, all the lot, Mister 1 Well, he shouldn’t ’ave done that if 
I COULD ’ave ’ELPED IT 1 ” 


Trapavra re 
daxpid t ’ 
y\6€v. 

This seems to reflect the spirit of the 
original without being slavishly literal. 

B . — Andalusian Triplets. 

We offered one pound sterling for 
the best Andalusian Triplets on “Fame.” 
Many competitors apparently confused 
the form with those of the Patagonian 
Ballade a Double Refrain and the Sicilian 
Vespers Triolet. In the first of these the 
accepted masters use only one rhyme 
throughout, though Vilix)n and ^ Mr. 
Henley favoured a blank-verse variety ; 
and in the second it is usual to repeat 


the refrain four times in all. The prize 
goes to Pitchfork, who is asked to send 
name and address. 

Fame. 

Tell me, is Fame 
A poor, lame 
Dame? 


Some answer “ Yea,” 
Others say 
“Nay.” - 

And, by my light, 
“Yea” seems quite 
Right. 

For Fame is what 
I have not 
Got, 


Though verse to me | 

Is A B 

0 . 

Another Insult to Ireland. 

Much indignation has been caused in 
the Sister Isle by the publication of 
statistics concerning the eclipse, which 
show clearly that, while such places as 
Edinburgh escaped with a maximum 
obscurity of 72*5 per cent., no less than 
80 per cent, of the solar disc was blotted 
out as observed from Dublin, It is 
understood that at the opening of the 
next session searching questions will be 
put to iSx. Long, with Ihe object of calling 
attention to the manner in which Irish 
interests are neglected. 
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NATURE STUDIES. 

The S^an. 

To be born a swan and to live on the Thames would appear 
to be a consummation of all hopes and ambitions that a 
vagrant piece of vital essence may be supposed to have 
cherished in its pre-natal state. Is there any other being 
tliat exemplifies to the same degvee the perfection of graceM 
beauty and the high-water mark of elegant sleekness' and 
indolent scorn ? Who would not care to be admired for his 
sliape and respected for his air? There may be drawbacks. 
I have dined with the Worshii)ful Companj’’ o£ Vintners — 
may the Fates grant them a permanence of prosperity and a 
constant succession of convivial feasts ! — and I remember that 
swan (or it may have been cygnet) formed an item in the 
memi. From this I inferred that one of my Thames friends 
had met with a violent death ; but the incident is, I doubt 
not, exceptional. I have also seen a swan on land, and I 
own that his beauty suffered an earth-change gi*eatly to his 
disadvantage. He was an absurd and overweighted waddler 
instead of a graceful glider, but it was stress of food in the 
winter time that had driven him on to the lawn on which I 
saw him monstrously parading, and, on this plea, he may 
be excused. As a rule, however, he is, as I have said, 
beautiful ; and he lives easily on the weeds that he finds for 
himseH in the river and on the bread and cake and biscuits 
supplied to him by picnic parties or the juvenile femilies of 
riparian proprietors. 

The swan I know best is the jealous father and guardian 
of a little fleet of five cygnets, whom, with their mother, he 
convoys up and down one of the reaches of the Thames. A 
little liigher up the river there may be found another pair of 
swans, whose family nmnbers only two, and between these 
two families or fleets exists a state of hideous enmity which 
not even President Roosevelt could avail to mitigate, "^en- 
ever the two males set eyes on one another, even at a distance 
of several hiindred yards, the trouble incontinently begins. 
Up go the wings of my swan like two battle standards, he 
curves his neck into a loop, lays his fierce bill upon his 
breast, and with furious strokes forces himself through the 
agitated water. The enemy has gone through a similar 
pantomime, and so they speed against one another. My 
heart beats ; all my being is in suspense for the crash of the 
conflict. Yet (I confess it with regret) I have never seen 
battle actually joined. When they arrive within striking 
distance each lays his head away from the other and directs 
his course at a tangent that sets them apart. Then they 
wheel round and again and again repeat the futile demon- 
stration, their wives meanwhile paddling about at a discreet 
distance with their piteous and piping offspring. But woe 
betide the family that happens fora time to be without its 
male protector !. The foe seizes his opportunity. With 
incredible speed and violence, appearing suddenly, as from a 
trap-door in the Thames, he dashes in amongst the children 
of his absent rival, plunges upon them, seizes them by the 
neck, and treads , them deep under the water, whence thev 
emerge, bleatirfg'^ a;iia ‘terror-stricken, a long distance away. 

I ' Th^e is, indeed, about swans an unappeasable fierceness 
which is strange in a bird so graceful and so white. Every 
morning my swan brings his wife and his dark-grey, fluffy 
brood to the edge of my raft, and every day the children 
give him tribute of bread. The little ones accept it with 
meekness, the parents with hissing and hatred. No courtesies 
can mollify them. They swallow the crumbs eagerly, but if 
a chubby and incautious foot strays too near the edge of the 
raft It IS dabbed and braised by a prompt stroke from the 
DiU or the passiopate and greedy bird. Not even the vene- 
^ ruble age and complete deafness of the spaniel have availed 
to save him from attack. Only yesterday he was drinking 
I with his head hung over the edge of the raft when he received 


a rap that sent him flying iii an astonished confusion to the 
land. The anger of the swan and the terror of the spaniel 
made the most diverting contrast I have witnessed for many 
a long day; and when the’ Swan sailed off to rejoin his 
family he had in his air an added scorn for all four-legged 
creatures as well as for those tvho, ovmmg two legs, possessed 
no feathers and very short necks. 


AN IDYLL OF THE CRICKET FIELD. 

So aU a summer’s day the village green 
Of Astolat-cum-Thurnaby was loud 
With rainbow-blaze oE blazers, and the cries 
Of them that bowled the ball, and them that smote, 
And them that chased it to the bounds of space, 

Like errant knights that follow, follow the Gleam ; 
And swish of wielded willow winnowing air, 

And thwack of leaping leather dealing doom, . . 
And quick death-ruckle of the stricken stumps, 

As Astolat and Cumnor, man by man, 

Shin-guarded, rubber-knuckled, spikelet-shod, 

Strode to the wicket, slogged, and, slogging, past. 
And now, for now the languorous afternoon 
Swooned in the arms of evening, an(i the sun 
Sloped slowly home, the issue of the day 
Hung in the balance and the balance swayed.. 

For Edwiit Allen, coachman at the HaE, 

Who drove a pair of greys for General Jones, 

But could not drive a cricket-baU for nuts, 

The last man in (they wanted one to tie, 

And two to win), he over-keen to win, 

Had skied Sir Lancelot of the Moated Grange,' 
Swift-swiping as he caught him on the hop. 

Then,^ for a voice shriUed “ Yours ” across the field, 
I, standing lost in dreams at cover-point — 

For often would I lose myseE in dreaihs, 

A shadow in a world of shadows^ fain ‘ 

To gather wool upon the hiUs of sleep — 

Dreams of fair women, fairer than the day, 

Sweet Alice of the MiE, Semiramis, 

And Cleopatra, and a baker’s dozen 
Of early loves, with downward-dropping eyes, 

Who came into the garden after dark 

What time the old grey owl said ‘‘ Woo, to woo,” 

And the horse-chestnut cleared his throat and sang 

0 Moon ! ’ hut there I woke, and, waking, swept 
The heavens above me with an eye as blue, 

And marked, or thought I marked, perhaps I marked, 
Or partly marked, the orbit of the sphere, 

And gauged the angle of its incidence, 

And waved wild hands, and opened wide my mouth, 
And stood as one that supplicates the gods. 

And, even as thus I stood, from crease to crease, 
Fleet-footed as the dawn upon the hiEs, 

Sprinting, the batsmen ran, and counted One,” 

Nor paused to count, since one and one make two. 

But aE the daisy-dappled sward was sown 
With gazers, for a thousand faces watched, 

Eager, intent, two thousand eyes save one — 

Two eyes a face, but one had lost an eye, 

A grey-haired thraE who vended almond-rock 
And gold-peeled sourness of the sunny South, 

The battered ruin of a strenuous youth ; 

For once he gazed, and once too often gazed, 

Orb upon orb, a penny for the peep, 

Athwart a monstrous lens that magnified 
The spots upon the sun, which none may see 
Or, seeing, see but veEed ; tiU Nature, wroth 
To have her privy blemishes displayed 
To gaping yokels at a country fair, 
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AMBIGUOUS. 


Mother (to ehildren, uho have lean teasing goat). “ Children ! Children ! ! Stop that noise ! Your father is very bothered to-day- 

iUOiner \lu Luuuit , ;; AND YOU REILLY MUST NOT WORRY THE POOR BRUTE ! 


Shrieked, and saw red, and ramped ; the high snn flamed 
With sudden heat, and, arrowing through the tube 
His gathered rays, cancelled a sense misused. 

And that which sprang into the boundless blue 
Turned again earthward, and, as when a hawk 
Stoops, and the void is full of fear, so fear 
And hope made silence, and^ the ball fell on. 

And every breath was held in solemn pause, 

And every heart stopped beating in suspense, 

Nor pulsed the rhythmic pulse of human life, 

The systole-diastole of Time and Fate, 

Whereto the star-dust dances, and the worlds 
Whirl ; and the scorer’s pencil hung in air. 

Not so it hung, the ball, but fell and fell 
And fell ; I clutched and caught it — on my toe. 

As breaks the sudden ice-piled barrier-gate 
When Spring unchains the Yukon, and the ice 
Breaks with a roar, and leaps to meet the sea, 

So brake the dam of execration, so | 

Leapt the loud laughter from a thousand throats ; 

And immemorial elms that fenced the field 
Flung forth a rout of rooks, that, shrieking, fled 
From nests that rocked and toppled at the cry 
Of “ Butterfingers” pealing to the stars. 

School Inspectov. Now, my boy, what is a vacuum?^ 

SmaH Infant. Please, Sir, it’s a place with no air in it, 
which makes it very hot in summer. The Pope lives there. 


SEASONABLE QUESTIONS. 

In case the supply of siHy season posers is giving out, Mr. 
Punch offers the following selection to enterprising editors . 

Are women sufficiently manly ? 

Ought mixed-dining to be allowed ? 

Do babies like walnuts ? 

Ought the Sea-Serpent to wear a sun-bonnet ? 

Are cricketers agnostics ? 

Ought engagements to be made public ? 

Are we growing stouter ? 

Do women appreciate kindness ? 

Should life be allowed ? 

Ought the sun to be eclipsed ? 

Is music musical ? 

In the Isle of Man Daily Times of August 25, mder 
the heading “Fetuees of Manx Events,” appeared lie 
following announcement: — “August 30. Eclipse of the 
Sun.” It sounds rather like a local performance of one ot 
Mr. Hat.l Caine’s masterpieces. | 

From a Lakeside newspaper : — 

» the shores of the local lakes teem with the residences of 
mmy of ’the principal people of Lancashire and Yorkshme, and ffimigh 
the actual rateable value of the estates may not be startling, the ^ss 
, personality (sie) of the people who live there would go a long way to 
wiping off the National Debt.” 



FiBhemxan (more %n somic than in anger, to Monocle, who has leen humping into every craft for the last five minutes). “ You know 

70V OtTGHT TO BE IN SOME ’OME ! ’ 


A PLEA FOR THE DOYE. 

[“A dove, reported to be 45 years of age, 
belonging to Mrs. Sinclair, of Cirencester, bas 
jug-t Tvon a first prize in tbe local fur and 
feather show. The bird was in good feather, 
and bore its weight of years well ,” — Evening 
Standard, August 28, 1905.] 

Teachers -were wont, until a recent date, 
To bid their youthinl charges emxQate 
The habits — if they reaUy wished to 
thrive — 

Of the indnstrions workers of the hire. 

; (’Twas Doctor Watts, most people will 
' ^ agree, 

Y lio started ont to boom the busy bee ; 
Lord Avebury cracked him up in recent 
days, 

, And Maeterliitck waxed lyric in his 
praise.) 

And yet the bes, to whom a copious crowd 
Of sages have consistently kow-towed, 
Though his good qualities can’t be 
denied. 

Is not in ev’iy sphere the safest guide. 

He is industrious, that we freely grant ; 
^t if it comes to that, so is the ant, 

The beaver, and that unobtrusive sonl^ 
The real harbinger of tubes — the mole. 

His style of architecture freedom lacks ; 
He uses only one material — ^wax ; 


His voice — ^no matter' what he feels or 
does — 

» Is limited to one eternal buzz. 

^ He can’t eliminate his tinemployed ; 

I He takes to suicide when he ’s annoyed ; 
His polity reveals one vital flaw — 

He ’s governed by an anti-Salic law. 

Hence, if the rising human generation 
) Must imitate the animal creation. 

Let us at least for our ensample choose 
A creature of less disputable views. 

[ I, for niy part, shah, never cease to shove 
The claims to admiration of the dove. 
Who with a gentle and engaging mien 
; Combines an intellect alert and keen. 

, To prove his studious habits, only go 
And view our great Museum portico : 

Or, if you doubt his love of legal talk, 
Just note how he infests the King’s 
Bench Walk. 

The dove, moreover, in our hour of need 
Win fetch and carry for us at a speed 
Unchecked by constables, and passing far 
The paltry limit of the motor-car. 

The dove a^iu, whether upon the wing 
Or off it, never has been known to sting. 
His voice is soft, his habits are not 
flighty. 

Although he was beloved by Aphrodite. 


The span of life in bees is very brief. 
They quicUy faU into the yellow leaf ; 
But doves, the Press assures me, can 
contrive ; 

To keep their beauty up to forty-five. 

Living, they typify domestic bliss, 

And afterwards excel the bee in this. 

That when the hour has struck for them 
to die 

They make a highly palatable pie. 

On all these grounds, and surely they 
are lots, 

I can’t endorse the eulogies of Watts, 

Or of Lord Avebury, nor do I think 
I am obliged to vote for Maeterlinck. 

Before the bee I gladly doff my cap ; 

He is a sober and hardworking chap ; 

But when it comes to friendship or to 
love, 

I plump emphatically for the dove. 


More Commercial Candour. 

The Patent Stickin ” Hair Pin. Just I 
out. : 

Advice (reprinted from the Company’s 
notice boards) to those about to travel by 
a certain railway that shall be nameless : — 

Beware oe the 'tRAiss.^^ 
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PBACE-AND APTEE? 





V* ..ay old “I SAY GrANT^IE I TIIIKK YOU BETTER STOP MAKING MY TROUSERS. LOTS O’ TIMES TO-DAY I WASN’T SURE WHETHER I. 
Six^year-oU. I say, URANMe, th 


AT ANCHOR. 

Extract from the Recess Diary of Toby, K.P. 

Kyles of Bute; B,Y,S. Caper cailzlef' 
Monday. — Stfeaming up the Kyles of 
Bute came ■upon a weird spectacle. Never 
a fairer August day shone o’er Ipd and 
sea. Light clouds floated lazily oyer 
the hills on either side, momentarily 
changing patches of brilliant green into 
solemn shade. A sea-gull flew across, 
its white wings glinting like^ a fleck of 
snow against the shadowed hill ; beyond | 
the heather, patches of purple; “the 
blue sky over all like God’s great pity.” 

Far ahead loomed what looked like a 
spectral fleet. Battleships evidently. As 
the Capercailzie, undaunted, flew nearer, 
caught sight of the fighting tops, gun- 
less, unmanned. Nearer still, and there 
were the big guns frowning defiance. 
But no sentry at his post, no blue- 
jackets moving about, no epauletted 
officers on the bridge. Six battleships 
in all, anchored in line. Like “the 
party in the parlour, all silent and all 
” Wen, to put it literally, con- 
demned. 

Our Admiral, fellow-passenger on the 
yacht, told us all about it. He had per- 
sonal acquaintance with most of these 
grimly-grey ghosts of naval power. 
They formed a squadron of that con- 


siderable proportion of the British Fleet 
which, their inefficiency being clear to 
Jack Fisher’s piercing eye, were written 
off the Navy List by his relentless hand. 
Two years ago, at furthest, they were in 
commission, nominally a portion of the 
Fleet that, according to Prince Arthur, 
makes Cumbraeand the adjacent islands 
of Great Britain and Ireland invulnera- 
ble to invasion. To-day they lie in the 
peaceful obscurity of a Scotch Loch. 

“ Their part in aU the pomp that fills 
The circuit of the summer hills 
Is that their — ” 

work is done. As we slowly steam past, 
the Admiral teUs us their names and 
something of their history. Here are the | 
Colling wood and the Colossus, built in 
1882; each of 10,000 tons; cost between 
them something over a million sterling : 
already out of date ; going at the price 
of scrap iron. 

Here is the Dreadnought, an elder 
sister, built in 1875. A year earlier 
the Captain turned turtle at sea, carry- 
ing her hapless crew to the depths 
below. It was felt that something 
supreme, decisive, must be done to re- 
establish supremacy of British Navy. 
Committee of experts appointed, under 
presidency of Lord Dufferin. Result 
was the Dreadnought, 10,820 tonnage, 
6,500 horse-power, warranted to exceed 


a speed of - 13 knots. This grimy-looking 
hulk, with its top-masts gone, its port- 
holes toothless gums, is what is left of 
the Dread'n,ought, just thirty years ago 
pride of the ocean, bulwark of British 

Navy. - ■ ^ 111 * 

Astern of her is another battleship 

whose name recalls a later tragedy in 
navy aiinals. It is the Sans Pareil, 
first-class battleship, built in^ 1887 on 
the very lines of the Y ictoria, which 
only a few years ago sank with Admiral 
Tbyon and nearly all his officers and 
crew aboard. 

Ahead the Iron Duke, with portholes . 
for 14 guns, has her story to tell. Built 
in 1872 she, three years later, in the 
friskiness of youth, steering out of 
Dublin Bay, ran into the Vanguard pd 
successfully sank her. For full thirty 
years the Y anguard has slept in the 
silence of the Irish Channel. Here at 
length her assailant and destroyer, in 
the decrepitude of age, comes to final 
anchorage in the Kyles of Bute. 

By exception the Alexandra, needy 
knife-grinder of the squadron, has no 
story to tell~at least none of disaster to 
herself or sisters. She was^ Admiral 
Hornby’s flag-ship in the Mediterranean 
during the e:?niting time when Dizzy, 
being Premier, pursued a spirited foreign 
policy. It was about the time (1877) 
when the House of Commons was startled 
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by message reaching the Treasury Bench 
that the Russians were at the gates of 
Constantinople. It came from Sir Hejuit 
Layard, Ambassador at the Porte, and 
before the agitated sitting closed was 
proved to be baseless. 

In pursuance of spirited foreign 
policy the Alexandra was ordered to 
pass through the Dardanelles. As she 
was getting up steam for the expedition 
a Turkish Pacha arrived with a protest. 
By solemn treaty the Dardanelles were 
closed against all but Turkish ships. 

“You protest?*’ said the Admiral. 
“Very sorry, but you see my orders are 
to proceed to Constantinople. The only 
way there is through the Dardanelles, so 
I am going on,” 

But the Alexandra will go no more 
a-sailing in the Dardanelles or elsewhere. 
Here she lies at anchor, part of a funeral 
procession of battleships temporarily 
halted on the way to the scrap heap. 
Long ago Longfellow 

. read in some old marvellous tale, 
Some legend strange and vague, 

That a midnight host of spectres pale 
Beleaguered the walls of Prague.” 

That was fancy. Here be facts not less 
strange in these spectres of battleships, 
peacefully at anchor amid the quietness 
and beauty of the Kyles of Bute. 


A GOMPLAINT OF KIND ENQUIRIES. 

Summer is pretty near over, 
Watering-places are thronged, 
Trippers are living in clover, 

I alone feel myself wronged. 
Painfully feel my position, 

Daily and hourly beset, 
Questioned with vain repetition, — 

“ Been for your holiday yet ? ” 

Don’t talk to me about trouble, 
Luggage that wanders astray, 
Rooms with their rents screwed to 
double, 

Children that cry aU. the day, 
Skies everlastingly clouded, 

Trains that eternally crawl. 
Sea-fronts impossibly crowded— 

I could put up with them all ! 

I could put up with the niggers, 

I could put up with the noise. 
Bathers, and paddlers, and diggers. 
Donkeys and similar joys ; 

What do such little things matter ? 

Let me but get out of town, 
Coming back several pounds fatter, 
Burnt a mahogany-brown ! 

No, I am tied to the City, 

Tied to my wearisome task. 

Yet from the stores of your pity 
One little favour I ask ; 

Meekly I make the suggestion : 

When in the street we have met, 
DorCt ask the imbecile question, 

“ Been for your hoHday yet ? ” 


CHARIVARIA. 

A LADY writes to suggest that a public 
subscription he opened with the object 
of presenting Mr. Roosevelt with a 
painting of himself as “The Angel of 
Peace.” We are afraid that our corre- 
spondent, for whose poetical idea we 
have the greatest admiration, forgets 
that the President wears 'pince-nez. 


The Novoe V remya deplores the con- 
clusion of peace “now that the Russian 
army has become stronger than ever.” 
It is an undoubted fact that the Russian 
army is always stronger in peace. 

The Kaiser is irrepressible. He has 
now designed a set of altar ornaments 
for the German Protestant Church in 
London. We trust that they will be in 
better taste than his designs in Morocco.' 


The crowds who foUow the King at 
Marienbad whenever he goes for a stroU 
continue to cause great inconvenience, 
and a proposal lias been made that these 
admirers shall be compelled, anyhow, to 
walk in single file. 

The directors of the Louvre are being 
urged to get rid of the many spurious 
works of art which have found their way 
into the galleries. It is pointed out that 
the clearance need not mean a financial 
loss to the institution, as such objects 
could easily be sold to wealthy Americans. 

It now appears that the eclipse of the 
sun last week was due to the appearance 
of the Blue Moon at the Lyric, accom- 
panied by a number of brilliant stars. 


During the eclipse a number of the 
natives of Sfax banged violently on 
various utensils, and ultimately suc- 
ceeded in scaring it away. By this 
prompt action an end was put to what 
was threatening to become a nuisance. 


According to the Daily Telegraph, an 
epidemic of baldness has evidently broken 
out at Lowestoft. “ Many ladies,” says 
OUT contemporary, “have adopted the 
fashion of wearing lace scarves instead 
of hats, hut many more wear no head- 
covering at all.” The Simple Life again. 

The Lansdowne Council School was 
struck last week by a ball of fire, but 
the Government intends to stick to the 
Education Bill. 

Obj ection has been taken by a Con- 
servative agent against the votes of 
passive resisters whose poor rates were 
paid “ unknown to them,” on the ground 
that they themselves paid no rates. This 
will press hardly on such as paid their 
own rates anonymously. 


A remarkable instance of rejuvenation 
is reported. Now that the statement of 
John Vaughan to the effect that he was a 
bugler at the battle of Waterloo has been 
proved to he a fabrication, the old gentle- 
man has frankly acknowledged that he 
will not be a centenarian any longer. 

We quite agree with the Magistrates 
who hold that there are too many assaults 
on the police, but we must say that the 
constables sometimes provoke such treat- 
ment. Last week, for instance, it trans- 
pired, in a charge brought against a man 
for this offence, that he was privately 
engaged in beating his wife when the 
constable interfered. 


Crowds watched Kubelik take a bath 
in the sea at Morecambe last week, hut 
other foreign musicians deny that the 
famous violinist is an innovator. 


Truth is of the opinion that the dis- 
favour into which sea-bathing has fallen 
is due to the increased size of the feet of 
what are known as “open-air girls.” 
We believe it is an indisputable fact that 
when the members of a certain ladies’ 
hockey club recently went paddling at 
a certain seaside resort an abnormally 
high tide ensued. 


A petition will shortly be presented to 
the King for the founding of a Royal 
Academy in South Africa. In one 
respect, we believe, the proposed in- 
stitution will be an improvement on 
Burlington House, as it wiU admit black 
and white men as members. 


The Persian Government is negotiating 
for the purchase of two gunboats, ostensi- 
bly with the idea of putting a stop to the 
operations of smugglers iu the Persian 
Gulf, hut actually, it is thought, to be 
in a position to snap its fingers at Russia. 

Were it not that the following para- 
graph appears in an American newspaper, 
we should refuse to accept its accuracy. 
“For the United Verde Copper Mine in 
Arizona, ’’says the Chicago Becord Herald, 
“Senator William Clark, of Montana, 
was recently offered £5,000,000 by an 
English syndicate, but refused the offer, 
as he said he did not know what to do 
with the money.” 


Our English newspapers have no 
monopoly of exquisite taste. ^ A Spanish 
journal has started a guessing competi- 
tion among its readers as to the lady who 
will be chosen as a bride by King Autonso, 

Mr. John D. Hamlyn has returned from 
the forests of South-West Africa with a 
number of wild animals. We were sorry 
to see from a list that among them was a 
tiger bittern. Not badly, we hope. 



INSTRUtTIOt^ 

TO Tht 

MtTROPOLlTAN 

Police 



A SUGGESTION TVAS RECENTI.T REFEKRED TO IN Mr. PuNCH’s “ ChARIVARIA THAT MEMBERS OF THE POLIOE FoRGE BECOMING PROFICIENT IN JiU-JiTSU SHOULD FORTHWITH BE PERMITTED TO 
ADOPT SOMETHING NEAT IN THE WAY OF JAPANESE COSTUME, OUR ArTIST IS DISTINCTLY OF OPINION THAT THERE ARE POSSIBILITIES IN THE IDEA. 
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and tlie like, I now perceive a youth harmless eavesdropping proves more 

A FAIRY TALE. standing whistling softly to himself, entertaining than my own literature, a 

The pier is crowded. Overhead the He is about twenty years old, with an superior and very hand-made collection 
sun shines with that genial disregard of expi-essionless face and pale eyes. He of poems, wherein so far I have not got 
Autunm that has made the fortunes of wears a black short-tailed coat and beyond the first, a lyric commencing : — 
so many Bummouth landladies ; sea and a motor-cap. His occupation might be “ Komance is fled, the world is drear, 

sky are alike of a pale luminous blue, anything or nothing, and a friend who We laugh at love, wo face not fear.” 

and to the south the Isle of Wight lies is with him addresses him, not withoxit Instead, I prefer to share the contents 
like a faint cloud upon the horizon, apparent justice, as Albert. He is staring oillxe Piehald Fairy Booh. “So when 
Because the place is famous as a health- vacantly over the sea towards the distant the day came on which election should 
resort the crowd includes a siiflSciency island, though it seems probable that be made of the suitors, the Princess 
of invalids in bath-chairs, and the gene- he does not notice it, as, from something ^ clad herself in a gown of pure white all 
ral tone of the assembly is such as to in the expression of his profile, I surmise embroidered with silver apples, and on 


suggest the cheerfulness of- 
persons who have enjoyed “ a 
somewhat better night.” In 
the centre an excellent band 
is discoursing a programme 
of very popular music ; and 
at the extreme end of the pier | 
an intermittent diver pursues | 
some mysterious avocation , 
below water. In short, the i 
scene presents what the Daily ; 
Telegraph wiU next morning 
describe as “ an animated and i 
summer-like aspect.” i 

She — the heroine of this ; 
incident — is seated, when 1| 
first become conscious of hei* , 
presence, upon one of the ! 
benches that edge the pier ; ; 
her back to the sea. She is | 
aged perhaps eighteen sum- ' 
mers, slightly pretty in a com- 1 
mon - place fashion, with a i 
youthful anaemic - looking , 
figure atrociously dressed, i 
and a general appearance of 
answering to the name of 
Flossie, Closer, but fui- 
tive, inspection explains her 
as in aU probability a lady- 
clerk on a holiday enforced 
by iU-health, and reveals the 
fact that she is at present 
entirely and happily absorbed 
in a perusal of The Piehalcl 
Fairy Booh, a volume which 
she has selected from an un- 
frequented shelf in the local 
library. As having myself 
enjoyed the delights of this 
same book, “ read to music,” - 

















THE AMATEUR PUNTER. 

Bring tour Waterproofs. 


■ her head was a crown of gold, 
wondrous rich, so that from 
under it her hair fell round 
about her even unto her feet.” 
Again the sotto-voce comment 
of the reader interrupts the 
text, this time with perhaps 
a shade of wistfulness. “ My ! 
Fancy being got up like that ! 
Must ha’ looked just lovely ! ” 
Half unconsciously I see her 
extend one arm along the 
back of the seat and endeavour 
to achieve as regal an effect 
as circumstances permit. 

Perhaps a little ashamed I 
here endeavour to reconcen- 
trate my attention upon the 
poet, but it is no use. Pre- 
sently I again find myself an 
involuntary auditor of the 
adventures of the Princess 
Myra, who at this juncture 
appears to have just “taken 
the crown of gold from her 
head and cast it into the 
depths of the sea, saying, 
‘ Whosoever shall recover me 
my crown from the waves, 
him only will I wed ! ’ ” 
“ Well ! ” exclaims my com- 
panion, as before, “she had 
a nerve ; no mistake ! ” — an 
opinion in which I am in- 
clined to concur. 

As we reach this conclusion, 
however, something happens. 
With the same unconscious 
dramatisation the girl is 
illustrating the scene by a 
slight flinging gesture of the 


her choice seems to me to furnish an that change of scene, unwonted leisure, hand that rests upon the back of the 
interesting sidelight upon her person- sunshine, and music are combining to seat, when there is a glitter, a flop, and 


ality. I become vaguely curious, effect that process in the youth which the bangle on her wrist, a jewel of 

“Now the Princess Myra” (as she is known as “ touching a chord.” native Earl’s Court manufacture, has 

reads she follows the words just audibly Presently he speaks, partly to himself, slipped over her fingers into the water, 
with her lips) “was so lovely that her partly to his friend. “Not ’arf a bad Glancing hastily over the side to mark 

like was never before seen, and the mornih’ this : not ’arf .... so sunny its course, I observe the upturned 

Princes of many lands sought her hand and wide. Umph ! Wonder what made countenance of the youth named Albert, 
^ catch a rapturous sigh, me^ think of that word .... and yet close to whom the bangle fell. He is 
Going to be the sort of tale I love, it is somehow .... kind of iride,” He not looking at me. His gaze has been 
this is,” sbe says, unconsciously speaking resumes his whistling abstractedly. caught and held by that of the owner 
h^ aloud. must have been Meanwhile, immediately above his of the trinket. For the space of ten 

the times to live . ^ j. , . head, she is still reading. From my seconds they remained thus motionless, 

^ On a lower staging of the pier, where position at the other corner of the same while the vexed flush on the cheeks of 

IS a perforated promenade for the use seat, I continue to be able to follow the Damsel changes and deepens. Then 
of steamboat passengers, amateur anglers every word. For some reason this with an effort she averts her head, and 
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tke Youth, slowly 
turns away. From 
his expression I 
should hazard a 
guess that the chord 
has been completed. 

The Damsel takes 
a deep breath. 
“ Well,” she says, 
this time fully aloud, 
and to me, “that’s 
gone, I suppose. No 
help for it ! ” She 
again endeavours to 
fix her attention upon 
the book, her lips 
moving as though in 
a resolute effort 
to overcome the 
memory of those ten 
seconds. “Then 
Prince Florizel 
pondered greatly 
(I wonder if he 
stared like him !) 
and betook himself 



“WeU,” he says, 
“’twasn’t exactly on 
earth at all, so ter 
speak. Yer see I 
thought ” he fal- 

ters, blushing. The 
Damsel adroitly makes 
room for him on the 
seat between us. 

“ Shame to keep 
you standing while 
you tell me,” she 
observes graciously, 
“if that gentleman 
wouldn’t mind 
movin’ up a bit ? ” 

With native cour- 
tesy I rise immedi- 
ately and transfer 
myself to the next 
seat- I am afraid 
afterwards that this 
promptitude may 
have betrayed thefact 
that I was listening, 
but as a matter of 


to a certain Monster of the sea, very’ 
fearful of approach, and besought the 
Monster to restore to him the crown of 
the Princess ” (here I suspect her of 
skipping half a page absently). “ So he 
brought the crown to the Princess.” 
The book is still open in her hands, but 
her attention appears to wander. “ Ex- 
pect,” I hear her murmur, “she was 
jolly well pleased. Guess I ’d be pleased 
enough if — but we aren’t in those days 
now, worse luck ! I sha’n’t ever see him 
again, most likely, and certainly not the 
bracelet.” 

During these refiections I observe that 
Albert, still appearing in a somewhat 
dream-like condition and strangely un- 
certain about the knees, has deserted his 
companion and wandered as far as the 
steps used by the intermittent diver, 
just as the latter, looking, with his great 
eyes and glistening armour, like some 
monstrous creature of the deep, appears 
above the surface and is ha'^ed forth 
by his assistants. At the sight an idea 
seemed to strike the Youth. Out of the 
corner of my eye I see him hesitate for 
a moment ; then, taking his courage in 
both hands, and nerved, perhaps, by 
a keen recollection of the Damsel, he 
approaches. 

“Oh,” he begins, in a squeaky and 
embarrassed voice, too high to be natural, 
“a lady ’as just dropped ’er bracelet 

overboard, and I was wonderin’ if ” 

His voice sinks to a more confident key 
and becomes inaudible; money is dis- 
played ; and eventually the Monster 
re-descends; his assistants exchanging 
signals of derision as they turn the 
handles of the air-pump. 

An interval, during which I feign an 
attention for my poet which I am far 
from feeling. The Damsel has allowed 


her book to fall into her lap and is 
gazing dreamily before her into vacancy. 
Presently however she rouses herself to 
a sense of duty ; once again the adven- 
tures of the Princess are resumed, though 
with an obvious effort. 

“So when the Princess saw Prince 
Florizel approaching with the crown of 
gold in his hand, she rose up from her 
ivory throne and cried with a loud voice 

Well, I am obliged to you! How 

on earth did you ever get it ? ” 

The change in her tone has made me 
look up hastily. Albert is standing 
before us, holding the lost bracelet. He 
giggles in some confusion. 



ECHOES FROM THE HIGHLANDS. 

JoiffES SATS IT IS ABSOLUTELY UNTRUE TEAT A 

TOTAL Eclipse of the Sun could not be seen 
IN Scotland! 


fact neither of them takes the smallest 
notice of me. By the time that I have 
realised this, Albert has seated himself, 
and, the music gliding suddenly into a 
waltz refrain, the subtle effect of 3-4 
time causes them to lower their voices 
till only a confused murmur is audible. 
When the band ceases they appear to be 
on teims of intimacy. 

“Yes,” she says, “Jubilee Terrace, 
No. 5. You can’t mistake the house ; 
it ’s called Marina.” Adding in an ex- 
planatory tone, “ Spelt with an A, you 
know ; not the material 1 ” 

“Then,” Albert’s voice responds, “if 

yer aunt wouldn’t object, or you ” 

They exchange glances. Clearly I must 
not observe any more. For the last 
time I focus my attention determinedly 
upon my book. The concluding verse of 
the poem catches my eye ; it is in much 
the same strain as the rest — 

Life*s wings are furled ; life’s feet are lead ; 

The last wild words of love are said, 

And from a world all cold and dead 
Romance is fled ! ” 

At this point I close the volume with 
a bang. Next moment there is a second 
gentle splash. The poems have followed 
the bracelet ; but I shall not trouble the 
diver. Albert and the Damsel are walk- 
ing up the pier side by side. It is time 
for lunch. 

L ive fish. — O rder direct; carriage paid; 
dressed for cooking. — Advt. in "*Daily MaiV^ 

There seems something rather grue- 
some in this idea of a live fish being 
put to the trouble of dressing for a 
function at which he is to be killed. 
Probably, however, it would be nothing 
formal — ^just a dinner jacket, or, in the 
case of kippers, what our neighbours 
call un STnoking, % ' 
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THE SIMIAN MUSE. 

[Tlie New York Journal suggests that Rhyme and Rhythm came 
from the*hahoon swaying on a wind-swept bough, and expressing his 
satisfaction, or liis admiration for a lady monkey in the distance, in time 
to the rocking of the branch ] 

Poet Laureate cantat : 

Tes, I knew it ! when I hn singing, 

I can hear the monkeys swinging 
To and fro in heat and cadence on the prehistoric hongh ; 

All the wingkl words I in saying 
Are in measure with the swaying 
Of the' primal Ape that ’s in ns through the ages until now ! 

For the Poet’s erohition 
Now admits of this solution — 

Erato’s initial opiis was composed among the trees ; 

Po not think the picture shocking— 

As a simian, she was rocking 

With a love-song as she held on with all fours against the 
breeze ! 

So the early qnadrumana 
Learnt the lyrical arcana 

And the mysteries of rhythm and the niceties of rhyme, 
While, desipiens in loco, 

Each would throw his nut of coco 
At- his fellow or his lady-love, by way of marking time. 

I can feel a kind of jingle 
Set my tympanlun a-tingle, 

Like my laureated ancestors all tossing in the air I 
You might find, no doubt, a neater 
■ Or more imdulating metre, 

But the old Ape-olio, lord of song (not ddggrel), yet is’ there ! 

When my Muse is getting dried up, 

I shall mark myseK “-This side up ! ” 

With trapeze I ’ll -go a-swinging till my brain begins to act ; 
If the output, still is halting, 

I win do some airy vaulting, , ' . - 

Like a lemur, and my threatened ode wiU soon become a fact ! 

I shaU hire a smart JEntellus 
And a Celm fatuellus, 

Or a chimpanzee to coach me on a vivd voce plan ; 

Or with Gamer’s kind assistance 

I will' study (from a distance) - - 

In the Zoo th‘e blue baboon and learn how simian verses scan ! 

Zig-Zag. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Fascinatingly horrible is the narrative of life on board a slaver 
in a book entitled The Black Barque, written by T. Jenkins 
JIains, (Dean, anj) Bon). - Among the awfuUy repulsive 
brutish characters crowded together on this vessel, and asso- 
ciated with her owners’ inhuman and illegal ti-ade ashore, 
there is but one man that seems to have retained any vestige 
of the dignity of humanity and to be above the level of the 
least savage of the crew which, at its worst, is filthily devilish. 
The Baron may be a trifle nice in his distinctions, but there 
are some situations in this account of the malpractices on 
board The Gentle Hand that fairly made him sqnirm, shut 
his eyes, and deliberate whether he should continue his peru- 
sal. That he detennined to finish the book is clear testimony 
to the power of the author’s descriptive art. There is only 
on^ ray of pure light among aU this reeking foulness and 
densest ^ darkness, illumined, as it is, from time to time, by 
lurid diabolical flashes of fire, and this is the presence of 
Eoee Allen, daughter of the trader, Yankee Dan; and though 
we are encouraged to believe that salvation will come to 
more than one of these unprincipled scoundrels through her 


agency, yet this promise is never fulfilled, nor is the girl 
allowed to be anything more than a mild relief to the 
surrounding devilry and carnage. Except for this artistic 
purpose the character of Rose Allen is utterly thrown away, 
and with her goes every chance of humanising romance. 
It is unpleasant reading, for there is little else recorded 
save slashing, swearing, quarrelling, biting and fighting. 
Pandemonium afloat is this story of life on board a slave- 
ship. Stirring, indeed, is the description of the pursuit of 
two escaping sailors loy trained blood-hounds. The fugi- 
tives have their choice of plunging in the sea and risk- 
ing death by sharks, or of being pinned by blood-hounds 
ashore and captured by those in command aboard the slave- 
ship. This incident is powerfully absorbing, as is also the 
weird description of the hurricane. But all these are but 
strong “situations,” and the reader goes on hoping to find 
that by the writer’s ingenuity he will come upon hero and 
heroine, per varios casus, per tot diserimina rerum, united at 
last. But love is alisent. The girl whom the Baron and 
every reader in turn will have mistaken for the heroine, 
released from her betrothal to a man she detested, turns to 
the narrator, and, “her eyes flooding scorn and contempt^” — 
the Baron thinks he understands what this is intended to 
convey — cries, “ You, a sailor, let him die, and ran to save 
yourself?” “Only after he refused to go,” answers the 
narrator, excusing himself; “I -did all I could to persuade 
him.” . “She looked long and ‘steadily at me.‘ Then she 
turned and went slowly below, and I saw her no more on 
board.” That is all. There ends whatever there' was of 
romantic love, or passion, in the narrative. We have been 
interested in these horrors ; ,and nothing comes of ‘it all. 
There should have been a seebnd part. 


• The Queen’s Man (Constable), by Eleanor C. Price, is ‘the 
right book for a rainy day. It purports, says my Ntotical 
Retainer, to be “A Romance of the Wars of the Roses/’' and 
appears, appositely enough, just at the moment when the 
conflict between Lancaster and York for the County Champion- 
ship is still fresh in the public imagination. No previous 
knowledge of history is required, though perhaps a little 
subsequent reference to the chronicled facts-might' be useful 
to correct the author’s account of the fascinating qualities of 
Margaret of Anjou. AH the right ingredients of romance 
are here — a feudal castle, a dark weir below its walls^ secret 
passages and hanging arras, a Fellowship of Gentlemen 
Brigands, a crypk beneath the old chapel, a donjon, flapping 
banners, trusty servitors, sturdy English archers, a crafty 
Italian, a wicked dowager with a dagger, and a young and 
beauteous chdteleine with no fewer than four beaux to her 
string. The style is neither bad nor disturbingly good ; there 
is no descriptive padding ; no tedious delay over subtleties 
of analysis : nothing, in fact, to 
divert attention from a narra- 
tive replete with every form 
of moving adventure. Finally, 
all the awkward people are dis- 
posed of at appropriate junc- 
tures by different forms of death, 
pleasantly varied; leaving just 
the right ones that were wanted 
for a happy finish. Captious, 
indeed, would be the reader 
who asks for a more engag- 
ing romance than The Queen’s ^ 

Man. I ^ B.-W. 


BARON 



Centenarian Confidence. — “The total eclipse which is 
announced for the year 1999 is now awaited with redoubled 
expectancy ly old and young alikeP 

Daily Express (italics by Mr. Punch). 



LAYS OF A LONDONER. 

Kew. 

A SECjONB Eden, garden of delight, 

Where jaded moilers seek a brief respite 
From ledger, stool, and snit of rnsty black, 

The beetling boss, the intermittent sack ; 

Where prosperous cits that all the long week through 
Have weighed out tea, sliced ham or brandished ghie, 
Reclining in sublime and portly ease 
Admire the flowers and criticise the trees, 

Or extricate with true paternal care 
Young Albert from his little sister’s hair ; — 

I love the place ; its air of spacious calm, 

Its alien atmosphere of plant and palm. 

The feathered choirs that chant their ceaseless song, 
And most of all the varied human throng — 

Solace a soul (financially oppressed) 

And dower existence with a livelier zest. 

Deep in the grove tliat crowns yon rising hill, 

Young Dapiinis (known familiarly as Bili.) 

Pours out the old, old tale of Love’s sharp pain 
In Chloe’s sheU-like ear, nor pours in vain ; 

While wrapped in spotless napery hard by 
Their mutual lunch eludes the public eye. 

Observe yon greybeard and his young girl wife, 

She gazing wdth a hstless eye on life, 

He waxing eloquent about the blossom 
Of some new Oattleya or Odontoglossum ; 

An iH-matched couple, passers-by declare, 

Nor doubt some hidden tragedy is there, 

Like that of Rohin Oray^s misplaced affection, 

And poor young J amie's fruitless resurrection. 


But that ’s no theme for me ; besides, I rather 
Fancy she’s merely bored — and he ’s her father. 

See now yon cherub with the curly head. 

Feeding the ducks with lumps of cast-off bread ; 

How rosy-cheeked ! With what brave health endued ! 
How positively tight with wholesome food ! 

How calm he stands amid the raucous din 
Of hungry wildfowl — Snakes ! he ’s tumbled in 1 
0 rosy-cheeked ! 0 soundly warmed behind ! 

The hand is Nursie’s, but tis Fate ’s unkind ! 

But here are other interests beside 
The human throng’s kaleidoscopic tide 
For him who loves, in some secluded nook, 

To scan the page of Nature’s picture book. 

Here in security that none disturb 
Bloom the exotic and the native herb ; 

Here sweet-voiced birds disport on easy wing, 

And some that don’t habitually sing ; 

Here smile from rockery and rustic dell 
The simple home-made flowers we love so vrell, 

Whose quaint old-fashioned naines are by-words to 
The Briton’s tongue (I wish I knew a few !) 

While yonder, warmed by artificial heat, 

The tropics’ gorgeous denizens compete. 

The painted wantons of a passionate zone 
(The simile is chaste, but not my own). 

Garden of London ! One who knows the yoke 
Of streets and offices and dust and smoke, 

Who wots of toil’s unedifying grind, 

He ever bears thy verdant haunts in mind, 

He hastens (if the Editor allows) 

To bind this vocal garland on thy brows. Algol. 
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A CORRECTIVE FOR THE GODS. 

a lady’s horse takes fright and drops his rider in a 
ditch; and she is taken to a farin-lionse and finds a distin- 
guished London doctor installed on the premises ; and he 
hinds up her arm and mends her habit and they fall in mutual 
love at sight ; and she is a daughter of the Peerage and he the 
son of the honest yeoman who tills the adjacent soil; and 
they separate without discovering one another’s identity ; — 
you have the ingredients of a very pleasant comedy-plot. 
But he would indeed be an old fogey who should imagine 
that at this time of day the difference in station between 
these two would appreciably retard tlie course of true love. 
Birth is so fast going out of fashion — as proved by other signs 
than the Census — that my lord St. Olhyn would scarce escape 
ridicule for not inarching with the times, if on the mere dull 
ground of obscure origin he should refuse his daughter’s 
hand to a fashionable doctor, drawing, no doubt, the most 
enormous fees from smart society. 

It was obligatory therefore that the authors of the new 
j Adelplii play, Z)?\ Wake's Patient, should devise some shock 
to the congruities so gross as to revive the bogie of class 
prejudice, if the happy ending was to be staved off to the 
Fourth Act. Tliis they achieve, but at the risk of reducing a 
veiy charming comedy to the level of ])opular melodrama. 

They manage it as follows. The Lady^ Gerania, unable to 
discover the name and address of the binder-up of wounds 
(though she could easily have found it out by*sending a 
reply post-card to the farm-house) is daily losing flesh, 
together witli all proper interest in evening parties. Accord- 
ingly her father sends her to consult a fashionable doctor in 
town, having first advised him by letter that he attributes his 
daughter’s loss of weight and spirits to the debilitating 
effects of an obscure infatuation. The celebrated physician 
is naturally no other than the hero of the farm-house. iSo 
transparent is her delight at finding him that the play must 
then and there have reached an untimely conclusion if he had 
only prescribed the treatment thus obviously indicated. His 
failure to do so can only be explained, like much else, by the 
dramatic exigencies of the case. As it is, he contents himself 
with recommending a change of air at Seton Barr, a little 
seaside spot where he has another patient to visit. 

Here, then, there is a gathering of her clan ; the doctor 
joiDs them, and once more a premature end is in sight. But 
at this juncture his father and mother intervene with a wild 
project for paying liim a surprise visit. Lady Gemnia's 
mother, hearing through an industrious maid that Dr. Wake's 
parents are' expected by the hotel-manager, sends them an 
invitation to dine with the family. They arrive by excursion 
train, and walk up on a hot afternoon with their bundles, 
which include a bottle of elder-berry wine for iheir boy. And 
here it should be explained that Dr. ]Vake has always obeyed 
the fifth Commandment to such good purpose that he now 
entertains no apprehension as to the part his parents are 
likely to play at their hosts’ table, piously contriving to forget 
that the habit of dressing for dinner had never been regarded 
as de rigueur in his home circle. When the rustic pair 
reappear after a convenient stroll, dusty and “swattin”’ (as 
the farmer puts it), to find my lord and lady, cool and nicely 
groomed, awaiting their guests, the situation has passed the 
limits of laughable incongruity, and a cruel sense of embarrass- 
ment, totally^ unshared by the good yeoman, unnerves the 
petrified audience. As soon as the dreadful facts penetrate 
the^ intelligence of nobility, the engagement, just ratified, 
of its daughter to the son of such parents is at once, and 
with frank brutality, repudiated, llie indignation of the 
staggered yeoman finds vent in a storm of platitudes worthy 
of the best traditions of the old Adelphi. Had not he 
and his father, and that father’s father before him for 
several hundred years (why not have stretched a point and 


gone back to the Hereicard Wakes of Ely ?) tilled the same 
land ? and vras not one man as good as another, or even better ? 
Standing there in his permanent costume of breeches and 
gaiters, a flush of honest pride mantling his tawny cheek, he 
was a spectacle for gods and men ; and a tempest of applause 
swept through pit and gaUery. Perorating on the significant 
word “ Home ! Home ! ” he drew off his -tearful spouse in that 
direction, accompanied by their son, disillusioned and broken- 
hearted. 

Next day tlie faithful girl runs away after her lover, who, 
however, with his pronounced views on filial obligations’ 
naturally cannot countenance this deflection from the path of 
duty. Parents are still parents, even in the most exalted 
circles. ^ Meanwhile his own father has had a niglit in which 
to readjust his opinions on the equality of man, and repents 
an exhibition which threatens permanently to blight his son’s 
prospects. On the arrival of the lady’s father in hot pursuit 
the good yeoman bravely owns his error ; confesses to a 
naughty and obstinate stomach ; and admits the propriety of 
an arrangement by which one star in the social firmament is 
permitted to differ from another in point of precedence. 
During this recantation the gods sit rebuked for their previous 
applause of sentiments now withdrawm as erroneous. 

Then follows a passage of real and, I think, very fresh 
pathos. Rather than stand in the way of their son’s happi- 
ness the old couple will themselves renounce all claim to a 
share in liis life ; and if Lord St. Olhyn will promise his 
daughter to him in marriage, they on their part will under- 
take, at whatever sacrifice, to go away and never see their son 
again. Touched, as he Avell might be, by this offer of renun- 
ciation, the Earl unconditionally surrenders his child to the 
son of the noblest fellow he ever remembers to have met. i 
^ The Second Act, in Harley Street, was richest of all in the 
diversions of pure comedy. It was an admirable idea that 
Lord Si. Olhyn should innocently send his daughter to her 
vanished lover to be cured of a depression of which his 
absence was the solitary cause. The situation which pre- 
ceded their meeting offered opportunities, unusual in a con- 
sulting-room, for a pretty play of Sophoclean irony; and 
of these the authors made full use. This Act also intro- 
duced to us Mr. Gayeil aiiCKAY, oue of the two clever authors 
of the play, in the character of a man about town, with 
shattered nerves and an irrepressible tendency to qualify all 
his epithets with the word “ ah-so-hite~ly ”—a tag which was 
quick to find favour. The part must have been written for 
himself ; certainly it could not have found a more attractive 
and discreet interpreter. 

As Lady Gerania, Miss Lill\n Biuitiiwaite had at last a 
character in whidi she could do herself justice ; and she was 
simply adorable. It was an easy part to get through, but 
difficult enough to play as she played it. Her sympathetic 
charm of \'oice and manner, not only during the lighter scenes, 
but where something more serious was demanded of her, 
conquered and held all hearts. Mr. Hallakd, as D?\ Wake, 
played^ with great keenness and buoyancy : but for a famous 
physician with wide social experience, he Avas too jerky and 
angiflar and restless. Mr. Chaiiles Roc’K displayed an 
admirable vigour as the doctor’s father. AVhen evoking that 
furore of applause by his denunciation of caste distinctions, 
it must have been a grim satisfaction to him to know how 
badly he was going to let the gods down in the next Act. 
Miss Elsie Chester gave a most finished study of the character 
of the yeowoman, somewhat overshadowed by the masculine 
dominance of her good man. Miss Hii.da Thorpe was A^ery 
happy in her portrayal of Lady St. Olhyn's egoism and 
inconsequence and delectable lack of all sense of proportion. 
As the Bishop of Selhy, Mr. Adam Alexah^oer was irresistible ; 
and in the small part of a gipsy-girl Mis 3 Ina Pelly, making 
her first appearance, played Avith spirit and intelligence, and 
should be heard of again. 0. S. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

General Linievitch lias been appointed 
Viceroy of the Far East. He lias 
certainly earned a rest. 

i\[ncli has been made of the generosity 
of Japan in the matter of the Peace 
tenns, hut surely a word is dne to the i 
Russians also for their magnanimity. It | 
seems from a telegram sent hy the Czar ; 
that the Russian Anny Avas not only ! 
prepared to mard off the enemy, but i 
also to inflict on them an important i 
defeat. j 

The Shah, it is said, had no idea that 
the Russians had beaten the Japanese in 
the War until he met the Cz.uilast week. 

Possibly we are not out of the wood 
yet, but, up to the date of going to press, 
the Poet Laureate has not published any 
verses on the subject of Peace in the Far 
East. We have so often had occasion to 
(hide Mr. Austin that we think it only 
fair to mention this. 

While it is a fact that a motor omnibus 
last week damaged the pedestal of the 
Cobden statue at Camden Town, it is 
untrue that the driver has received a 
letter of thanks from Mr. Chamberlain. • 
The ex-Colonial Minister conducts no 
correspondence in his holidays. 

On Friday w^eek news reached us ol 
the official inauguration of Alberta, 
Canada’s new Province. On the follow- 
ing Monday our daily paper contained an 
account of a collision between the Alberta 
and the Dominion. Ahsit omen ! 

All who like to see old customs kept ^ 
up will be pleased to hear that two i 
Irish ferrymen sighted the sea-serpent = 
last w'eek. 1 

An employee of the Govennnent money g 
factory at Wasliington has engraved 
two full alphabets, a date, and a mune 
on the head of a tiny pin only sixty-five j 
thousandths of an inch in diameter. It .. 
is not known! why he did it. j: 

Tlie Vicar of St. Mary’s, Sw’ansea, has 
peremptorily ordered the removal oi ( 
telephone receivers (installed in the 
church during his absence on a holiday) 
by wdiich persons wdio w^ere prevented ^ 
attending could hear the service, whether 
they had hats on or not. 

^ 

A Ryde gentleman has just left his ^ 
entire estate to his man-servant; and ^ 
yet people say that nobody is a liero to 
his valet. 

1 

A dear old lady, having read that a \ 
steamer from the West Coast of Africa f 



Lady ('o her imvelVinrj companion, irho has jmt had his finger-jiail yinchod badly). ^*How 
i IIOREID ! I ALWAYS THINK ANYTHING WRONG WITH ONE’S NAILS SETS ONE’s TEETH ON EDGE ALL 
I DOWN one’s EACK ! ” 


had brought home six cases of beri-beri, 
wrote to ber fruiterers to try and get her 
some, as she w'as tired of bananas. 

It is rumoured that, as a result of the 
following pretty lines wdiich appeared in 
a recent number of tlie Express on the 
subject of the Royal Exchange : ~ 

. . vhere the fo]k of the frescoes look out 
with their wondering eyes 
On the hack of an old-world beadle, who dozes, 
and slumbers, and sighs,” 

the beadle is to be dismissed. 

The choice between marriage and gaol 
was presented to a woman prisoner in a 
Police Court last week, and she chose 
marriage. How like a woman ! 

Publishers are sometimes unnecessarily 
brutal. Tlie other day a humorous 
writer received some advance copies of a 
forthcoming work of his. On the parcel 


was a label : — ‘‘ Books with. care. Keep 
drif:^ 

A committee wliich lias been sitting 
on the subject of dress for our navy-men 
has, according to the Express, proposed 
the abolition of straw hats, loose tunics, 
baggy trousers, white starched shirts, and 
wuiistcoats. The human skin, however, 
is to be retained. 

We bad often wondered wliat it was 
lhat made employment wdth the National 
Telephone Company so popular. We 
know now. From a recent case it trans- 
pires that every operator is entitled, 
after two years’ service, to a fortnight’s 
holiday. 

Poor Russia! It has evidently bee:^ 
resolved by the Fates that she shall 
drink the cup of humiliation to the 
dregs. Hackenschmiot has now been 
defeated at tlie Bristol Empire, 
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NATURE STUDIES. 

The Se.vside Retrieyer. 

The dog wlioin I have recently heen studying is a hand- 
some black retriever who frequents for his own purposes a 
stretch of sandy beach on the Norfolk coast- To particularise 
more closely would be unfair to the many hundreds of dogs 
who are to be found similarly frequenting such other stretches 
of this coast as happen to be populated by juvenile visitors 
during the warmer months of the year. Indeed, every sea- 
side resort has, I am sure, at least one dog exhibiting the 
aquatic characteristics that mark the one whom for literary 
convenience I will call mine. 

When I say ‘'my dog” I do not wish to convey any false 
impressions of ownership. I have met this dog ; he has on 
more tlian one occasion shaken over me some of the sea 
water with wliicli he was then, as he always is, saturated ; 
he has barked round about me ; lias laid at my feet large 
and useless stones which lie had rescued from the surf ; 
has, in order to rivet my attention and inveigle me into a 
game, buried these stones elaborately in the sand, and lias 
then, with all the surprised eagerness of a discoverer, unbiiried 
them again~ali these things he has done repeatedly, but I 
am convinced be would energetically repudiate any inference 
of possession or any suggestion of command which I might 
endeavour to base on such exhibitions of energy. Indeel, I 
have never yet seen a seaside retriever who could be said in 
the proper sense of the term to be owned by a master or a 
mistress, and my dog is no exception to the rule. 

I do not know where my dog sleeps or how lie gets liis 
food. Imagination permits rae to believe that he takes his 
rest upon the large buoy which bobs up and down about a 
mile out, and that he has liis meals brought to him now and 
then by guUs. What I do know is that at ten o’clock of a 
morning be is to be found on the beach busily engaged in 
those industries which occupy his undivided attention during 
the rest of the day. This morning, for instance, when I 
arrived upon the scene of his activities, I found him joyously 
enslaving a boy whom lie had persuaded to throw stones 
sometimes into the sea and sometimes along the shore. In 
pursuit of these he plunged into the waves, swam round in 
short circles, barking vigorously aU the time, occasionally 
dived, and then came to land again, always stoneless, but 
never disheartened. Or again, if the stone happened to be 
flung along the shore, he raced after it with incredible speed, 
rolled over and over as he attained it, burrowed furiously 
after it, and arrived back, clogged with sand, but triumphant. 

It chanced that after some minutes of this sport the boy 
was summoned by his parents, and left the beach for the 
heights above. The dog looked after him wistfully, but, 
finding there w\as no prospect of a renewal of that game, lie 
soon made up his mind. A short distance away he observed 
a group consisting of three small girl children, two nurses 
and a mother who, with her back propped against a Leap of 
sand, was dividing her mind between a novel and such 
exhortations as the requirements of her family from time to 
time demanded. My clog studied this innocent assortment of 
females with great attention, and then proceeded with sublime 
craft to mould them to liis desires. To have rushed upon them 
violently would have defeated his purpose, for he could have 
hoped nothing from them after casting them into terror and 
sprinkling them with sand and sea. He advanced slowly and 
humbly,* pausing every now and again to see if he was 
observed. No notice having been taken of him, he at last 
arrived at the edge of the circle of frocks and bare feet, and 
there sat down with a most deprecating expression on his 
moist black face. 

“ Oh, isn’t that a pretty dog ! ” said one of the nurses. 

At this encouragement my friend seemed to emerge from 
an abyss of depression. He presented a paw to the apprecia- 


tive nurse, and licked the plump hand of the smallest child. 
Being still further encouraged and admired lie now felt that 
his moment had come. He retired a few feet, picked up a stone 
in his mouth and laid it submissively down in the midst of 
the group. “Throw it for him, Polly,” said the deceived 
mother to her eldest. “ He wants to play with you.” 

Instantly the clog was on the run, rapturously barking, 
and for the next lialf-liour lie had no lack of willing victims, 
all of whom in turn he succeeded in bowling over on the 
sand. Finally he saw a larger party newly arrived, and with 
a disgusting faithlessness removed himself at once to them. 

Of such a nature are the proceedings of the seaside retriever. 
He might have been employed in tracking the running part- 
ridge or adding rabbits to a sportsman’s bag. Instead 
of these congenial feats a perversion of nature has imposed 
upon him the research of stones and futile plunges into the 
sea. It is probable that some such dog was the original 
progenitor of the tribe of seals — -whom, in truth, in his damp 
state he much resembles. Once a seaside retriever always a 
seaside retriever. There is no human power that could lure 
my dog, at any rate, from the watery games on which he 
spends his time and liis strength. 


PUBLIC SPIRIT. 

The offer of the altruistic Mexican to pay off the national 
debt of Mexico has, we arc glad to say, incited several of our 
eminent men to impulses of equally Quixotic patriotism. 
Offers, indeed, come in daily, and where more fittingly than 
to Mr. Punch' b- letter-box ? 

Mr. Brodiuck Las risen to great heights. In these days of 
selfish personal advancement, he says, a stand must be made 
by some one in an exalted position, and that stand he, for or:e, 
is prepared to make. Under no conditions, he informs vs, 
will he consent to be made Viceroy of India. 

Mr. Will Crooks, M.P., the genial and Progressive Member 
for Woolwich, has offered to cease from criticism of the 
Government if an explicit understanding is given that no 
Conservative ^will ever again quote Latin in the House. 
Verb. sap. No answer lias yet been I'eceived. 

Mr. Hall Caine, the talented novelist, with a Daily Tele- 
graphic circulation and a coiffure that is the envy of the 
loveliest village of the plain, is as full as usual of bounding 
benevolence. He will, he says, write no more novels and no 
more plays, and will cease to be pbotograplied and inter- 
viewed, if, on his evacuation of office, Mr. Balfour will make 
him a Peer. By way of services rendered, lie points to his 
illustrious career as a novelist, his busy, self-sacrificing life in 
the House of Keys, and liis duties as cicerone on the occasion 
of His M*\JESTr’s visit to the Isle of Man. Enough, enough, 
all will cry. 

Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman, fresh from his attendance 
on His Majesty at Marienbad, has a different ideal of 
patriotism. For him it is not renunciation, but the strenuous 
life. If only he has the opportunity, he says, he will govern 
tills country as it has never been governed before, and spare 
no effort or time in tlie task. 

We have the best authority for stating that Mr. Winston 
Churchill, with a heroism that cannot be* too highly appre- 
ciated by bis old colleagues, lias resolutely declined to accept 
the flattering offer of the Cliilterii Hundreds. As lie wittily 
puts it, “In politics it is only centenarians who think about 
Hundreds. I only think of ‘ scores.’ ” 


Specl\l Engagement of Stars. — “ Other visitors to Scarboro’ 
at the present time are Edith Lady Londesboeough, Sir Henry 
Irving, Sir Ralph and Lady Payne-Gallwey. . . Mr. F. S. and 
Mrs. Jackson, Mr. Victor Bethell, Sir Augustus Hemming, and 
Mr. H. Leveson-Gower. In addition to these attractions there 
are the daily concerts on the Spa .” — Daily Mail. 




Cow-boy {io young Luhj uho has fallen icjitgc). “Would you jiisd ouesis’ the oate, Miss? They re A-coaiu im there. 


THE UNIVERSAL PROVIDER. 

[Mr. C^ii.vnLKS Froiiman was recently alleged, 
in the Neic Yorh Herald, to have saii that the 
theatrical producer must make numey for every- 
body but himself. The following verses are 
entirely based upon this statement, and their 
author lays no claim to privileged information.] 

Reader, pause and drop a tear 
On this synnpatlietic page, 

For the man who, year by year. 

Works without a proper wage. 

Fii-hm-n never makes a cent, 

He has higher objects which 

Show a soul of sentiment : 

He makes other people rich. 

Dramatists are plutocrats, 

Thanks to Fr-hm-^t ; they can mock, 

With their splendid, shining hats, 

His discoloured billycock. 

If, for instance, Fr-hm-n makes 
Thousands over Peter Pan, 

E-rr-e comes along and takes 
All the lot— disgusting man ! 

While the fatted actors thrive 
On their chicken and champagne, 

Fr-hm-n keeps himself alive ^ 

On a diet, good but plain, ^ 

While the avaricious stars ” 

(Oh, the salaries they draw !) ( 


Rush about in motor-cars, 

I R-HM-N takes a ’bus — with Kl-w. 

Scenic artists have their price ; 

Gi -RKS-N will not make a wig 

Gratis. Fr-hm-¥ pays them twice 
(Fr-hm-n’s not a greedy pig). 

Supers, sandwich-men and bands 
Come in mercenary mobs, 

All with eager, outstretched hands ; 
Fr-hm-n pays them for their jobs. 

Landlords call on quarter-days. 

(Oh, they are a grasping lot !) 

Fr-iim-n asis them in and pays 
All, and more than, he has got. 

Charitable reader, think ! 

Can we let this martyr die 

Unrewarded ? Do not wink 
Your uncharitable eye. 

MORE ECLIPSE HUMOURS. 

Mr. Punch’s own representative at the 
recent eclipse, having read Sir Norman 
Iadckyer’s side-splitting article in the 
Daily Mail on the humours of ^ that 
event, hastens to supplement it with a 
record of his own. 

As in the great astronomer’s camp, so 
(he writes) in om*s, laughter prevailed. 


But we ’went farther in our sallies than 
Sir Norman. To call the long telescope 
the Twopenny Tube was delicious, it is 
true, but how about charging twopence 
to look through it? That is what v^e 
did. No dogs or heavy luggage allowed. 
We also had a Long Tom, and when 
time hung at all heavy on our hands (as 
it w’ilL do, even during astronomical 
picnics) did we not with the highest of 
spirits affect to load and discharge it ? 
By -Jingo, we did, until the very stars 
could hear our shouts of laughter. 

Talk about clowns and King’s Jesters, 
there is no such wag as your watcher of 
the skies. And what did Sir Norman’s 
party call their fillets when they came 
smoking to the table? Did they call 
them the Eclipse Steaks? No. We did. 

And wlien the eclipse was in full 
swing and the darkness came on, how 
did Sir Norman and his jokers take it? 
Did they - say facetious things about 
turning up the gas or switching on the 
electric light ? Did they ask where was 
Moses under similar conditions? We 
did. I hate to think that any of these 
chances were missed. Perhaps Sir 
Norman will write another article for 
the Mail, supplementing the drollery of j 
his first. 
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FROM HIOH ALTITUDES. 

A SIMPLE soul 

That lives among the heather, 

Wliere roll the mists for evennore. 

What should it know of weather ? 

I met young Peter udth his cow 

Far from the haunts of men. 

The early sun was on the knowe, 

The mist was on the Ben. 

Good morning. What ahoiit/’ said I, 

“ The weather, Peter Gr.^y? ” 

And Peter straightway made reply, 

‘‘A wee thing saft the day.” 

Again I met, when noon was high, 
Young Peter with his cow. 

The sun had vanished from the sky, 

The rain was falling now. 

‘'Good day,” said I. ‘‘ '’Pile rain is sore 
Upon the new-cut hay.” 
iVnd Peter answered as before, 

‘‘A wee thing saft the day.” 

At eve descended sheets of rain 

That hid the nearest knowe, 

And on the road 1 met again 

Young Peter with his cow. 

Still through the mist I seemed to hear 
The voice of Peter Gray 

Falling familiar on my ear — 

"A wee thing saft the day,” 

At night a wilder deluge yet 

Poured from the hill’s black brow. 

And in the flood again I met 

Young Peter with his cow. 

I pass, in snllen silence, by ; 

But ere I wus away 

I heard a voice — it said, “ Ou ay, 

A wee thing saft the day.” 

BY THE WATERS OF WINDER- 
MERE. 

Extract from the Beoess Diary of Toby, M.P. 

AmUeside, Monday, — ^Back to Winder- 
mere after two years’ absence. Aboard 
the Anita, sloop-rigged racer of six tons 
measurement, rushing down the Lake 
with her starboard gunwale awash. 
George at the helm ; Pleasure at the 
prow and far beyond it. A little late 
in the season, but a squadron of yachts 
stiH out, all sailed by their owners. 

There was probably 'yachting on 
Windermere in Norse times. Doubtless 
Onunbr and Gunnar raced eacli other 
from Lakehead to the Ferry, their clans- 
men looking on. Certainly, as records 
tell, there has been yachting on the 
Lake for more than a hundred years. 
The Royal Windermere Yacht Club 
have in their house on the Lake, delight- 
ful picture of a race at some undated 
time. The costumes bewray the period 
of George the Fourth. The ladies 

watching the struggle from broad- 
bottomed boats wear coal-scuttle bon- 
nets and shoulder capes with broad 
white collars. As for the gentlemen, 
the sign and token of a good waterman 
in that far-off day apparently was to wear 
a top hat narrowing to the brim, and dis- 
play a pair of braces crossing a coatless, 
vestless back. 

Those not privileged to see this quaint 
picture in the Club-house will find a 
perfect reproduction in the record of 
the Club edited by Sir William Forwood, 
illustrated by the Vice-Commodore Isaac 
Storey, with “ some account of Winder- 
mere,” charmingly written by Canon 
Ra\\'NSLEY, Vicar of Crosthwaite. 

To the outsider Windermere is chiefly 
associated with the name of Wordsworth 
and his brother poets of the Lakes. But 
there were other men of letters of whom 
one thinks as the Anita cleaves the brown 
waters with her graceful prow. In the 
days of Maga Christopher North lived, 
nay reigned, here. EUeray still stands 
at the lower end of the Lake. 

Just eighty years ago there were great 
doings on Windermere, under the direc- 
tion of Lord High Admiral Christopher. 
A grand regatta was decreed in honour of 
the poets. Walter Scott was there, and 
in a letter dated August 22, 1825, gives 
an account of the proceedings. Among 
other honoured guests were Wordsworth, 
Lockhart, and Canning, then nearing his 
-end, already broken dowm in health, and, 
as Lockhart reports Wordsworth to have 
genially remarked, ‘"seeming to have no 
mind at aU.” 

Christopher, not at the moment 
“crusty” as Tennyson found him, led the 
procession of boats, with Mrs. Wilson in 
the seat of honour, crowned with a grand 
turban and streamers. Fifty barges 
foUow’’ed, decorated with flags, “accom- 
panied,” as crabbed Lockhart writes, 
“ by two execrable bap.ds of music.” 

Gone is the leading barge now, sailed 
on to cross tlie Styx, with Christopher 
Nohih’s grand figure in the stern, tiller 
in band ; for fellow-passengers the worn- 
out statesman whom Gladstone revered, 
the biographer of Walter Scott, and the 
poet who did for the Lake Country what 
the Wizard of the North did for Scotland. 
Their fame is deathless as the bills that 
looked down on the procession, and to- 
day seethe smart craft of the Royal Yacht 
Clnb skimming across the Lake, 

. . . trim skiffs unknown o£ yore 

On winding lakes and rivers wide 

That fear no spite of wind or tide. 

But I was going to write about George, 
captain and crew of the Anita. George 
must wait till next week. 

The Dangers of a little English. 

“ Jeune Homme (22 ans) CHERCHE PLACE 
en famine cormne Parlourmaid,”— in the 
Mourning Post.” 

THE BRIGHT EOSALEEN. 

(A Study in Manganese metre.) 

[“Ireland grows less fearful with every season . 

. . . The Tourist Association is working hard 
to take the terror out of Irish hotels. You can 
now live decently in almost every quarter of 
Ireland. . . . The smallest jest makes one 
cheerful in this happy kingdom. ... It will 
be in time, I believe, as popular with the tourists 
of all nations as Switzerland, and that is the 
brightest destiny to which it can look, and for 
which it should work.” — Mr. Harold Begbie in 
the T)aihj Mail, September 6, 1905,] 

0 MY rare Rosaleen, 

Do not wail, do not weep ! 

The pressmen are on the swift turbine. 
They fly across the deep. 

Bart Kennedy ’s on the tramp, 

He is painting aU London green. 

And the Daily Mail on your shores shall 
cnmp, 

My rich Rosaleen ! 

My own Rosaleen ! 

Shall cure your ills, shall dry your damp, 
Shall make you expand like a verdant 
gamp, 

My bright Rosaleen ! 

All day long in unrest 

Up and down do I rove, 

I’ve wept upon Cam Tual’s crest, 

I ’ve smiled in Blaimey’s Grove. 

But yet will I relume 

Your fame with my stylo’s sheen : 

’Tis you shall blossom and bound and 
boom, 

My bright Rosaleen ! 

My own Rosaleen ! 

’Tis you for aU tripperdom shall find 
room 

From now until the ding of doom, 

My bright RoSiVleen ! 

Over dikes, over deUs 

Will I fly for your weal, 

1 ’ll brave your terrible hotels, 

Your meagre mid-day meal. .. 

Until on your lawns and links, 

From the screech of dawn till e’en 

Yon join in all my high old jinks, 

My gay Rosaleen ! 

My own Rosaleen ! 

You ’ll pledge me in the longest drinks, 
My amiable, my Emerald Sphinx, 

My bright Rosaleen ! 

I could scale the North Pole, 

I could drink up the Clyde, 

Oh, I could eat sea-serpents whole 

To make you the Tripper’s Bride ! 

For, however poor and slim, 

One joke from your lips, I ween, 

Can thrill the pulses in ev’ry limb, 

My arch Rosaleen ! 

My quaint Rosaleen ! 

Can lend my copy a juicy vim, 

Call giveTt the lilt of the Cherubim, 

. My bright Rosaleen ! 

0 the Liffey shall turn 

To a crystalline stream, 

And Mr. Walter Long discern 

Good in Dunraven’s scheme, 
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A NEW INTERPRETATION. 

Time — The Sahhatli Day. 

The Elder. “T.vmmas, d’ you ken the meanin’ o’ a wobk o’ nei’Essity?” 

Tammas. “Ay fine that.” 

The Elder. “Wis shootin’ ttut iure a vroEK o’ nE('E:c'ITY? ” 

Tammas. “It wis that." 

The Elder. “Hoo d’you mak’ that oot?” 

Tammas. “Weel, ye see, if I’d waitet till the MoaN, the hare m’ulh itae been aw a’!” 


And the Gaels shall take to tea, 

And boycott the best potheen, 

Ere you forget the Mail and Me, 

My rare Rosaij2EN ! 

My own Ros.alken ! 

0 Ireland’s Fye shall be sunk in the sen, 
Ere yon recover from Harold B. 

My ]}riglit Rosaleen 1 


THE LADIES’ COLUMN. 

Our first tliought this month must be 
the all-iinportant one of chapeaux. And, 
by tlie way, I hear that the post-bag of a 
certain Cornish Yicar has been craimned 
lately with grateful letters from milliners, i 
who wish to endorse his remarks about ■ 
the shameful conduct of women who dare 
to appear sans toque, sans chapeau in liis 
dear little church. There is also some 
talk of a deputation of prominent artistes 
attending the Church Congress to pre- 
sent a resolution on the subject, and to 
urge the Bishops to stand firm. 

As little Madame JuLiEinE said to me 
the other day with tears in her eyes, “ It 
is not as eef chapeaux could not be 
arranged for every face. If those ladies 
who made the objection would but have 
come to me, I would have found them 
something to suit them. Me, I fail 
never ! ” 

And now for the autumn fashions. 

After a careful inspection of all the 
leading milliners’ windows it is evident 
that this autumn will find our dear little | 
songsters with us more than e^er. i 
Feathers, wings, plumes — all are being | 
used for the tastefid and beautiful crea - 1 
tions with which we women must cover ' 
our heads. And this reminds me of a ' 
beautiful thought that I saw sweetly 
carried out — in a well-knowm ariisie's i 
window, not many yards from a certain | 
shop where they sell leather belts ! The 
window was full of hats trimmed with ! 
birds’ feathers and j)l nines. From all ' 
lands the little dickies had flown to perch j 
on the crowns and brims — humming ' 
birds, birds of paradise— as I heard a , 
charming i^merican girl saying, I guess | 
there ’ll be a good many birds in Paradise j 
this fall ! ” — and our own little feathered 
friends from the woods and hedgerows 
— all were there. But what brought 
happy tears to iny eyes was the placard 
in front of the window. In one corner 
was the picture of a nest of young birds, 
with the mother sitting on it, while 
underneath was written, “ Aids to church 
worship.” Could anything have been 
sweeter and more appropriate It was 
just that little touch of thoughtfulness 
and reverence that is so much needed in 
this dear worldly London of ours, and as 
I stood in front of that window I could 
not help wishing that that dear man in 
Cornwail could have been there beside mo. 
How it would have rejoiced his heart ! 

Then about dress. 


Our Scottish friends — the Jeans, and 
Maroarets, and Elspeths, and Janets — 
will be glad to know that their nice 
bright tartans will* bo much worn this 
autumn. The effect will he csceedingly 
martial anddnspiriting. One well-known 
tailor is making up the tartans in what 
he calls “ the Knox Pattern,” in aUiision, 


of course, to that disagreeable man’s 
phrase, “the regiment of women.” I 
hear that “ tartan parties ” are being 
got up already, where prizes will be 
given to the guests who name correctly 
the greatest number of tartans present. 

Altogether, there is every prospect of 
a busy, happy autumn. 




IK/KCi. 


Nurae . “Bridget, come here and see a French Baby born is Dublin.” 

Br . dget . “Poor little darlist ! It’s a gre.vt PERi-LExm- you’ll be to yodrself, I’m thiskin’, when you begin fhpeakis’ ' ” 


NEW GUIDE TO THE LAKES. 


[IVtr. Alfred Austin has lieen visitiug Oum- 
Lerland and lias recorded lus opiiiioii tliat: 
“ People need not go to Switzerland for more 
beautiful scenery tliau tliis— tliere is notliiiio- 
like it.”] 

Of all tlie divers clianns that dot 
^ The pleasant face of rural Britain, 
There lingers yet a beauty spot 
Whose rare attractions are unwritten j 
Accessible (by means of brakes 
From Keswick) to the casual tourist, 
Our recognition of the Lakes— 

Till recently— has been the poorest. 


He never won like them and you 
That priceless piece of vegetation) 
Has left behind some scattered tips 
^ Upon the country’s scenic merit, 
Yet never caught the note that grips 
Imagination like a ferret. 


It needs a modern poet’s eye 

^ote their restfulness and greenery 
That more than adeq^uately vie 
With all your Continental scenery. 
How little on a theme like this 
The language of the common herd’s 
worth ! 

Southey, e.g.^ appeared to miss 
A lot of points, and so did Words- 
worth. 


WTiat did they know of flowers and trees? 
Their shallow songs are mere mono- 
tony. 

They hadn’t spent a cultured ease 
In writing versicles on botany. 

Living, besides, so near the place, 

How could they feel the tripper’s duty 
Of crying with enraptm*ed face, 
“Observe that mountain! What a 
beautv ! ” 


W rite — we implore — ti]l fanc.y fails, 

And mere exhaustion makes vou stow 
it ,• 

' So^ shall it be your lot perhaps 
j To lead the steps of after ages, 

' Published in parts with coloured maps, 

8 VO, cloth, and gilt-edged pages. 


Extract from a gentleman’s letter to 
the “ Western Morning News^\‘ - 

At about one o’clock, when the ec]i])se was 
on the sun, I saw a most heautiful star shining 
very bright, just to the northward of the sun, 
and pointed it out to three ladies (who were 
watcMng the eclipse in a bath of water) .... 
Is this an unusual occurrence ? ” 


Laureates : Coleridge too 
(Although from want of inspiration 


But you— who tramp in tourist’s boots 
(We like to fancy) up Helvellyn, 

You can appraise the various routes, 
And rub the local colour well in ; 

You see at once the classic side, 

You know the Naiad like a daughter; 
Where could we find a better guide 
To Bassenthwaite and Derwentwater ? 


We sincerely hope and believe that 
It is. 


The psychologic fashion stales ; 
We need another Nature poet ; 


A DIVERTING example of absent-minded- ’ 
ness occurred at an indoor concert the ’ 
loyal old gentleman who ■ 
had been dozing was suddenly awakened 
by the strains of ^^Ood Save the JK-ingT * 
He arose hurriedly, snatched off his wig, | 
and held it rev^ently in his hand until i 
the anthem was at an end. 
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THE TABLETS OF AZIT-TIGLETH-MTPHANSI, THE SCRIBE, 



1. Now did the Bit-Jappis, the heroes 
of Nippon 

2. v^it]ikoppa‘‘ho77iplekshanzB.iid oUikh- 
aisoklietz 

3. lialf-inoltke, half-ghnrka . 

4. with the brains of markojiih, the 
thews of a panther, • • • , 

5. descendants of dai m ios with Bndclha- 
laik features 

6. who sat stiffly brocaded in turreted 
castles 

7. looking sadly enniiyes in preposter- 
ous armour, 

8. like so many bronzes, . . withFuji- 
no-yama and 

9. red-lacc^uered temples as a peraia- 
nent 

10. background, while in secret they 

11. miigdiip the art of Jiu-jitsu 

12. how to grip an opponent, and 
put 

13. the lokkonnim, just playing 

14. the deuce with his limbs and his 

15. muscles, in fact his entire anato- 
mik-al-strukture 

16. (now we come to the verb— a 
trifle belated, — 

17. it’s usual to have one and perhaps 

18. it is better to, even in 

19. tablets 1 So here it is), 

20. play the same very trick on 

21. with Russia. 

22. They got all their armies, their 
miriads-ov-kossak s 

23. in motli-Uen-kaftans, 


NINETEENTH IRAGMENT. 

24. their moujiks-inJznapsakz, their 
iniyopikli-k lu'uuls 

25. and rouil-ef-tencmtz 

26. all stymied and hunhakd, check- 
mated 

27. and flummoxed, . . all up to their 
necks in 

28. sauga 7 'simd sandbags, in the land oi 

29. the Manchus (though no man 
would choose it) 

30. reading nihilist-lihflets and other 

31. indamahul-matta .... mhost sub- 
versiv 

32. of order. While their wily com- 
mander 

33. inspired by a positive passion 

34. for fighting ... on paper (not to 
mention a 

35. bottle of something that luks-al- 
kolioJtk 

36. — is it vodki or vodka ? — it doesn’t 
much 

37. matter, it’s ikuali laWlous how- 
ever 

38. you spell it) sits and twirls his 
mustaslnz 

39. (mendaciously martial) 

40. writes fire-eating despatches 
describing the pitiful state of 

41. Kuroki ! Tells his poor little 
master 

42. who eroucliiz-in-ermin that all is 
now ready 

43. — one word will let loose his 
victorious legions ; 


44. he proposes to take for his break- 
fast next morning 

45. Oyania - on-toast, with Oku, and 
Nogi and Nodzu 

46. for luncheon ...... that he 

can’t quite decide which qdkri&r of Tokio 

47. he ’ll live in. 

48. Then did Teddy the Toothful, 
the lord of 

49. the Yankiz, the king of the Cow- 
boys, 

50. the ruler of Hennessy, Dooley and 

51. others, — a wonderful blend, 
Hohenzollern- 

52. cum-Cody, — who dwells in the 
White House, 

53. exchange his Tougla-iidmg.vaquero- 
laik 

54. garments for a more or less 
accurate 

55. classical costume with property 
wings 

56. safety-pinned to his shoulders, — 
a sweeter 

57. presentment of Peace one can 
hardly 

58. imagine adjusting 

59. his pinzneh, his face wreathed in 
smiles that 

60. would easily reach from New York 
to Vancouver, 

61. his prominent teeth fairly gleam- 
ing with hai-laitz, 

62. with the olive-branch sweetly 
extended towards them 
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G3. ill nice little portly and spatulate 
fingers 

G4. and pointing liis toes in a dancing 
position 

65. lie advanced to the parties con- 
cerned and — 

66. ivell, really, they coiilchit resist 
him. 

G7. To the hay of the oyster did they 
come . , . 

G8. The Bit-Jappis Komura did send 

69. sedeit, maihroskopik, frock-coated 
and silent 

70. And like as the shell of the oyster 
were his lips 

71. closed and the pushing reporter 
could get no admittance 

72. and wore out his hoots and his 
language together 

73. as he tramped the piyazza. 

74. But Nikkithetsar sent the doughty 
Dewitte 

75. (they expected some muskovait- 
gkaU and they 

76. got it) ; with a mahliia-velyan 
keutniss selected 

77. an honest diplomatist (no douht of 
malice 

78. aforethought) who shared dear 
George Washington’s 

79. sad limitation 

80. that cerebral defect which is 
always referred to 

81. with kindly regret hy those who 
never yet suffered 

82. in that way 

83. Imagine the horrible misunder- 
standings, the claims that 

84. were yielded, the ghastly confu- 
sion into which the thing 

85. got when a Russian — I ask you, a 
Bussian, sat there 

86. teUing truths, saying what he 
mtended, displaying an 

87. arrant and shameless uprightness 
in place of the usual tergiv-ershhan. 

88. In the history of Russia this in- 
famous treatment 

89. of hon’rable foemen, this orgie of 
mean and contemptible 

90. frankness, wiR stand out in evil 
and black isolation, (Like the bold 
samurai, it is really too-sordid.) 

91. Considering all things it ’s really 
a marvel 

92. the poor little Japs didn’t give 
up 

93. Port Arthur, surrender their navy 
and Togo 

94. and Tokio, the Emperor and Em- 
press 

95. and pay something handsome to 
show their 

96. regret for the trouble the Russians 

97. were put to ... . E. T. R. 


Old Lady {reading headline of paper). 
“ Conclusion of Peace ? ” Why, I quite 
thought it had only just begun ! 


THE DUST-BIN ERA. 

Amox(;st other suggestions made by 
a writer in the Queen towards tlie 
simplification of domestic lielp is a 
hint that the disagreeable business of 

washing up ” might be entirely obviated 
by eating off “paper plates and dishes 
which might be burnt after use.” We 
seem to see here the dawn of a new 
epoch in which the house will be a mere 
annex to the Dust-bin, and the Sink will 
lapse into oblivion. “ No cleaning ” will 
be the motto of the scullery-maid, and 
there shall be no necessity to scrub the 
steps every morning. We shall simply 
tear off a leaf of prepared surface after 
the manner of a blotting-pad, and apply 
to the nearest stationer when the levels 
of the threshold are getting low. In like 
manner the yearly tenant will lay down 
his fifty-two paper carpets one on top of 
another when entering upon his lease, 
and convey a stratum to the ash-heap 
week by week. Laundresses, of course, 
are doomed, the waste-paper basket, 
when necessary, acting as their substi- 
tute. We have already “ iio-h alters ” 
and “no-booters,” and the principle will 
be extended, and we shall probably hear 
of “ iio-shirters ” and “anti-coUarites.” 
The handkerchief question can be solved 
on the Chinese system. Where, how- 
ever, a foolish prejudice retains these 
various articles of costume, a bonfire 
every Monday morning will soon dispose 
of all the soiled imitation-linen. The 
paper-draper is going to replace the 
halDerdasher and the modiste. Paper 
boots have long been obtainable from 
army contractors, so these can be bought 
and used up by the gross, thereby doing 
away with the distasteful task of black- 
ing them day by day. Other ])ortions 
of dress, if worn, may be constructed of 
brown paper, but much is to be said in 
favour of a return to the fashions of our 
early British ancestors. Darning and 
sewing will be classed among the lost 
arts, if indeed they are not so already. 

At mealtime we foresee great changes. 
In old-fashioned households, wdiere 
families stOl feed at home and do not 
patronise the restaurant, we shall have 
the service performed by dumb plate- 
binF, alias receptacles into which each 
dish can be thrown when done wdth. 
Paper knives and forks, it may be 
thought, present a difficulty, but," with 
the Japanisation of the world, we shaU 
most probably learn to handle chopsticks. 

Paper constitutions and paper Acts 
of Parliament, and much else that 
looks well on paper, we have been 
familiar with for many years past, and 
now we are promised the reality. 

It will not matter if anything “ conies 
off in the ’and” of the few remaining 
Phyllises of the future, as nothing will 
be made to last. 


WJien most things go, after twenty- 
four hours’ use, to the Dust-hole and the 
Destructor, the problem of the Simple 
Life for Housemaids wiR be solved. 

The weary charwoman also, whose 
epitaph records her satiety of washing 
and scrubbing and sweeping, will 
achieve her desire on earth and be “ go- 
ing to do nothing for ever and ever.” 


SHOULD MILLERS WEAR WHITE 
HATS? 

Dear Sir, — W hat on earth is Canon 
Slicer driving at ? In my young days 
a miller wdthout a hat would have been 
considered. a positive impropriety. In 
the case of the MiRer’s Daughter the 
matter is even more serious, and I 
regard some form of decent head-gear 
as absolutely indispensable. 

Yours faithfully, 

Vicar of BmvxsTOCK. 

Sir, — As a prominent member of the 
No-Hat League, and one who has never 
yet been compelled to wear any ridiculous 
form of frippery, I wish to record 
emphatically my jprotest. 

Yours ever. 

Regent's Park. Zoe Crowther (Miss). 

Hond. Sir, — The practice of mixing 
sand,^ soidlitz powder, dynamite and 
other deleterious substances with ordi- 
nary wheat-flour [This letter seems 

to have strayed into the wrong column. 
—Ed.] 

Dear Sir, — A faint pearl-grey is more 
fashionable, Yours in haste, 

The Mad Hatter. 

Di:ar Sir,— Only for photos. 

Yours, etc. 

Gertrude 

Dear Sir, —Why not? 

Joe Miller. 

Dear Sir,— I remember my grand- 
mother saying that she recollected meet- 
ing a friend of a certain very notable 
miRer of the time, who pursued his 
unselfish vocation in the vicinity of the 
river Dee, She is not quite clear as tO; 
his opinion upon this very interesting 
topic, but believes him to have stated 
more than once that he was entirely 
indifferent to the opinions of the rest of 
the world, and that (so far as he was 
able to judge) they (the -rest of the 
world) reciprocated this sentiment to- 
wards himself. Yours sincerely, 

H. T. Tollemache Tollemacee. 

Other correspondents appear to have 
confounded the main issue of the ques- 
tion wdth more or less irrelevant topics, 
such as Should Cats eat Bats? \\Riat 
are the Wild Waves saying? and Are 
Mushrooms poisonous? Their effusions 
are therefore reluctantly withheld. 
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, ,, , I lliat ” sometliing or other. Naturally — , - -- 

LILLI AIM. i I dropped Kt ROPATK IV after tins. wlie knew about Lillian and me. W c 

I,’ — Her N \ri?oav Lscape. 1 Haylino was very fond of dogs. Al- were all in tJie garden, and suddenly 

In answer to certain questkais of mine, most the first day he came into tlic Grace said : ^ i t i 

Lillian has tfdd me several times that village lie practically asked for a fox- Oh, yon \q l)i ought \oui deal httle 
she is not going to many me. Tliat terrier pup that I was trying to give dog, Mi\ Haylin(J. Wliat is its name.''” 


the secret about the dog ; and of course 
she knew about Lillian and me. We 


may be t-o or not, but in the meantime aAvay. As I promised it to him tlien, \icar h)oke< 

1 am taking care that she doesn’t marry ^ there was no getting out of it ; so some “ lie st 

anybody else. This I do for her own 'weeks later I took it up to him. “ Oh, what did ^ 

sake, as it is so obvious to me that she | Ah, thanks, thanks,” he said. “I '^'Waffles.'' said 
doesn't know her own mind. For in- began to think you had forgotten that 1 “ Dick, if you ir 

stance, that affair of the Vicar- | had consented to take it off your hands, your pipe I can’t hear anything. I beg 

One iinaoines a Vicar an oldish man HaA^e voii given it a name yet?” your pardem, Mi-.-Hayling ” 

with an innumerable family. But this ' “ Oh yes,” I said airily. “I’ve taught “ TVa//?e5,” said the Vicar, looking 

one Avas quite young. He must have the beast to answer its name. Here ! absolutely furions. 
got his Vicarage very early; at the Raffles, Babies ! Come along, old clog ! “ Ah, yes,” said 

record age, I should say. When he Good dog, Raffles.'' we camped there 

came down to us, the village , ■ ^ speak. 


The Vicar looked awav. 

“ Waffles," he said. 

“ Oh, what did you say ? ” 

''Waffles" said Haylikg, angrily, 

“ Dick, if you make such a noise with 


said Grace, vaguely. 














immediately went mad over _ ^ 

him, and Lillian simply threw ^ / 

herself at his head. He all ’at 

woiilcl^ lusher 

in them. Of course he cou^ 

casual in a Vicar who lias got 

his majority so early. And ' 

out of church he would Benevolent Lady. “Now mind that you don t go and spend that at 

.» 1 THE FIRST PuCLIC-HOUSE YOU COME TO.” 

often go tlix'ough a whole t, r,-,i -r, u^r t iivr v 

1 Dm’epafaMe Petwrer. “ You bet I won’t, Mum. You means the 

week Avitnout gi\ mg Him- You’re a good judge, you are. I’m for 

self away. ^ He was aw- ‘Green Buck’ further on. I agrees with you— the ‘Spotted 
fully sensitiv'e on the Poa’ ain’t no ciass at all.” 




} ^a>. 9 h RjawJAPO) 


we camped there for the night, so to 

speak. 

After tea tlie attrek was 

'p ' ^ lenewed. Raffles was being 

^ ^ ; taught by Liliivn to beg, aiicl 

K aa c Avere all sitting around and 

/ ' AAaitching. 

" Oh, by llie AA^ay, Hay- 

^V'V’ LING,” I said, “Holt’s got 

Iaa'o ripping little Irish Icr- 
' riers he AAUiits to get rid of. 

I said I ’d take one, and re- 
0 , commended you for the other. 

Was that right ” 

“I should be happy to do 
Mr. Hoj;r a good turn,” said 
, the Vicar, complacently. 

“ Light. I’ll tell liiin. 
^ They ’le splendid little chaps. 

^ "" Raiflcs and Ruffles he calls 

them.” 

i There was a moment’s 

\ silence. Then the Vicar blew 

a his nose. 

^ “ Holt is very keen that we 

^ shouldn’t change their names, 


and as lie ’s taught them no 


week without giving him- .g— 
self away. He was aw- jjjj, ‘Greef 
fully sensitive on the Poa’ ain’t 
su b j ect. 

Well, Lillian, as I say, made herself 
silly about him ; and I saw at once that 


- ~ - end of tricks ” 

ady. “Now mind that you don’t go and spend that at dogs who play the 

[JC-HOUSE YOU COME TO.” »» Hayling, sliortly. 

Petwrer. “ You bet I won’t, Mum. You means the t. mnln/^Vv fnv 

’ Not me. Yod’be a good judge, you ahe. I’m eor , ^ 

)uck’ further on. I agrees with you— the ‘Spotted Raffles seized that 

CIASS at all.” very moment to stand on his 

hind legs and balance a sand- 

Hayling went red. wicli on his nose. Lillian, whose idea it 

“An unnsAial name, am I not wight?” was, glanced angrily at the Vicar. I lit 


it would Avant all my skill and tact to he said, dropping his guard for the a pipe very clelilerately. 


lure her away from the Hayling’s net. moment. 


‘By the Avay, Hayujng,” I said, 


I used to spend days trying to have “Oh! he’s called after the famous won’t raiml,I’ni sure, but as I Avas up 


him on about his “r’s,” but the brute criminal Raffles,” I explained, 
was extraordinarily cunning, especially “And who is this famous - ah- 


when Lillian was aliout. 


talked malefactor ? ” 


there I chose mine.” 

There aa^hs really a line pause here, 
I’ust as I Avail! eel. Then said Hayling — 


over the war a good deal, and of course “ I am afraid you don’t read your Pall he simply couldn’t help himself-; 


I thought I had him there. ’ But no. Mall Magazine^ Hayling.” 

It was always “ The People of the Cz-VR,” “I have no time to waste on minor 
or the “Slav,” or — ^Avhatare those things fiction. Hall Caine and Miss — that is, 
3'ou scratch? — oh yes, the “Tartar”; the lady of Avon — have no charms for 
never once Russia or the Russians. Jolly me.” 

luckily for him Linievitch was in com- “Raffles was a thief,” I said, “and so 


“Which— which one did you choose?” 
I lit another match. 

“B?4^es,”Isaid. 

Grace came in eagerly. 

“ Oh, then Mr. Hayling’s is Ruffles ! 


luckily for him Linievitch was in com- “ Raffles was a thief,” I said, “ and so What funny names he has for his dogs 1 
inand just then, but once, when I did is this He ’ll steal your slippers, What do you call this ? Something like 

get round to Kuropatzin, hang me if he Hayling.” - Apples or Raffles, didn’t you say ? ” 

didn’t begin Ah yes. The Kitchener Three days later my sister-in-law and Then Mr. Hayling said something 
I of the East, as that gaUant soldier has I went over to Lillian’s. As we expected, that wasn’t a bit like Apples — or 
been well-named, is indeed of the kind HAyling was there. I had let Grace into Raffles. 
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Really, Mr. HLvyltng!” said Geace, j yolumes. At the ead of my first week 


getting up indignantly 

Five minutes after we had gone the 
Vicar proposed to Lillian and was refused. 
She pretends, of course, that she would 
have refused him anyhow. But that is 
hardly fair after the disinterested and 
unselfish way in which I worked to save 
her. 


A HARD CASE. 


Dear Mr. Punch, — I write to you for 
advice and assistance. Mine is, I hope 
and believe, a peculiar case, and only 
you can help me. The circumstances 
are as follows : — A month ago I met a 
man in the neighbourhood of Bouverie 
Street, and, a propos 
of nothing in par- 
ticular, he told me a 
story. I know it 
was a very 'amusing 
story, for I remem- 
ber laughing immo- 
derately at it. I 
laughed so much that 
he clapped me on the 
shoulder and said, 

“ There, my dear 
fellow, you put that 
on paper and send it 
to Ptmcli, I present 
it to you.” Then he 
turned and walked 
towards the Strand. 

There may have been 
something sinister in 
his eye as lie looked 
at me, but if so it 
escaped me. 

. Fired with liis 
generous offer I 
climbed to the attic 
in which I reside 
and proceeded to 
commit the story to 
paper. It was not 
a long story. It 
could have gone easily into one of your 
columns. I felt I could write it in 
half-an-hour. Mr. Punch, I am still 
writing that story. There was nothing 
involved about it. It only required 
plain telling to be irresistibly humorous. 
But I am still wrestling with the task 
of setting it down in writing. I thought 
half an hour would suffice for the task. 
Four weeks have elapsed, and it is 
still unaccomplished. At this moment 
I am sitting at my desk knee-deep in 
my own rejected efforts. I have, written 
the beginning a hundred times and 
thrown it aside as unsatisfactory. Then, 
when I seemed to have got the beginning 
all right, the middle began to puzzle 


of work on it my brain was dull and I 
ceased to sleep at night. At the end of 
a fortnight the floor of my chamber was 
entirely covered with discarded begin- 
nings and middles, while the end wais 
not even in sight. By this time I was 
so w^orn out that I could scarcely hold a 
pen. Then I think I must have become 
delirious. From constantly writing and 
rewriting that story I had lost all power 
of criticism. I ceased to be able to 
give what remains of my mind to its 
composition, and wrote and destroyed 
my copy, as it were, automatically. 

Meantime at intervals I used to meet 
the other man in Fleet Street, and he 
never failed to smile at me with elabo- 



short of patients issuing forth into Fleet 
Street and presenting his story to some- 
one. After a few weeks the victim 
passes into his keeping. Or perhaps he 
also has suffered under the story, and the 
only way to get rid of the burden is to 
hand it on to someone else. But can I 
in cold blood save myself thus at the 
expense of another ? My conscience 
revolts at the idea. Yet it is useless to 
suggest that I should merely cease try- 
ing to write it. That is out of my 
power. I can now think of nothing 
else. It has iiypnotised me, and I cannot 
free myself from its deadly fascination. 
If however you have any habitual contri- 
butor whom you wish to get rid of, per- 
haps you will send me his name in 
confidence. I will 
then tell him the 
story and suggest 
that he should write 
it for your columns. 
In six weeks or less 
you wiU be rid of 
him for ever. 

Yours despairingly, 
A Memrer of the 
Society of xYuthors. 


FORCE OF HABIT. 

Hotel Clerli. “Any of the rooms numbered from eighty-five lo a hundred are 
VACANT, Sir. Have you any preference?” 

l)i\ Lirrip,F.B.C.P. (author of ^'Lirrip on Lungs, Lungs and their Troubles' 
“ Say ninety-nine,” 


rate friendliness and ask how I was 
getting on with his story. I even 
thought I detected a lurking malice in 
the inquiry as the days went on, and 
became afraid of meeting him. I shut 
myself up in my room' and laboured at 
that accursed story, and only ventured 
out at night when I could count on 
escaping his hateful inquiry. 

Meantime I am 'still writing it, and 
I begin to think it will never be 
finished. I sit at my desk with blood- 
shot eyes and aching head, my pen 
rushing feverishly across the paper until 
now I can liardly believe that there was 
ever a time when I was not pursuing an 
elusive jest through reams of manuscript, 
me, and every time I altered the middle ! And it is gradually being borne in on 
I hod to change the beginning. It is ' me that it is all a plot on the part of the 
not a long story, as I have said, other man. I suspect him of keeping 
but my attempts to narrate it would fill a private asylum, and whenever he is 


On the occasion of 
a marriage or other 
union it is customary 
to draw a veil over 
the previous record 
of the high contract- 
ing parties. The 
New Canadian Pro- 
vinces, however, have 
no need to regard 
themselves as pro- 
vinces “ with a past.” 
But if Saskatchewan 
has any qualms of 
conscience (and her 
name has a rather 
suspicious sound) it 
must be satisfactory 
to lier to know that her first Governor, 
as the Times informs us, is the Hon. 
A. Forget. 

The Alauist at Home. 

The following testimonial reaches 
us from a Colonial Paper: — “My wife 
was all twisted out of shape with facial 
paralysis, and five doctors failed to cure 
or even relieve. By the persistent use 

of Dr. ’s Food I have been 

entirely cured, and have returned to 
work strong and well. I have gained 
in weight, and feel that I have a new 
lease of life.” 

By one of the intelligent Japanese 
rioters the Times correspondent was 
informed that their object in setting 
fire to the House of the Minister of the 
Interior at Tokio was to enlighten the 
Emperor. 
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CHANGE AND REST. 

If your holiday should take you to a continental land, 

And you meet a figure strange and hollow-eyed, 

With a guide-rope girt about him and a Murmij in his hand, 
Rushing frantically up a mountain side ; 

Oh ! think not ’tis a madman wdio has broken loose again. 

Or a felon, by p('>lice ofiScials pressed. 

It is merely clear old Johnson, who, to soothe his weary brain, 
Is seeking for a little change and rest. 

He has only got a month, and there are scores of peaks to 
climb, 

So he cannot waste his days in sluggish ease ; 

He wants to visit Xuremberg and Munich in the time. 

With a detour by the Spanish Pyrenees. 

Then to Sheringham or Cromer he will swiftly wend his way, 
Where, to give, he says, his appetite a zest, 

He will bicycle and bathe, and play two rounds of golf a day— 
His notion of a pleasant change and rest. 

If, later on, it chance that clown Throgmorton Street you pace, 
And you meet a being hollow-cheeked and pale, 

With nen-oiis breakdown stamped on ev’ry feature of bis face, 
And knees that, in his going, droop and fail, 

With garments hanging loosely on his worn and shrunken 
frame, 

That once was phuiip and scrupulously dressed, 

You ’ll recognise poor Johnson. He will tell you , to his shame, 
That he ’s hotter for his jolly change and rest. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Shakspeare' s Christmas (Smith, Elder) is the title of half a 
dozen stories “Q” collects and presents in a handy volume. 
Presumably, as he places this particular story first and gives 
its name to the book, he regards it as head, if not shoulders, 
above its fellows. That is a point of preference on which iny 
Baronite does not agree with his gifted friend. He frankly 
admits that he is not in a position to judge of the work as 
a whole, since, to tell the truth, after honest endeavour 
he was obliged to give up the attempt to read it through. 
That fact has, however, its 1:) earing on the case. For the rest, 
the stories are delightful, far loeyond the average of this most 
difiScult literary labour. They are full of character and action, 
touched up here and there with flashes of humour. For the 
most part “ Q ” goes back to historic epochs for his narrative 
plot and characters, and has evidently spent loving endeavour 
in acquiring local colour. The portrait of Captain Bligh, 
late of the Bounty, for example, is admirable. The Rain of 
Dollars,” an episode in the retreat of Sir John Moore’s army 
from Corunna, is a masterful piece of vivid writing, and so is 
the story with the alluring title, “The Man Behind the 
Curtain.” 

The Queer Quakeress of the North and the Sly Seductive 
Southerner might comprehensively have been the title 
of The Quakeress, by l£\x Adeler (Ward, Lock & Co.). 
The plot is well conceived, and, certainly, it is a power- 
fully written novel. The story opens just before the com- 
mencement of the fratricidal American Civil War, and is 
carried through the earlier part of that deadly struggle 
between North and South. This somewhat dangerous ground 
is treated with artistic self-restraint, and we are spared the 
horrors in which Max Adeler, had he given way to Zola- 
esque inspiration, might have plunged us. 'idle interest 
aroused at the very first in the principal characters is well 
sustained up to the end. That to many English readers it 
may recall the earlier part of the story of Steerforth, Little 
Emily, and Bam is not improbable ; but, unprincipled as was 
David GopperfieM s hero, yet the gay young Southerner 


Clayton, as a reprobate, can give Steerforth several points, 
and* win easily. To compare the well-instructed Quakeress 
Ahby wdtli the uneducated Emily would be manifestly un- 
fair, but though the former does not take the irreparable 
step that ruined Peggottifs niece yet her will consents, arid 
there is little left of strict virtue in the beautiful Quakeress 
who retains only the j)ecxdiar costume and language of 
“The Friends.” It is a clever and interesting portrait of a 
self-deceiving girl, who is necessarily a deceiver of those 
nearest and dearest to lier. The character oE the model 
young Quaker George FoLherhj is admirably depicted, as is 
also that oi the would-be seducer Clayton, physically brave, 
morally contemptible. The other secondary personages are 
all well drawn, and the comedy provided by the Ponder family, 
though lacking in originality, is not obtrusive. Altogether 
a book that the Baron has no hesitation in recommending. 

Driven (Fisher Unwin) is a story gleaned amid the simple 
annals of the poor. It is sef in the good old times of “ the 
hungry forties,” when statesmen did not bandy phrases 
about Retaliation, Colonial Preference, aiid the like. They 
honestly spelt Protection with a big P, and openly enforced 
it. Mistress Margaret Watson, without attempt at preaching 
a moral, or effort at picturesque writing, tells, with pathos 
the more powerful, how the agricultural labourer and his 
family lived when corn was ten shillings a bushel, bacon 
eigbteenpence a pound, wages for the head of the family 
nine shillings a week ; the dtilness of domestic life being 
varied by sending to -jail for a month a starving man who ate 
a pennyworth of turiii]Ds pilfered from his master’s field, 
fourteen days being the penalty for stealing five eggs. In 
such a state of things, crime in the way of poaching, burglary 
or highway robbery was common, not infrequently ending in 
the head of the family or other of its main supports being 
sent “ over seas ” for seven or fourteen years. My Baronite 
cannot* recommend the book to any who when they take up 
a novel delight to find themselves in the society of those who 
siller hae and walk in silk attire. It is all very sad, bnt it is 
very human, and, by chance or design, has its special lesson 
for to-day. 

The Fate of Luke Ormerod (Hurst and Blackett\ by Richard 
Dowling, commences so well that even a partial failure on 
the part of the author to keep up to his own standard is 
exceptionally disappointing. The leading notion has suffi- 
cient originality to be strongly attractive. “ Blessed are they 
who expect nothing,” says that irreverent old rascal Major 
Monsoon, “for verily they shall not .be disappointed.” Now, 
the earlier part of this novel leads the reader to be on the 
constant look-out for a mystery that shall puzzle the sharpest 
plot-detector among the most experienced novel-readers. 
A trifle more excogitation on the part of the author, another 
wet towel round his throbbing 
brain, just an extra day’s 
isolation, and we might have 
had such a romance of real life 
as would have created a pro- 
found impression. Good as the 
plot is, it plight so easily have 
been so much better. Yet can 
the Baron conscientiously re- 
commend it, and much would 
he have liked to be able to add 
that here, at last, was an Eng- 
lishman who had OLitgaboriau’d 
Gaboriau. 


Answer to Comrspondent . — “Enquirer.” No: Esperanto 
is not fit to eat : it must not be confused with other Potted 
Tongues. 
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UST, YE LADIES. 

[Prompted by tbe laudable desire to keep bis 
columns tborougbly up-to-date and at tbe same 
time to promote national efficiency, Mr. Punch 
bas resolved, in deference to repeated req^uests, 
to open a “Woman’s Exchange Column” 
in which the legitimate curiosity of his fmr 
readers will be fully and rationally gratified. 
The 'Subjoined speeimen inquiries and repHes 
are accordingly submitted as a guide to intend- 
ing correspondents.] 

Whit many Girls wmt to knw. 

“ How can I break my engagement ? ” 
asks a correspondent, pathetically. 
** What is the best way to set about it ?” 
Possibly some cynics may snort at the 
ingenuous candour of this question, bnt 
when we redect that after all two lives 
may be wrecked by the perseverance in 
a course rashly adopted in a moment of 
expansion, compassion and not mockery 
should be aroused. 

We fear, however, that no infallible 
remedy can be prescribed to solve this 
problem. Circumstances alter cases, 
and elopement can only be justified by 
results, or perhaps we should say, if the 
favoured swain is more eligible as well as 
more muscular than his rival. A few 
weeks earlier we should have been in- 
clined to recommend swimming the 
Channel as a convenient means of extrica- 
tion, but it is not aU skins that wiU 
stand shark’s oil supplemented by a 
coat of resin. — “ Adot Sarah.” 

To-day’s Inquiries. 

1. How can I cure my parrot faged 
forty-five) of swearing?— Yeronioa (Ash- 
ford), 

2. W^’hat is the best way to make a 
Macedonia jeUy? — ^Mrs. MoTurk (Bex- 
hill-on-Sea). 

3. How can I make a horse and 
cabbage dumpling as in Germany? — 
Hipk) (Sadlers Wells). 

4. What is the right way to extract 
the greatest amount of nourishment from 
a vegetable marrow-bone? — Anxious 
Haigite (Poplar). 

5. The figs on my tree never ripen. 
Would it be safe to make them into a 
fig pudding ? My husband is a man of 
violent temper.---ANGELA{PeckhamEye). 

To-Day’s Eeplies. 

. Cure f 07- Laryngitis. — ^If anyone suffer- 
ing from laryngitis, tpnsilitis, or any 
kindred complaints, will put a heaped-up 
tablespoonful of red pepper into a half 
tumblerful of methylated spirits, light 
the liquid with a braided fusee and 
gargle for a quarter "of an hour, the 
complaint wiU be completely and per- 
manently cured. , I can state positively 
that whenever and wherever the above 
remedy has been feithfuUy used, the 
sufferer has never complained of any 
recurrence of the symptoms, or indeed 
raised any complaint at aU. — (Miss) 
WiKNiE^P. (HanweU). 



OMNE IQNOTUM PRO TERRIFICO. 


“ Wot ’he we^tee do, Bill ? If it wus only a Dorg I ’d ohawnoe it— but them things ! ” ' 


How to Tnake a Chocolate Mould sit 
up , — ^If the mould is in a state of complete 
coUapse, and the weather very warm, of 
course nothing can be done. But if it 
is only limp an injection of isinglass 
and sheUac wiU work wonders. Failing 
that, it is best to prop^ up the mould 
with a smaU zareba of whalebone, which, 
however, must not be included in the 
portion served to each guest. — ^M aria 
JoLY (Bangor). 


Ambiguous. — ^The visitors’ book at a 
seaside resort contains the foUowing 

entry: — ‘‘The Rev. returned and 

was again made comfortable. The needs 
of an entomologist are simple, if gener- 
aUy numerous, but the landlord was 
indefatigable and successful in supply- 
ing all wants.” 


I DEFINITIONS. 

j A SPEECH may be delivered at any 
length, on any subject, at any distance 
from that subject. 

When that which is said on one side 
of a question is equal to that which is 
said on the other side of the same 
question by the same. speaker, the figure 
of speech is called Balfourian. 

A half-sheet of notepaper has position, 
and magnitude, but no weight. 

A legal joke is that which possesses 
length and breadth, but is without 
point. 

A snob is a superficial figure consist- 
ing of nothing but side. 

A sermon is the longest distance 
between two points, namely, the point at 
which it begins, and th© point at which 
it leaves off. 


A:HEWBPiPER asks the question, “Are; 
yachtsmen rude ? ” We don’t know, but 
they sre Certainly often in Solent. 


It is computed that " £800 a year is 
received in fines from motorists at And- 
over. “ Why omit the aspirate ? 
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THE SEAMY SIDE OF MOTLEY. 

Lady, when we sat together, 

And your flow of talk that turned 
On the Peace, the Play, the Weather, 
Left me frankly unconcerned, 

I could see how hard yon labour’d 
Till your brain was stiff and sore, 
ISTever having yet been neighbour’d 
By so dull a bore. 

Later on, from information 
Gathered elsewhere after lunch, 

You had got at my vocation, 

Learned that I belonged to Punchj 
And in tones of milk and honey 
You invited me to speak 
On the art of being funny, 

Punny once a week. 

Madam, though your heart, I know, 
meant 

Well — ^in its peculiar way, 

Yet I could not, at the moment, 

Pind a fitting word to say ; 

I could not for love or money 
Own, aloud, the quite unique 
Strain of trying to be funny, 

Punny every week. 

Tis a task that haxmts me waking, 

Like a vampire on the chest. 

Spoils my peace, prevents my taking 
Joyance in another’s jest ; 

Makes me move abroad distracted, 
Trailing speculative feet ; 

Makes me wear at home a rack’d head 
In a sodden sheet. 

Women hint that I am blinded 
To their chaste, but obvious, charms ; 
Sportsmen deem me absent-minded 
When addressed to feats of arms ; 

If the sudden partridge rises 
I but rend the ambient air ; 

And the rabbit’s rude surprises 
Take me unaware. 

Life for me ’s no game of skittles 
As at first you might opine ; 

I have lost my love of victuals 
And a pretty taste in wine ; 

When at lunch your talk was wasted. 
Did you notice what occurred,— 

How I left the hock untasted, 

How I passed the bird ? 

If my wits were vaguely wandering, 

Here must lie my poor excuse, — 

They were in the act of pondering 
O’er a mot for public use ; 

Theme (a horrid one) — the slaughter - 
Where the wells of Baku boil ; 

J oke — ^the need of pouring water 
On the troubled oil. 

Madam, haply you may miss it ; 

Mots ere now have fallen flat ; 

I could make it more explicit, 

But we ’ll leave the thing at that : 


Don’t for my sake mar your beauty, 
Tracking down the devious clue ; 

I have simply done the duty 
I was bound to do. 

Yet, if you would grant a favour, 

In your orisons recall 
One whose smile could scarce be graver 
If his mouth were full of gall ; 

Let your lips (that shame the ruby) 
Pray for mine all wan and bleak 
With the’strain of trying to be 
Punny every week. 0. S. 


MUJTAEY NOTES. 

[Tke announcement that the latest style of 
tunic adopted by the German Army is “cut 
like a blouse” has, it is said, aroused great 
interest at the War Office, and it is thought 
probable in many quarters that, at no very 
distant date, we shall see the idea adopted and 
very possibly developed in this country. If 
such is the case, the military notes of the 
future will, presumably, be couched in the 
following strain : — ] 

Never has the Dress Reform Com- 
mittee of the War Office given us more 
striking proof of the excellence of its 
taste than in the latest issue of the 
Army Fashions Intelligencer, Those 
amazingly clever modistic experts, 
Mesdames Blanche, Rose and Lily, are 
ever on the qui vive for aU that is new 
and chic in the world of dress, and it is 
mainly owing to their efforts that the 
British Army can now boast that it is 
the best dressed force in Europe. A 
few words on the latest ideas that have 
emanated from those active brains wiU 
probably not be unwelcome to our 
readers. 

Especially fetching is the new mess 
jacket of the Ninety-ninth Hussars. 
Pashioned of a peculiarly effective cloud- 
grey estreUa, it is made to fit closely 
at the waist, the coat being outlined 
daintily with deep orange velvet, which 
also' appears on the prettily puffed 
sleeves. Over it the charmingly cut 
double collar fastens with fichu effect, 
crossing quite low down to show a 
V-shaped vest of Valenciennes lace. A 
swathed belt of taffetas is afterwards 
hooked over the left side and forms the 
finishing^ touch to what is really the 
daintiest uniform imaginable. 

* As is only natural, in the regiments 
of the Line a rather quieter tone is to 
prevail. The conunittee of experts, 
however, have left no stone unturned to 
make the uniforms as chic and attractive 
as possible consistently with lowness of 
price, and very weR they have done 
their work. We cannot but hold, for 
example, that the Mudfordshires’ new 
bolero, with its blue velvet-faced collar, 
strappings, and ^ rows of little metal 
buttons, is a mirade of cheapness at 
69^. lid. Extremely reasonable, too, at 


48s. 3|d. is the Slopshires’ latest tunic, 
an exquisite creation in black chiffon, 
accordion pleated and lined with glacS 
silk, a relief to the dead black being 
afforded by motifs of jet. 

Our American cousins have a taste 
that is not to be despised in the matter 
of chausserie^ and the committee have 
done well to go to them for their designs 
for this aU-important department of 
military clothing. Is not the new button 
boot, with patent kid golosh, of most 
attractive ligne f It has a weU-out heel, 
specially worthy of praise in that it 
maintains a graceful outline for the foot 
without being in the least fatiguing on 
the longest march, as a heel of nan*ower 
proportions is apt to be. Especially to 
be commended, too, are the latest evening 
shoes, in glacS kid with straps and 
plain silver buckles. W^orn with the 
regulation openwork stockings they will 
look unutterably modish. 

Next week there is to be a really 
enthralling display of the latest things 
in military headgear at the house of 
Messrs. Cutter and Capp, the well-known 
firm of military outfitters. The un- 
popular service cap has now been re- 
placed by a very fetching toque in 
Parsifal blue or Duck’s-egg green cloth, 
with a ehou ^ of satin and a prettily 
carved quiU, just imported from la mile 
lumih^e. Another captivating design is 
a hat in brown glac4 ruched in squares, 
each square being finished with a wee 
velvet button. Raised on the head by 
means of a bandeau of green velvet it 
should prove a most practical and 
becoming genre. 

Answers to Correspondents. 

Major. — We think you are very sensi- 
ble to make your new uniform at home ; 
it will certainly come far cheaper in the 
end. We can supply you with a paper 
pattern for 6a. Id., post free, stamps with 
order. You need not fear any difficulty 
with the kiltings. If, as you say, your 
wife has a new machine it will turn them 
out quite easily, or they will be made by 
any one who does pinking, &c., for a few 
pence. 

Brigadier-General. — We quite under- 
stand from what you tell us that the 
Dahlias and new Titian reds in your full- 
dress uniform do not go well with your 
complexion. As you intend to be in 
town for the next few days, we should 
strongly advise you to try^a course of 
Mrs. Blenkinsop’s complexion treatment, 
which will effectively dissipate the rough- 
ness you complain of. When you return 
to c^p, you should' take with you her 
special “Beauty Chest,” containing a tin 
of Lily cream, powder, peach bloom, lip. 
salve, powder-puff, pencil, and a bottle 
of sunburn lotion. The price is only 
five guineas, and it is well worth the 
money. 




F.-M. MACPraroH. “I AM GLAD THAT YOU, SIR, TAKE AM INTEREST IN THE VOLUNTEERS. 
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MY COMEDY. 

Far from tlie loud and madding scene 
Where trippers make high holiday, 

0 Reader, I have lately been 
In silent travail of a Play ; 

A Comedy, which ought to run 
For months — if I could get it done. 

My plot is in the last degree 

Funny ; the stage has seldom heard 
Such wit, such brilliant repartee. 

I’ve done two Acts and half the 
Third — 

But, through a startling oversight, 

1 cannot get the climax right. 

You see my leading lady, Z., 

Is wooed by X. (a knightly soul, 
Whose qualities of heart and head 
Acclaim him for a hero’s rdle), 

And Y. (a purely minor swain), 

Who I proposed should love in vain. 

Now, as at first the plot was hatched, 

Z. would have sealed a lifelong bond 
With X. (to whom I’m much attached) ; 

And Y. (of whom I wasn’t fond) 
Would, by his agonies, emit 
Some homely pathos for the Pit. 


But Y., though otherwise designed. 

Has burgeoned slowly from the start 
Into the noblest of his kind, 

With qualities of head and heart 
That give him quite an equal claim 
With that of X. to win the game. 

iVnd'thus the basis of my plot 
Has at the climax fallen through : — 

I have two heroes now — there ’s not 
A pin to choose between the two — 
And, as my hero, one must win 
The hand of Z., my heroine. 

But, which ? Were X. to gain his point. 
The Public taste would never bear 
His putting Y.’s nose out of joint, 
Which plainly settles his affair ! 

Nor can I let the lady go 

To Y., for that would spoil the Show ! 

That does for Y. In point of fact 
It also seems to do for Z. ! 

And as in my concluding Act 
I cannot let her go unwed, 

It does for me ! Which simply means 
That everything ’s in smithereens. 

It seems an obvious resource 
To introduce a second bride 


(Z.’s peer, in all respects, of course), 

And thus get ah the tliree supplied. 
Or, failing that, to choose one’s man 
And kill him, seems the only plan. 

But Z. ‘‘ there is none like her, none ! ” 
Z. is the concentrated blend 
Of aH I ’ve ever loved, in one ! 

And though, no doubt, the sudden end 
Of X. (or Y.) would solve the hitch, 

StiU there ’s the old conundrum— 
Which? 

0 Reader, I would have you muse 
On this obstructive point of mine. 
And, if you find a likely ruse, 

Don’t hesitate to send a line ! 

This is a Play that ought to bring 
In pounds — if I could end the thing. 

Dum-Ddm. 

Almost Ceot-hekaeians. — “ The follow- 
ing advertisement,” says a correspondent, 
“ might suit you ” : — 

O N SALE, 80 year old HENS, good condi- 
tion, from Is. 6d. to Is. 8d. each. — JSuri/ 
Times. 

The advertisement suits us, but the heus 
would not. 
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“THE PRODIGY SON.” 

“ ‘ What a game it is ! ’ said the elder Mr. Weller^ with a chuckle. 

‘A regTar prodigy sou ! * ” — Fickmck^ chap. sv. 

A Drury Lane drama is supposed to demand, as essential 
to its success, crowd and show, both of which, in this present 
instance, seem to be brought in only by way of concession 
to tradition, as they could be entirely dispensed with, without 
I injury to, nay, rather to the advantage of, Mr. Hall Gainers 
play entitled The Prodigal Son. The title is incorrect, as, 
evidently, it should have been A Prodigod Son. “37ie” 
Prodigal Son, strictly speaking (which would not have much 
effect on the author of this drama), is definitely scriptural. 
This play has little to do with scripture, except in the last 
Act, where the prayer, offending not a few, and the reading 
of the Bible, should have been edtogether omitted. 

It is the story of two brothers, Magnus Stephensson (Mr. 
Fraxk Cooper), and Oscar StepJiensson (Mr. G-eorge Alexa2Jder) 
in love with the same girl, Tliora Neilsen (Miss Lily Hall 
Cadstb), Magnus, the elder of the pair, sacrificing himself for 
the sake of Thora's happiness, and getting himseK very gene- 
rally disliked by his decidedly objectionable way of doing it. 

Oscar, married to Thera, falls in love with his wife’s 
wicked sister Helga (Miss Naitcy Price), with whom, after 
he has ruined his father, Stephen Magnusson (in which 
character Mr. He:ntiy Neville appears in fuU uniform as 
Governor-General of Iceland), broken his mother Annas (Miss 
Mai^y Rorke) heart, and been the immediate cause of his 
wife’s death in her confinement, Oscar goes away for five 
years. At the expiration of this period, we find Oscar and 
JSelga together in one of Tom Tiddler’s grounds, i.e. Monte j 
Carlo, where, after a course of. gambling and finally cheat-] 
ing, an awakened conscience causes its wobbling possessor, I 
Oscar', to break the chain that binds him to Hdga at once | 
and for ever. An immorally reasoning Meplustophelian 
medical man, Doctor Olsen (Mr. Luigi Lablache), much inter- 
ested in the prodigal, prescribes suicide for Oscar. But when 
Oscar positively rejects this strong remedy, the Doctor, 
inspired by a ‘‘happy thought,” discharges the pistol, pockets 
it, and calmly ‘announces to the inquiring public that Oscar 
has committed suicide. As such an event need not stop the ! 
merriment of the evening the hal masque proceeds, while 
Oscar — about whom as to “ Where he goes Or how he fares 
Nobody knows and Nobody cares,” — ^makes a moonlight 
flitting. 

Ten years elapse. Oscar, under the name of Christian 
Christiansen, has not only become a world-famous poet, but 
has also made a colossal fortune by his work ! Here, indeed, 
is The Prodigy Son ! The Prodigal has become The Prodigy. 
He returns home laden with money ; nobody recognises him 
as Oscar; and, to put it shortly, after making every one 
happy, he is quitting his native land, when he is brought 
back by his brother, is welcomed by his mother, embraced 
by his daughter, who, not being the exceptionally wise child, 
does not know her own father when she sees him, and at 
the descent of the final curtain, it is to be inferred that 
Oscar, surrounded by this family circle, lives happily ever 
afterwards. 

Now this is a drama without a sensation scene. What is 
wanted in “ sensation ” is supplied by tableaux, and by music 
in the orchestra furnished and conducted by Mr. J. M. Glover 
with all his usual energetic sympathy. But “sensation” 
is not missed when we have such excellent acting as is 
given us by Mr. Fraot: Cooper impersonating the rough, 
honest, kindly brother, who is the real hero of the piece ; by 
Mss Mary Rorke as the unobtrusive, affectionate mother; 
and by Mr. Henry Neville as the expansive Governor- 
General of Iceland, bearing himself as bravely as if he were 
a warrior of fifty, and looking some ten years younger than 
either of his sons. 


Mrs. John Wood, a hostess in herself, supplies all the light 
and low comedy there is in the piece. She is wonderful. 
Risky sentences and words can he put into her mouth, and 
can come out of it, not only with safety, but so uttered as to 
compel the heartiest laughter and applause from a house 
crowded in every part. In this piece we have an example of 
a casus belli in an epigrammatic speech which from the lips 
of any other living actress would have led to a row in the 
house, perhaps even to an Old Drury riot. The part is com- 
paratively small, but every line tells ; they are the author’s 
best, and Mrs. Wood gives them inimitably". But for her the 
play would be sombre. 

]fc. George Alexander plays the repellant part of Oscar, 
and carries it through triumphantly. But does he think he is 
so changed after fifteen years’ absence that no one will know 
him in the last Act ? Why, his Oscar returns home rather 
more like himseK than ever ! He is at once recognised by the 
entire audience, while his mother and his brother have not 
the sKghtest idea of his identity ! The Returned Prodigal 
ought to be absolutely unrecognisable. 

The part of Helga falls to Miss Nancy Price, but it cannot 
be reckoned among her successes. Miss Lily Hall Caine is 
effective, perhaps sufficiently so, as the gentle Thor a; but that 
she should afterwards appear as Elin, Thor o’ s daughter, 
seems, as such an arrangement generally does, a dramatic 
mistake. She does it prettily enough. 

The scenery by Messrs. MoCleery, Emden, and Bruce Smith, 
is strikingly effective. The play has made a hit, and Old 
Drury is sure to he full up every night until the arrival of 
King Pantomime. “He may caU himself Caine,” says Mr. 
Arth-r 0-ll-ns, “ but as a dramatist he is ‘ able.’ ” 


NATURE STUDIES. 

Harper’s Monthly Magazine.” 

I HAVE come to the conclusion that no good reason exists 
why such products of human nature and human activity as 
are in their essence not merely alive but also susceptible of 
change and development should not occasionally be included 
in this series. The supply of animals faithfully studied and 
intimately known to me, though it is not exhausted, is yet 
strictly limited. I propose, therefore, to vary their descrip- 
: tion by that of' an American periodical which has been for 
many years the pleasant companion of my leisure. 

I shall not investigate the question of this great magazine’s 
origin. It suffices for me that it exists and has achieved its 
six hundred and sixty-fourth number. A division by twelve 
in the approved method results by way of quotient in the 
surprising knowledge that it is now in its fifty-sixth year. 
If fifteen years was grande mortalis cevi spatium, what shall 
be said of fifty-six ?— especially when it is remembered that 
these fifty-six cover the most stirring and fruitful period in 
the history of the American Republic. Before Abraham Lin- 
coln was heard of Harper's Monthly existed ; it passed 
through the great Secession struggle; witnessed the recon- 
struction period ; flourished under the Presidencies of Grant', 
and now lives vigorously in the mild and magnificent eye 
(to say nothing of the pince-nez and the flashing teeth) of 
Theodore Roosevelt. It is a considerable record of mere 
existence, a brilliant one when the distinguished merits that 
have marked that existence are taken into account. Long 
may it continue to instruct, to interest, and to amuse ! 

Let me, however, proceed to consider some of the elements 
that go to the making up of my companion’s character. 
There is Mr. W. D. Howells, novelist, essayist, man of the 
world — nihid tetigit quod non ornamt. He was once — ^I think 
my memory serves me right ] I know I have been told that 
the penalties its lapses entail do so — ^he was once the editor 
of Harper's Monthly, and he still illuminates its columns. He 
has been writing in it about London and England, writing 
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FORCE OF HABIT. 

(Express stopping "between Stations.) 

Irate Motorist (to Guard). “ Are we punctured ? ” 


with a grace, a peculiar charm, a vivid- 
ness and a lightness both of touch and 
of fancy that would have conferred dis- 
tinction upon the most brilliant magazine 
that even the rapt imagination of one of 
Earper's own poetesses could conceive 
in a moment of supreme exaltation. 
Besides, he is so reasonable and sane and 
human ; shakes you by the hand (I speak 
in a literary sense) and links his arm in 
yours just as if you were the one friend 
he had been looking for through the wide 
world, and away you go with him on a 
voyage of delightful discovery through 
the murky streets of London or the hazy 
landscape of rural England. There never 
was so pleasant a guide or one who made 
you see so clearly and feel so keenly all 
the queer and fascinating beauties of our 
great city and our mother land. Hats 
off to Mr. W. D. Howells ! 

I wonder if I am right in my convic- 
tion, carefully acquired from a perusal 
of Harper's pages, that all American 
poetesses own the name of Josephine? 
I cannot remember when the light of 
this knowledge first burst upon me, but 
now I hold it as an article of faith. It 
is a pretty name, obviously an American 
development of Sappho, and any poetess 
might be proud to be called by it even 
if American poetesses had not set the 
fashion in Harper's Magazine. Disguise 
in this matter is useless. It may happen 
that now and then one of Harper's 
poetesses tries to pass herself off as 
Ethel or Louise or even as Mary or 
Alice; but I know well enough that 
this is mere paltering and play. In 
sober earnest and in their poetical work- 
shops they are all, without exception, 
Josephines. 

Nothing in aU Harper's strikes the 
heavy-minded Englishman with a greater 
astonishment than the extraordinary 
mass and variety of American women 
who write stories. I take up my Harper 
for September and I find stories by Ab^y 
Meguiee Roach, Annie Hamilton Donnell, 
Olivia Howard Dunbar, Mary R. S. 
Andrews, and Mary Van Vorst. From 
this list it will be seen, by the way, that 
if you happen to be a woman and want 
to write stories iorHai'per's, the rule is — 
Mss Van Vorst is not really an excep- 
tion because the Van ought to count — 
that you must have at least three names. 
Mss Andrews has four, but then she 
doesn’t print them aU in full as the 
trinominalones do. Another sound rule 
is that your short story must have a 
Henry James feeling about it. It must 
read as if it was not absolutely complete 
in itseK, but had in reality been extracted 
from a longer story, or even from a 
novel. The reader is not told anything 
about the characters; he is violently 
flimg at their heads, without the sem- 
blance of an introduction, and is expected 
to know all about them and to take the 


deepest possible interest in their varia- 
tions of feeling or caprice. It ’s a little 
puzzling at first to come upon a story (’tis 
an effort of fancy, not an actual quotation 
from Harper's) that begins something 
after the following fashion : — “ Tuesday 
morning found Sigsiee still wearily en- 
gaged upon the old business. His look 
travelled from the waste of chimneys on 
which his window opened to a vagrant 
curl trailing coquettishly down the 
back of Helen's neck. He sighed 
and pushed the papers from him.” 


Mechanically your hand turns the 
leaves back so that you may discover 
the origins of these people, but it’s 
quite useless. That is how the story 
starts, and you must take it or leave it 
at that. 

A truce, however, to jesting. I know 
I wish September would hurry along so 
that I might get the six hundred and 
sixty-fifth number of Harper's and seek 
relaxation in its pages — ^and that is about 
the best compliment I can pay my old 
friend. 
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TOO MUCH STRAIN. 

In Music I may fairly claim 
Some catholicity of taste. 

For Music is to me a name 
For anything that can be faced. 

Like everybody else I know 
I find it thrills me to the quick 
To hear an oratorio 
Or listen to a Kubelik ; 

But that my range goes far beyond 
These limits is my greatest boast, 

In that I am extremely fond 

Of things that don’t appeal to most. 

I simply love a German band ; 

I cannot think why people write 
To curse the enterprising land 
That sends these spirits of delight. 

I dote upon the dulcet strains 

That reach us through the party wall, 
And reaUy why my wife complains 
I never can make out at all. 

And yet, and yet, I must confess 
My sympathy knows certain bounds ; 
My ears just now are in duress 
To two quite independent sounds. 

The time has deflected my song, 

The clash has affected my nerves ; 
To start this new metre was wrong, 
But the change in emergency serves. 

Ah, this is too heavy a load, 

I am roUing in pain on the floor ; 
There ’s the Promise of Life ” in the 
road, 

And the Garden of Love^^ next 
door ! i 


THE ART OF LETTER WRITIHO, 

A series of specimen letters designed to meet 
the exigencies of ordinary life. 

AsKiNa TO BE Excused from Work on 
ACCOUNT of Ilu^ESS. 

Letter^ from a gas-fitter and plumber, 
accidentally gored by a highly com- 
mended bullock at the Agmcvltural 
Hall, to his employer, explaining that 
it will be impossible for him to he at 
27 , The Boltons, at 8 o^ clock on Monday 
moming^ to inquire into an impediment 
in the sink, as arranged, 

41, Rosebery Buildings, Islington. 

December 8, 1902. 

To Mr. James Redled, 

Sir, — Having met with an accident 
which makes it impossible for me to 
walk,^ I shall not be able to go to 
Kensington on Monday. I hope to be 
well again by the middle of the week. 
With regret for the inconvenience I may 
be causing you, Believe me, 

Yours respectfully, 

Arthur Puttey. 


Ofiering Tickets, 

Letter from the widow of a rich soap- 
boiler, living on Richmond Hill, whose 
son is taking the part of the second 
footman in an amateur performance 
of ^^The School for Scandal at the 
Richmond Town Hall, in aid of the 
funds of a Convalescent Home for the 
children of reduced investors, to the 
newly arrived lady at Vinolia Lodge 
on the opposite side of the road, on 
whom she has left cards, but who has 
not returned the call, accompanying 
tickets for the second row of the best 
seats at the performance in question. 

The Nest, Richmond Hill. 

January 14, 1903. 

Mrs. Glover presents her compliments 
to Mrs. PiNSENT and begs her acceptance 
of the enclosed tickets for Saturday 
evening. 

Declining Tickets. 

Letter from the newly arrived occupant 
of Vinolia Lodge, Richmond Hill, to 
Mrs. Glover, a neighbour opposite, 
whom she does not wish to know, but 
who has lep cards upon her and has 
just sent over two tickets for the second 
row of the best seats at an amateur 
performance of *'The School for 
Scandal,^’ in aid of the funds of a 
Convalescent Home for the children of 
reduced investors, in which her son is 
playing the part of the second footman. 

Vinolia Lodge, Richmond Hill, 
January 14, 1903. 

Mrs. PmsENT begs to* return Mrs. 
Glover’s tickets, as she makes it a fixed 
rule never to witness amateur theatricals. 

Applying for Situation. 

Letter from a youth of seventeen residing 
with his parents, who are respectively 
a bricklayer and a sempstress, at 13, 
Nelson Row, Chatham, to a icedlthy 
Lieut.^Colonel, who owns a park in the 
neighbourhood of Rochester, reminding 
him of his need of an under-boots, 
and suggesting the possession of Tuany 
qualifications for the post. 

Sir,— My aunt Mrs. Moody, whose step- 
daughter is scullery-maid at the Fall 
and engaged to an ostler in your service, 
teUs me that you are in need of an 
under-boots, I should be glad to serve 
you in this position, for although I have ! 
never filled such a situation before, my 
grandfather used to supply milk to Mr. 
Martin, of Day and Martins. I am at 
present employed to scare rooks for ' 
Farmer Blatherwick, who I am sure will 
give me a good character. I think I 
should give you terrible satisfaction, as 
I am an early riser and have a large 
appetite. I am fifteen next week and 
very strong. I have a bass voice and 
sing in the choir. Respectfully yours, 
William Bunn. 


Refusing Application for Increase op 
Salary (rise). 

j Letter from the manager of a firm of 
I patent medicine makers, who have a 
j pedlar pill much in demand among 
? pillionaires, ^ to a clerk of a year's 
standing, with red hair and a slight 
stutter, who has had the audacity to 
suggest that twenty-five shillings a 
week is an insufficient sum on which 
to support life. 

17, Pilltry, B.G. 

Sir, — We are unable to entertain your 
request for a rise in your salary, and for 
the following reasons. On the 3rd inst. 
you came in three-quarters of an hour 
late ; on the 9th you absented yourself 
on the plea that your youngest child was 
suffering from convulsions ; on the 13th 
you asked and obtained permission to 
attend the funeral of your wife’s sister. 
We have since discovered, by the aid of 
our research assistant, that you are a 
bachelor, and that you spent the greater 
part of the 9th inst. at Kempton Park. 

But while we are unable to accede to 
your proposal, vre are so favourably 
impressed by your fertility of resource 
and command of language that we 
propose to transfer you to the advertise- 
ment department, when it will be your 
duty to compile testimonies in praise of 
the efficiency of our pills.— Faithfully 
yours, Saimtone and Wigg. 

pp. Walter Sweep. 

Answering an Invitation intended for 

SOMEONE else. 

Letter from Mrs. Jones, residing at ‘'The 
Hlms,^' North Hill, Putney, the widow 
of a Major of Volunteers who resigned 
his commission in consequence of his 
refusal during some manoeuvres to 
comply with the order that Volunteer 
bands should not play when in ambush, 
to Mrs. Pennefather, a total stranger, 
explaining how it cams about that she 
had opened a letter addressed to Mrs. 
James, who lives in the same road. 

Mrs. Jones presents her compliments 
to Mrs. Pennefather and regrets that 
she is unable to accept her kind invita- 
tion to dinner on the 14th inst., though 
I am disengaged on that date, owing to 
the postman’s mistake, who delivered it 
here instead of to Mrs. James, the wife 
of the dentist, who lives at "‘The Gums ” 
a few doors lower down. 

Congratulations on Engagement. 

Letter from a young lady loho, having 
been engaged to a gentleman far three 
years, has been badly jilted in favour 
of an acquaintance, to that acquaint- 
ance, on the public announcement that 
she and the gentleman are engaged. 

Belle Vue, Sydenham Hill, 
Dearest Milly, — 1 , wish you joy. 

Your sincere friend, Phyllida Wing. 






■ — "" -- ' ^ 7 

COURTESY AND COUNTER-COURTESY. 

Scene— A Third-class Bailicay SmoMng Carriage. 

TMij (juet seated, to Workman, who is knocking ashes out of his clay). “Please don’t stop smoking. 
Workma7i. “Koa. I be just a-goin’ to fill again ! ” — 


IL RUSTICO. i 

(From a Highland Inn.) 

Hence, stuffy, stifling town, ^ | 

Tke godless work of man’s ungainly ; 
hand, 

Where toils the pallid band 

Of city slaves, effete and trodden down ! 
Hence, with your tubes and trains, 
That through the bowels of the earth do 
tear. 

Filling the poisoned air 

With horrid shrieks and sounds and 
smells unholy, 

Through darkness black and coaly, 
Where tortured mortals curse their 
aching brains. 

But hail, ye Highlands, fair and bright, 
Birchen-clad and lieather-dight ! 

Hail, Schiehallion’s noble ridge, 

. Hail, delights of Tummel Bridge, 

Where tumbling Tummel, all a-foam, 
Fresh from his mist and mountain home, 
Brawls evermore by rock and boulder 
Around the great ben’s mighty shoulder. 


Here let me at my length be spread. 
Bog-myrtle, heath and thyme my bed, 

To breathe the breath of heaven that 
blows 

I Straight from the land of cloud and 
I snows. 

Here let me watch the waters plash, 

And mark the sportive troutlet flash, 

Or from some stilly peat-black deep ! 
See a silver salmon leap ; 

While, as I laze upon the hill, 

Let Pm’LLis’ dainty fingers fiU 
With fragrant weed the briar bowl 
That soothes and solaces my soul ; 

And mindful of her other task. 

May she tilt the gurgling flask, 

And with allaying Tummel tame 
The mellow fire of Scotland s flame j 
Till when the golden sunset sky 
I Proclaims the hour of dinner nigh, ^ 
When snell and nipping grows the air, 
We hungry to the inn repair, 

Whose hospitable door stands wide 
To hint a table well supplied 
With grouse and other Highland messes 
Which the neat-handed hostess dresses. 


Here amid the pthering gloom 
Ghostly memories haunt the room. 

Hither, once upon a time, 

JowETT in his golden prime 
From the Isis loved to lead 
Bands of chosen spirits to read. 

Oft these waUs have heard of yore 
Subtle talk of Plato’s lore, 

And subtle worldly wisdom too 
From the Master’s mind who knew 
Things of heaven and things of earth. 
Nor was wanting gayest mirth. 

For often at the side of Jowett 
Sparkled A. 0. 8?, the poet, 

From whose inspired and tuneful iip 
Fell startling paradox and quip, | 

Or tale of Mrs. Gamp, once more 
To set the table in a roar. 

These delights as thou canst give, 
Tummel Bridge, by thee I’d live. 

No Others need Adply. — Wanted, a 
Vegetable Groom, who can neither read 
nor write .” — Haverfordwest and Milford 
Haven Telegraph. 
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carry out the instructions given to his 
countrymen in the Baltic to be dignified 
in the presence of Englishmen. 


Miss KELLERMLiiN, it is said, ate two 
chickens during her swim in the Seine 
last week. The local ducks are congra- 
tulating themselves on their*escape. 

The Bishop of Manchester declares 
that if the people will not come to the 
Church the Church must go to the 
people, and follow them to their week- 
end resorts. It is, we hear, proposed to 
make a start by supplying golf-links 
with missionaries, who will sing a short 
hymn after each drive. In the event of 
a foozle the hymn wiU be sung with 
extraordinary vigour in order to drown 
any lay remarks that may be made. 


All the cats in the town of Frankfort, 
Kentucky, were ordered by the local 
Board of Health to be killed, because they 
were held respousible for the introduction 
of an epidemic of diphtheria. We hear 
that they died stoutly protesting their 
innocence, and bringing the wildest 
accusations against dogs. 


Grave dissatisfaction is being expressed 
in the animal world at the omissions from 
the Drury Lane programme, which men- 
tions everyone else who appears in the 
Prodigal Son, but fails to give the names 
of the sheep who take part in the piece. 


Would-he Knoialng (iclio has heen chafing Cahman about the horse). “Won the 
Derby, didn't ’e ? ” 

Cabman. “ 'e did— twice ! ” 


CHARIVARIA. 

According to the Vossiselie ZeiLung, 
the Sultan, always jealous of his rights, 
is taking steps to prevent a continued 
encroachment on a monopoly of his. He 
is stated to have protested to the Russian 
Government against the recent massacres 
of Armenians. 


At all the villages around Czarskoe 
Selo aprangements are being made for 
providing winter quarters for large num- 
bers of Cossacks. These cantonments 
will form a close cordon round the 
Imperial residence. The Czar, however, 
denies that he intends to attempt to 
escape. 


Upon leaving Kew York, M, Witte, in 
addressing a party of newspaper men, 
stated that never before had it been so 
forcibly impressed on him that the pen 
was mightier than the sword. We 
should have thought tihat some of the 
despatches of the Russian Commanders- 
in-Ohief gave the lie to this assertion. 


To show her disapproval of the Reace 


terms, the Mikaaa has committed hara- 
kiri. 


A weU-known firm of picture post-card 
manufacturers writes to a contemporary 
putting forward the pretty proposal that 
“every individual who appreciates the 
untiring efforts of President Roosevelt 
on behalf of humanity at large, which 
have culminated in so splendid a success,” 
should send him a picture post-card 
with a line of congratulation. 

^ President Roosevelt’s repeated exhorta- 
tions to his countrymen to have big 
families is having a curious effect. An 
epidemic of bigamy has broken out, and 
it may become necessary for the Presi- 
dent to issue an explanatory statement 
to the effect that he wishes to see families 
of children, not of wives. 


The doctors and warders at Carmarthen 
Prison have been much puzzled to decide 
whether a German prisoner there, who 
remains as motionless as a statue, is 
shamming, or is the victim of a strange 
disease. Our own opinion is that he is 
neither. He is merely attempting to 


French official statistics show that 
there are^ 17,107 motor-cars in France, 
and 3,365,155 dogs. This works out at 
lOdyViTTfh dogs apiece, which nobody 
can deny is a generous allowance. 


A QUESTION. 

f“ Indigestion in grouseland during the shoot- 
ing season,” says a contemporary, “ is unlieard 
of and unknown.”] 

Good food for thought is offered here. 

If to research you have a leaning. 

For simple though the words appear 
They have a double-barrelled meaning. 
The shooter is it, or the shot 
Whose cause a friendly fate espouses ? 
Whose is this enviable lot — 

The sportsman’s or the little grouse’s ? 


The Church Militant. 


AKEHAhIPTON (NEAR).- RECTORY, situ- 
^ ated high, in extensive grounds, to LET 
for three or four weeks ; £1 weekly to clergy- 
man taking light Sunday duty. Donkey and 
jingle shooting. 


Donkey shooting should alone mitigate 
the disadvantages of any rectory, but 
when jingle (? jungle) shooting is added, 
who could resist ? A chance for a minor 
cannon. 










Visitor “ Will you tell me where I shall find a seat ? ** , 

Verger. “ Weel, Sir, there ’s a gthd wheeh Veesitors in Inverness the noo ; so sit weapb ye oak see yer roBREm.. 


THE GENTLE CRAET. 

I ROSE at dawn. The silent leas 
Were dressed in dewy spangles, 

A pleasant hreeze bestirred the trees 
(Important when one angles). 

I waded out into the stream, 

By yellow pool and torrent, 

And falls that gleam like curdled cream 
(Whose chill was most abhorrent). 

Smiling to think (the crisis past) 

Of sluggards on their pillows, 

I raised my cast and caught it fast 
Upon some hanging willows ; 

My buoyant hope some fathoms sank ; 

It was a bright beginning, 

Yet up the bank through rushes dank 
I bravely started shinning. 

I freed the gut (the branches tied 
Long arms around my shoulder), 

Then stepping wide sat down and tried 
Conclusions with a boulder. 

(The fools who praise that ^eenish gloss 
One gets in river views, if 
They ’d slipped across some slimy moss, 
Would not be so effusive.) 


Rebounding with undaunted pluck 
I mopped my streaming features ; 

Once more — worse luck — those flies 
were stuck, 

Once more I cleared the creatures ; 

For hours I flung that feathered sham, 
For hours the “ finny nations ” 
Unheeding swam ; they cared no whit — 
For worthless imitations. 

Then poising on some sharpish rocks. 
And ’ware that winged legions 
From shirt to socks devoured in flocks 
My more unguarded regions, 

I said, “ You too might seek a meal ; ” 

I did, and lo ! the hand which 
With sanguine zeal explored nay creel 
Came back without a sandwich. 

What had I done to suffer so ? 

I rose and flogged the water ; 

The sun grew low ; I would not go ; 

I felt the lust of slaughter : 

Onw;ard I splashed with sodden soles 
And saturated uppers, 

While startled voles resumed their holes, 
And went without their suppers. 


Then, as the sinking daylight sought 
Its screen of momitain ridges. 

And Evening brought her mood of 
thought 

Accompanied by midges, 

I rose at last a tardy trout, 

(L never threw so neatly) 

Two pounds no doubt — I grazed his snout 
And missed the brute completely ! 

A Double Diflaculty* 

Foggy morning in Se'ptember, 

Head Keeper. It ’s no use shooting to- 
day, Sir. They can’t see we, and we 
can’t see they. Can us ? I 

Mrs. Dum)EREDEAD was dreadfully 
startled by the following item of news 
in one of our leading journals a few 
weeks ago: — “The Royal Special Train 
ran into the Victoria Station.” 

A Rare Bargain. — “ OflB.cials for sale. 
Board of Education, 5d. Government 
parcels, set of five, 7s. M . ; aU guaranteed 
genuine .”* — Exchange and Mart, 
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GEORGE AGAIN. 

Extract from the Recess Diary op Toby, M.P. 

Awhlesiie^ Monday. — J. made George’s 
acquaintance when last at Windermere, 
two years ago. Entry made at the time 
in this Diary of his strange experiences 
and his wise sayings ; how out in stormy 
seas by Morecambe Bay his sole com- 
panion in the fishing lugger was washed 
overboard ; how sometime later George, 
mastering his emotion at loss of a 
cherished companion, characteristically 
resumed business operations ; how, haul- 
ing up the net, he was cheered by its 
unaccustomed weight ; how his thoughts 
turned sadly to his lost mate and his foun- 
dered opportunity of sharing in the pro- 
ceeds of the haul ; how with herculean 
effort he landed the net on the deck, and 
behold! enmeshed in it was the lost 
Jim, apparently, like Douglas Gordon, 

“ drownded in the sea.” 

Always practical, George laid his prize 
out on the deck and proceeded, in accord- 
ance with familiar directions, to “ bring 
him round.” So vigorously did he carry ' 
on the process, that the hapless Jim spent 
the succeeding fortnight in hospital, 
victim of a fractured rib. When George 
undertakes to do a particular job he does 
it thoroughly. But on reflection Jim 
prefers being drowned. 

A bom seaman, with long lineage of 
sailor forbears, George is never so happy 
as when aboard his lugger under a stiff 
breeze off Morecambe, or on the Anita 
in the changing circumstance of Winder- 
mere winds, which blow where they list 
without notice of sudden, frequent, 
change. Single-handed he controls the 
buoyant boat, as a skilled rider sits and 
guides a restive thoroughbred. George 
admits that the master, as becomes the 
Vice-Commodore of the Yachting Club, 
can handle a boat in any weather. But 
he laments a tendency on his part to 
share his affection with the Phantom, a 
commodious steam-launch, which upon 
hospitable occasion has been known to 
accommodate forty guests. 

On Sunday mornings tlie Vice-Conuno- 
dore is accustomed to go about ** making 
a collection” in quite new fashion. It 
is a far cry by road from Ambleside and 
Lowood to Wray Church. As the crow 
— or rather the seagull — ^fiies across the 
Lake it is, by steam-launch, a ten-minute 
voyage. So the Vice-Commodore, always 
intent on doing kind things, sets out 
early on Sunday morning in the Phantom, 
“ collects ” friends and neighbours wait- 
ing at their various private landing- 
places, and delivers them, carriage unpaid, 
at the pier by Wray Castle. 

That is very well in its way. Still 
George is constrained to admit that he- 
“ doesn’t think much of them lanches.” 
In idle moments he has estimated the 
amount of coal the Phantom bums in a 


day. It is really ruinous. Becomes 
monstrous when contrasted with the 
absolute freedom from analogous charges 
enjoyed by the fleet-footed Anita. Then 
there is steering the launch. George can 
take the Anita up to any pierhead or any 
boat or buoy afloat, ahnost without ne- 
cessity of using the boat-hook. But there 
are two to work in “them lanches” — 
the blue-jacket at the tiller, the engineer 
in charge of the engine. Just as the 
tiller is touched with sure intent of 
bringing the launch alongside, the 
engine either forges ahead or gives a 
stroke astern, and where are you ? 

George still leads a dual life, both 
phases full of strenuous work sedulously 
performed. When the yachting season 
is over at Windermere he tacks back to 
Morecambe Bay, ready to put out in all 
kinds of weather, a-fishing in his own 
little lugger. If there were room for a 
glimmer of conceit in this shrewd, simple 
nature, it would betray itself in reference 
to the fact that the seasons have no 
influence upon his sartorial habits. 
Summer and winter, in sunshine or 
snow, he wears the same clothes — trousers 
of rough pilot cloth and “a jarsey” 
(usually spelt jersey). In these, with con- 
tented mind and healthy body, he fronts 
any fortune the revolving seasons bring. 

George more or less gratefully accepts 
whatever gifts the sea may yield to his 
net — including, as we have seen, an 
occasional half-drowned mate. His 
speciality is shrimps. He will take 
prawns if they come. But, to be quite 
frank, “ give him srimps.” With 
characteristic loyalty he holds the opinion 
that no shrimp caught in any sea can 
compare with your real Morecambe Bay 
native. That this is not prejudice is 
established by the fact that the brand 
commands the market, bringing pennies 
a quart above the price of meaner 
brethren. 

And here comes the rub. Germany 
steps in and robs the Bay fishermen of 
the fruits of their patrimony. Of course 
Germans may not fish in Morecambe 
Bay. But they have in or near their 
own coasts a thing they, in their own 
language, presumptuously call a shrimp. 
This they pot and send over to England, 
where it is feloniously labelled “ More- 
cambe Bay Shrimps,” and by the unwary 
is entertained as such. 

The consequence is seen in reduction 
of price of the real article. Time was, 
and yet lingers in George’s glowing 
memory, when a quart of vrai More- 
cambe Bay shelled shrimps brought 
haK-a-crown. Now a pampered mid^e- 
man proffers eighteenpence. You may 
take it or leave it. Shrimps flourish 
^ in the waters of Morecambe Bay ; but 
they are also “ made in Germany.” 

Whether it be due to patriotic tenacity 
in holding on to office displayed by Mr. 


Balfour and his Ministerial colleagues, 
or whether it be apprehension as to 
what may foUow upon the apparently 
inevitable succession to office of C. B., 
are matters George does not discuss. 
The fact remains that the fishing business 
is not what it used to be. He remem- 
bers hearing his grandfather relate how 
it was his custom of an afternoon to put 
out a few miles to sea, casually spread 
his net, and bring it up “ full of herrin’s.” 
Now there isn’t a herring wdthin hail of 
Morecambe. 

The profits of sail-making, adjunct to 
the income of sturdy fisher-folk, have 
also gruesomely fallen off. Moreover, 
German competition affecting the sale of 
shrimps adversely influences the business 
oE shelling undertaken by female mem- 
bers of the family. This reflection brings 
to George memories of his mother. He 
speaks of her with the tenderest affec- 
tion. But his port uplifts, his honest 
eyes gleam with pride, when he recalls 
how she could in an hour shell more 
shrimps than any woman dwelling by 
the Bay. 

THE YOUNG IDEA. 

I. 

An advertisement recently put in the 
Glasgow Herald asking for a lad who 
could write shorthand and manipulate 
the typewriter, produced the following 
reply : — “ I notice your advertisement in 
the Glasgow Herald, In reply to same 
I am not a shorthand writer, neither 
can I manipulate the typewriter, but 
at the interview which I am sure you 
will grant, I flatter myself I can prove 
to you that I have other abilities which 
will far outweigh the want of know- 
ledge in regard to shorthand and type- 
writing. I had a certificate of merit, 
but I burnt it, as I did not consider 
that my abilities should rest upon the 
opinion therein expressed by a third 
party.” 

II. 

Tom (aged five and a-half) was inte- 
rested in Natural History. He had 
already spent several mornings taking 
the slugs and snails out of the fishpond 
for the benefit of the fishes’ health. The 
other morning he ran up to his mother’s 
room with his pinafore wet through and 
his hands undried. 

“ Oh, Mother ! ” he cried, “ I ’ve been 
putting back all the slugs I could find 
into the pond, because I read in Wood’s 
Natural History that carp thrive best in 
sluggish water.” 

III. 

Tommy (in perplexity oner his sums). 
I say, Mummy, I wish I was a rabbit ! 

Mother. Why, dear, do you want to be 
a rabbit ? 

Tommy. ’Cause father says they mul- 
tiply so ffist. 




Tennis Tournament. 
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FORGOTTEN HISTORY. 

The Story of He-of-the-open-mind. 


19,005 and 19,000 b.o. We tave tte House of Wrong - ’uns, however, was 
privilege of heing the first paper to thoroughly representative of the nation, 
submit its contents to the nation ; though its members being returned by public 
we have been compelled, owing to the election every seven years. Each district 


Tee past,” as Miss Maeie Coeelli broken and defaced character of the was supposed to select the most danger- 
has so truthfully and epigrammaticaUy tablet, to tell its story in our own words ous criminal in its area, and he was then 
expressed it, “ is past ; ” and we often rather than in a literal and unintelligible sentenced to seven yeap’ hard labour in 
fail to realise how much we owe to our translation of the actual narrative.^ the House of Wrong-’uns ; at the end 

forgotten ancestors. We are &r too As far as we can make out, it was of which period, if he was still alive, his 
ready to attribute to modem ingenuity called “ The History of Our Own capacity for wrong-doing was practically 
the invention of our more successful Times,” and was published on the exhausted. The idea underlying this 
modern institutions, many of which can instalment system. The author’s name, scheme was extremely ingenious ; for 
trace their origin right back to what apparently written in French, is almost law breaking, both active and passive, 
the Poet Laureate has so magnificently obliterated, but seems to have been was then the most popular sport in the 
called “the dawn of History.” Our something like “He-of-the-eed-hill,” country, so it was obvious that if the 
present system of government, for in- which is probably a nom de plume^ and laws were bad, as they invariably were, 
stance, which is imiversally admitted merely intended to convey the fact that owing to the character of the legislators, 


in England to be the best in — the tact that they were invan- 

the world, is not by any ^ ^ - ablybroken kept the country in 

means the mushroom edifice, a thoroughly satisfactory con- 
founded on the Magna Charta, ^ ’ dition. 

that most people suppose it r ' Eoughly speaking, the 

to be. Recent discoveries in ^ ^ modern idea of party govern- 

the neighbourhood of Totten- nient was in force : that is to 

ham Court Road, where con- say, the more numerous and 

siderable excavations have better armed party held control 

lately been taking place, have ^ of the public finances under the 

brought to light some inter- leadership of the most powerful 

esting antiquarian knowledge, member of the assernbly, who 

which has shown us that the known as the Prime Mon- 

British Constitution is, com- ^ debates were pre- 

paratively speaking, in its of&cial called 

dotage. The Squeaker, whose duties 

The discoveries were made x consisted of calling “Time ’’be- 

in a most romantic manner, -Trs*- tween the different rounds. He 

fully in keeping with the maintained his authority by the 

sensational character of their j|| M possession of what was known 

revelations. For about two M as the casting vote — a large and 

and a-haK years several hun- carefully sharpened fi^int jave- 

dred workmen had been use- which he cast with almost 

fully employed in tearing WM ^ ^ n unerring aim at anyone who 

up the roadway opposite ventured to question his ruling, 

the Horseshoe Hotel. They From the rare occasions on 

had already reached the ^ which he missed probably 

depth of some six feet, when ^ ^ _ arose the phrase “A near 

work was temporarily sus- _ ‘ squeak.” _ 

pended, owing to the fact The Prime Monster, at the 

that they had apparently from the Bill. *‘Now then, you young coward, don’t stand "with which the tablet 

struck a layer of exceedingly about all day. Why don’t you taxb it away from the Dog ? ” deals, was a distinguished 

hard soil, the removal of — ^ statesman known as He-of-the- 

which would have entailed such tremen- he was not far off being a “bright ’un.” open-mind. His designation, however, in 
dous exertion, that those in authority The narrative starts with a brief but foUytricks, which was the name by which 
scarcely felt justified in continuing the illuminating treatise upon the nature of Parliamentary affairs were generally 
work. By a fortunate inspiration, how- the British Constitution at that time ; described, was the Right Horrible Artful 
ever, Mr. Beodrick was consulted as to showing that our present form of Baffler, a complimentary title bestowed 
the best means of removing the obstinate government is practically the same as on him as a tribute to his extraordinary 
impediment ; and with a couple of that which flourished in Great Britain power of dodging the Squeaker’s javelin 
happily-worded telegrams he succeeded over 20,000 years before the birth of and evading the well-aimed weapons of 
in dislodging it. It proved to be a Mr. Hall Caine. In the poignant query the Opposition. The latter were under 
large slab of exceedingly hard material, of that great author himself : “ What is the control of He-who-oaeried-the-Flag, 
probablj^ brick or early English bread, time, when compared with eternity ? ” a distinguished orator who wielded 
covered with strange hieroglyphics bear- The government of the country ap- enormous power in the country owing to 
ing a remote resemblance to figures, pears to have been carried on in two his popularity with the Army, and bore 
At first sight it was mistaken for some large caves, known respectively as “ The the honoured cognomen of Sir Canwelt^- 
form of old-fashioned bank pass-book ; House of Wrong- uns ” and “ The House Shamaman. So he could too, upon occa- 
but the antiquarian authorities at the of Frauds.” The latter, as far as we sion, but not well enough to deceive the 
British Museum, to whom it was sub- can make out, seems to have been a kind Right Hor. Artful Baffler. In fact, as 
mitted, declared it to be nothing more of charitable institution for people who time went on, the Prime Monster became 
or less than an authentic history of the would probably have starved to death if so powerful that -he even aroused the 
British Constitution between the years compelled to work for their living. The jealousy of his own side, a large portion 


■ the fact that they were invari- 
ably broken kept the country in 
a thoroughly satisfactory con- 
dition. 

Roughly speaking, the 
modern idea of party govern- 
ment was in force : that is to 
say, the more numerous and 
better armed party held control 
of the public finances under the 
leadership of the most powerful 
member of the assembly, who 
was known as the Prime Mon- 
ster. The debates were pre- 
sided over by an official called 
The Squeaker, whose duties 
consisted of calling “ Time” be- 
tween the different rounds. He 
maintained his authority by the 
possession of what was known 
as the casting vote — a large and 
carefully sharpened flint jave- 
lin, which he cast with almost 
unerring aim at anyone who 
ventured to question his ruling. 
From the rare occasions on 
which he missed probably 
arose the phrase “ A near 
squeak.” 

The Prime Monster, at the 
period with which the tablet 
deals, was a distinguished 

■ statesman known as He-of-the- 
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of whom rebelled against his authority 
under the leadership of He-of-tede-glass- 
EYB. The latter was an ambitious chief- 
tain, who believed firmly in the motto, 
‘‘Nothing venture, nothing win”; so 
the tactics which he and his friends 
adopted to destroy the power of the 
Prime Monster were popularly known as 
the “ Riskall FoUycy.” As far as we can 
learn from the tablet, it consisted of a 
determined attempt to keep out the 
supply of immigrants, furs, and flint 
instruments, which were being imported i 
from Germany by the Anglo-Saxons; 
for, as Be-of-the-glass-eye was never 
tired of pointing out, that race were a 
miserable set of foreigners who had no 
right on this planet at all. 

How this great rebellion ended, andi 


Here at the end of the parade 
(No doubt it ’s disinfected) 

I catch the smell of fish decayed — 

“ Ozone? ” — stand corrected. 

The gay hours fly, no moment limps, 
Too soon the day is ended ; 
Homeward we go to tea and shrimps — 
To dine?” — ^You ’re not offended ? 

I hope forgiveness you ’ll extend, 
These side-slips don’t be hard on ; 
A charming place is gay Southend — 

“ Westcliff ? ” — I beg your pardon. 


LEGAL INTELLIGENCE. 

Aalateur. — ^To make hens pay, you can, 
of course, take out a County Court 
summons in the usual way, but you must 


house is certainly an Ancient Light, and 
if you were to attempt to build your 
flats round it you could be stopped by 
an interim injunction. Try another 
site. 

Merecat. — For a cat to look at a King 
is not an indictable offence. If the look 
implies a threat of personal violence 
amounting to intimidation, the King 
would be justified in having the cat 
forcibly ejected. 

Wops. — A Bee-hive is not a public 
place within the meaning of the Act. 

Buwy. —You must submit plans, 
elevations, and sections of the proposed 
rabbit-hutch to the County Council. If 
the rabbits sleep in the hutch, an iron 
ladder in case of fire must be provided 
giving access to the roof. 



whether He-of-the-glass-eye proved too 
strong for He-of-the-open-mind, is a 
matter which 'in all probability will 
never be cleared up ; for unfortunately 
one of the workmen, while attempting 
to shift the tablet, had placed his foot 
upon it in order to get a good leverage, 
and thereby obliterated about a yard 
and a-half of these priceless hiero- 
glyphics. We have presented our 
readers, however, with suflicient of the 
narrative to encourage them, we trust, 
to visit the British Museum and study 
this unique record for themselves ; for, 
in the deathless phrase of Mr. Rider 
Haggard : “If you plough at all, plough 
deep.” 


SOLECISMS. 



When backward creeps the surging flood. 
In noble thoughts I lose me, 

Gazing entranced across the mud — 

“ The beach ? ” — You will excuse me ? 

Yon noble /bark the wild wave stems, 

By wind and tide hard driven, 
Fighting the fury of the Thames — 

“ The sea ? ” — ^Am I forgiven ? 


remember that an egg is not evidence of 
means. 

Disturbed.— You say the child is only 
six weeks old, and keeps you awake at 
night. What remedy have you? As 
the child has no visible means of support, 
why not deal with it under the Vagrancy 
Act? 

Dilemma. — ^Taking a bull by the horns 
does not constitute a technical assault, 
and the plea of self-defence would be a 
sound one; on the other hand a red 
rag would certainly be regarded as a 
provocation on your part. We cannot 
advise on the probability of success, as 
the result of any action taken by the 
bull would be a mere toss-up. 

Simple Life. — (i.) Your friend is quite 
mistaken. A man cannot just as well 
be hanged for a sheep as a lamb, in this 
country ; this is due to the fact that he 
cannot be hanged for either, (ii.) A 
horse, on being led to the water, is acting 
within its rights in refusing to drink 
thereof. 

Passenger. — A Railway Company’s 
legal charge for travelling on the roof of 
a carriage is, (i.) Not dess than 40s, any 
distance, (ii.) One month (free). 

Speculator. — ^The Eddystone Light- 


THE NO-HAT CRUSADE. 

I (Ah appeal to sundry young lady-pioneers 
1 ' observed at the seaside lately ) 

Come, ladies of the Bare Brigade, 
Desert the pier and esplanade, 

Where, hatless and unkempt, you ’ve 
strayed, 

I For now has come the wane of summer ; 
The clerk with nothing on his head 
Back to his office-stool has fled. 

The undergrad will soon be sped, 

A “ shop ” will claim the resting mummer. 

Old-fangled folk may look askance 
At your unorthodox advance. 

The scribbler seize his annual chance 
And scarify you in the D. T. / 

The ladies’ hatter may go mad, 

As trade is going to the bad ; 

You do not care — and yet we ’ll add 
A note of desperate entreaty ! 

Come home — ^your time is overdue ! 
We have a place, a use for you, 

A mighty mission to pursue — 
We^breathlessly abide the issue ; 

You ’U find it in the stalls and pit, 
W^here Man has vainly plied his wit, 
Endeavouring to cope with It — 

And there, I greatly fear, we ’ll miss you ! 
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A GREAT LITERARY MYSTERY. 

SPEOTJLATioir is still riotously rife in literary circles as to 
tlie meaning of Oamiola, the title chosen by Mr. Watts- 
Dunton for his famous new forthcoming romance, and onr 
representative, on calling at the Authors’ Club last Saturday, 
found that the premises had been open night and day for 
the last week to enable a debate on the subject to proceed 
continuously. 

Dr. Robertson Nicx)ll, who was intercepted by our repre- 
sentative just as he was starting to catch the Plying &otch- 
man, courteously granted a few words of illuminative 
comment on the great question of the day. ‘‘OamioZa,” 
he said, “is not and has nothing to do with any form of 
extract pf meat. My theory is this — give it you for what 
it is worth — that this word is an anagram for Craniola, i"e. 
little craniums, and affords a clue to the contents, which 
wiH, I believe, turn out to be a scathing satire on the 
epidemic of swelled-head from which so many politicians, 
publicists, and theologians are now suffering. The only 
thing that causes me to waver in this interpretation is that 
the fishermen of the east coast of Scotland measure 
herrings by the ‘ cran,’ from which it may be deduced 
that the romance will have a decidedly briny flavour, and 
that the scene will be laid at Aberdeen, Peterhead, Burghead, 
or possibly Lossiemouth, where Mr. Asquith has recently 
been playing golf. ‘ lola,’ I incline to think, will prove to 
be the euphonious name of the heroine, a fisher lassie of 
extraordinary fascinations and supra-Borrovian honliomie.^^ 

Mr. Henry Norman, M.P., who had driven up in his 
motor-car from his constituency to join in the debate, had 
not the slightest hesitation about the solution of this great 
cosmic ridcSe. “Dr. Robertson Nicoll,” he observed, “was 
on the right scent when he said that the word was an 
anagram, but he has rearranged the letters wrongly. Gar- 
niola — why it simply leaps to the eyes — is simply ‘An oil 
oar ! ’ The romance, I have not the slightest doubt, will 
prove to be the most splendid apotheosis of the motoring 
industry that has yet been perpetrated.” 

Mr. C. K. Shorter, also adhering to the anagram theory, 
expressed his belief that Carniola = Calinora, i.e., beautiful 
Nora, and that the heroine would prove to be of Irish 
extraction, “unless, indeed,” added Mr. Shorter, “we are 
to rearrange the letters ‘ Lira canoj^ i.e., ‘ 0 lyre,- I sing,’ 
or possibly ‘ Cara Nilo," which would of course suggest an 
Egyptian atmosphere, with a background of pyramids, 
donkey-boys and similar amenities.” 

Meantime we are assured that “Carniola” soap, an 
exquisitely super-fatted variety of toilet detergent, and 
calculated not to irritate even the most delicate and sensitive 
skins, will shortly be put on the market in myriads of 
fragrant tablets. 

There were once two young fellows of Cambridge, 

Who too freely indulged in that game. Bridge, 

And lost all their cash ; 

But they made a good splash 
By jumping at once from the same bridge. 

Contribution to the next edition of that most valuabie 
educational manual, “The Child’s Guide to ILnowledge’.” — 
Q. What proof have we that the celebrated beauty of her 
day, Cleopatra Queen of Egypt, was an uneducated person ? 
A . Because only once in her life she used an asp-irate, and 
died of it immediately. 

Rapid Scoring. — “ The Gentlemen had about four minutes’ 
batting, and in that time lost two wickets for fifty-four runs.” 
— Leicester Daily Post, 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

“ Many Englishmen have^ travelled in Holland, and have 
set down the record of their experiences. But the country 
has not been inspiring, and Dutch travels are poor reading.” 
Thus Mr. E. Y. Lucas in one of his thoughtful asides. A 
Wanderer in Holland (Methuen) has broken the record, 
removed the reproach. My Baronite has not for a long time 
read a more delightful book. Many passages recall the style ^ 
of Mr. Lucas’s revered master, Charles Lamb. To be precise 
it is an amalgam of Elia and the modern special corre- 
spondent in search of human character and local colour. 
Accompanying the Wanderer by barge and train, the reader 
insensibly acquires vivid impressions of our ancient enemy 
the Dutch, and of the country Andrew Marvell savagely 
described as 

Holland tLat scarce deserves the name of land, 

As but th’ ofiscouring of the British sand, 

And so much earth as was contributed 
By English pilots when they heaved the lead ; 

Or what by ocean’s slow alluvion fell 
Of shipwract cockle and the muscle shell. 

The picture galleries have special attraction for the AYanderer, 
who not only discourses on their treasures hut adds value 
to his volume by reproducing by photogravure thirty-four 
masterpieces. Having read all that has been written about 
Holland, Mr. Lucas boldly, with happy effect, annexes pas- 
sages from Motley and others which cause to live again 
historic episodes relating to the town in which he chances to 
he sojourning. Holland is an ancient country, rich in historic 
associations. The Wanderer has added to it a new charm. 


In Alton of Somasco (John Long) Mr. Harold Bindloss has 
given us a striking romance. The protagonist is a fine 
manly character, intrepid, straightforward, generous ; of 
rough material to be softened by love, and to be planed 
by civilised society. The perilous situations in which he, 
with a few devoted friends, fiads himself, are admirably 
described. The gradual development of the best qualities 
in the heroine, Alice Deringham^' a girl who in her first 
phase is quite unworthy to he the wife of Alton of Somasco, 
is cleverly worked out, although the result is not convincing, 
as the future of so radically selfish and essentially vain a 
woman as is Alice when she he- 

comes the wife of this genuiuely THE BARON | 

honest man, is a problem whic^ 
only the author, in a continua- 
tion of their story on their 
return as landed proprietors 
to England, might satisfac- 
torily solve. There are faults in i 
style to which it is needless ; 
to draw attention when recom- 
mending, as the Baron heartily 
does, this story as a power- 
fully written and thoroughly 
interesting romance. 


The Headless Man again. ' 

Stock-Jobber (to new Irish clerh, who is working out the 
Bull and Bear list), HuUo, why do you put “B” against 
your results ? 

Clerk, Shure, Sir, that’s for “Bull,” to distinguish them 
from “ Bear.” 


Motor Arithmetic. — “Licences have been granted for 
2,435 motor-cycles’ in France this year. This is 7,611 
more than in 1904.” — Portsmouth Evening News. 




Scene — At a Fire. Inn humiTig. 

Irishman {who has run up a score there, to Firemen). “Piay Oj? the slate, Shots! 


IN MEMORIAM. 

ai^omas lol^M §a;roa:rii0, 

Boio<r, 1845.4. Dip, September 19, 1905. 

“ Suffer the children unto Me to come, 

The little children,” said the voice of Christ, 

And for his law whose lips to-day are dumb 
The Master’s word sufficed. 

Suffer the little children ” so He spake, 

And in His steps that true disciple trod, 

Lifting the helpless ones, for love’s pure sake. 

Up to the arms of God. 

Naked, he clothed them ; hungry, gave them food ; 

Homeless and sick, a hearth and healing care ; 
Led them from haunts where vice and squalor brood 
To gardens dean and fair. 

By birthright pledged to misery, crime and shame, 
Jetson of London’s streets, her ‘‘waifs and strays. 


Whom she, the Mother, bore without a name, 

Ahd left, and went her ways— 

He stooped to save them, set them by his side, 
Breathed conscious life into the stilL-bom soul. 
Taught truth and honour, love and loyal pride, 
Courage and self-control. 

Tin of her manhood, here and overseas, ^ 

On whose supporting strength her state is throned. 
None better serves the Motherland than these 
Her sons the once disowned. 

To-day, in what far lands, their eyes are dim. 
Children again, with tears they weU may shed, 
Orphaned a second time who mourn in him 
A foster-father dead. 

But he, who had their love for sole reward, 

In that far home to which his feet have won*-«^ 

He hears at last the greeting of his Lord : 

“ Servant of Mine, well done ! ’ 


YOL. oxxn. 
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MILLIONAIRES AT BAY. 

[“ Talking of his next book, Mr. Haj.l Caine, who sailed for America 
on Saturday, said that, as on previous American trips he had made a 
study of the life of the American millionaire and the problems which 
beset him, it would in all probability deal with the great commercial 
rulers of America .” — Evening Standard.] 

Mr. Yere:es, who was caught by our representative just 
as he was on the point of descending into the Baker Street 
and Waterloo Tube, said that he had decided, on hearing of 
Mr. Hall Caine’s plans, to remain in England until the 
danger was past. If on the gifted Mailman’s return any 
assaults were made on him for fictional purposes, the million- 
aire proposed to retire permanently into a CAiNE-proof subter- 
ranean cell which was being excavated for him at that 
moment. He had always, he added, maintained that the joys j 
and privileges of the millionaire’s life were greatly overrated, 
but he had never been believed. He should now expect to be 
taken at his word. 

Mr. J. D. Rockefeller, who was interviewed in his new 
grey wig, said that he doubted if Mr. Hall Caike would get 
much change out of him. He had not spent a long and not 
wholly unsuccessful life among oil and oilers for nothing, 

Mr. Pierpont Morgan' declined to be interviewed ; but his 
chief ofilce-hoy, a gentleman of the highest position in New 
York financial circles, and himself the owner of one of the 
finest estates on the banks of the Hudson, pointed signifi- 
cantly to the Cold Storage chamber where the less welcome of 
Mr. Morgan’s caUers were hept waiting — sometimes for 
several weeks. “I hope Mr. Caine has brought his Iceland 
sheepskin with him,” he said. “He will want it.” 

Mr. W. W. Astor was also invisible, hut the seneschal of 
Hever Castle, acting as his representative, gave some inte- 
resting information as to Mr. Astor’s feelings on the subject. 
“ Mr. Ball Caine’s plan of campaign,” quoth the seneschal, 
a fine commanding figure of a man, sanguine and loose- 
limbed, clad ih a flame-hued tabard with a mangonel slung 
across his strapping shoulders, “maketh it clear why my 
master took up his abode in .the old Motherland.” Here 
he drained a gigantic beer-horn and went on in a terrible 
undertone, cracking his fingers and spluttering with 
rage. “There be few oubliettes in America, when prying 
varlets seek to worm themselves into the sacred privacy of a 
noble’s home. But at Hever, by Goles, there are fifty-three ! ” 
And here he cut a gigantic caper, and, shouting “Loo, loo, 
Vixen! Hue, hue, Brock! Haro, haro, Hall Caine!'' and 
other gross noises, withdrew to superintend the operations 
of the 1,200 lackeys over whom he exercises plenary over- 
lordship. 


MOTOR NOTES OF THE FUTURE. 

[‘*A yoxmg Swiss engineer is said to kave succeeded in manufitc- 
turing a pair of stout boots, each of wbich is notking more or less 
a miniature motor-car mounted on four wkeels .” — Evening Standard.] 

The Motor-Boot, like the old-fashioned car which satisfied 
our fathers, is gradually overcoming the absurd prejudices 
with which it was first regarded. The opprobrious epithet 
“ Boot-hog,” which used to he hurled indiscriminately at ah 
Motorhootists, is now, we are glad to see, very seldom heard. 
People are at last awakening to the fact that the old unwieldy 
car with its complicated mechanism, its ungainly body, and 
enormous wheels, must sooner or later disappear altogether 
from our roads to make way for its successor. The Moboot, 
as it is beginning to be called, has certainly come to stay. 

The Eliminating Trials, we understand, will he held this 
^ar in -the Calf of Man. While the ‘Phit-eesi Panhard’ 
is undoubtedly the favourite at present, from what we have 
seen of them, we are inclined to favour the ‘ Waiikennhast- 
Wolseley.’ 


The Andover magistrates are evidently determined to keep 
up the evil reputation which their predecessors won among 
the old-school of ‘motorists’ (how old-fashioned the term 
sounds now !) Seventeen Mo-hootists were mulcted yesterday 
in sums amounting in the aggregate to £35 45. 6d. for not 
displaying their numbers in a prominent position. 

We notice that the De Dion Bootong Co. is now introduc- 
ing a novelty in the shape of elastic-sided “ Mo-shoes ” for 
children. These tiny vehicles are in every respect equal in 
quality and workmanship to their famous Bootong Mo- 
Boots,” while the sparking-plug arrangement is admirably 
adapted for those who will have to use it, being exceedingly 
simple in its application. There is now no excuse for parents 
to leave their children at home when going for short runs 
into the country. 

One effect of the unfortunate accident on the Ripley Road 
(where a City gentleman skidded into and knocked over an 
dderly lady), is a large increase in the number of police traps. 

A Lancashire correspondent sends a timely warning about 
Bootle, where babies are being used by the constabulary as 
bait for Mo-bootists. 


MUSICAL COMEDY FOR VEGETARIANS. 

[“M. Rostand, tke autkor of Cyrano de Bergerae, announces a new 
play for the winter in wkick all tke ckaracters are either to be birds 
or animals. M. Coquelin is to take tke part of a big dog.”— Tke Tatler,] 

Mr. George Edwarles, who is one of our most enterprising 
Managers, intends, should it he required, to produce an 
entirely new Musical Comedy during the winter season, 
entitled The French Beano and the 8'pring Cabbage. All the 
characters are to be named after the vegetable world, or 
associated ideas. 

There are to be two Acts. The first Scene is laid “ three 
feet under the earth,” and we are told that Mx. Edmund Paine 
as Lug, a worm, has full scope for his wonderful powers. The 
Second Act, “ The back garden of 4, Station Cottages, East 
Margate,” is to be perfectly beautiful. It is said that Mr. 
George Edwardes has paid over £10,000 for this “set.” We 
are promised many surprises, and some very pretty numbers. 
Miss Gertie Millar as Birdie Orounsel will sing a dainty 
ditty called “ The Canary is nipping me now^" which is sure 
to be one of the songs of the season. 

We are able to publish, for the first time, the probable 
cast, which, the public will see, is a very powerful one : — 

Characters. 

Mr. Spring Cabbage (an early visitor) . Mr. Feed Kaie 
Sprout (his son, straight from Brussels) Mr. Lionel Mackinder 
Lord Dan de Lyon (a Beer^ .... Mr. G, P. Huntley 
M r. Walter Melon (a landed proprietor) Mr. C. Hayden Coffin 
Capt. Scarlett-Runner (a haiiger-on) . Mr. G. Grossmith, jun. 

Bill Bury (a gravedigger) Mr. Huntley Wright 

Mr. Jerusalem Artichoke (a Hebrew) , Mr. John Le Hay 
Baron Onion (a Spanish spy) . r . Mr. Robert Nainby 

aud 

Lag (a worm) ......... Mr. Edmund Payne 

Mrs. Pumpkin (a milkman's wife) . . Miss Connie Ediss 

Marrow (her daughter) Miss Olive Morrell 

Thistle Down (a little hit of fluff) . . Miss Gabrielle Ray 
Eosie 1 / j Miss Mabel Green 

Posie]}^^^^^^yP^^^) i Miss Adrienne Augaede 

Nectarine (a perfect peach) .... Miss Kitty Mason 

Birdie Orounsel (a maid) Miss Gertie Mtt.t.ar 

and 

The Sweet Pea Miss Edna May 

Badishes, Turnips, Toadstools, Grapes, Cauliflowers, 
Medlars, £c., <&c. 
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THE BRITISH ASSOCIATION 


SOUTH AFRICA. 


[Speaking at Salisbury, Rhodesia, Professor Darwin told a story of a JoliamieslDurg workman, who declined to pass an opinion upon the 
merits of the British Association (which he evidently took to be a Soccer Team), because, he said, he “ had not yet seen them play.” We 
hear that the B. A., fired by this idea, got up a team and put in a little practice, but had to leave for home before a match could be arranged 
against a local representative eleven.] 


PAST AND PRESENT. 

(To E. B. L.) 

I WEin' last week to live again 
My dim forgotten joy-days ; 

To find once more in Sonthwood Lane 
The spirit of my boy-days. 

I pierced the mists that roll between, 
Shook off the years that load me, 

And tried to fit the living scene 
To what my memory showed me. 

Far as my roving eye conld reach 
One villa flanked another, 

Red-bricked, and each as like to each 
As twin to twin-bom brother. 

With gates and doors and bells to ring, 
And rooms for food or slumber. 

They were alike in everything, 

Except in name or number. 

Upon my left I saw with grief 
The woods we used to play through ; 

The mighty trees so thick in leaf 
They hardly let the day through. 

Where once the undergrowth was dense, 
And all was green disorder, 

Each prim retreat now owned a fence, 
And every path a border. 

’Twas there we had a fight one day — 

I know not why it started. 

I know we hammered them, and they 
Hit back, and then we parted. 

Where Willie gained a battered face, 
And I a blackened peeper. 

Behold a neat and gravelled space, 
Paraded by a keeper. 


His staff, his coat of velveteen 

Would much have changed our 
greeting ; 

How mild and fistless would have been 
That sanguinary meeting ! 

My brow had never been embossed, 

Nor Willie’s nose been gory ; 

And all our schoolboy friends had lost 
A most exciting story. 

Close by the spot where we had bled 
There rose a rustic chalet ; 

A scent of tea and buttered bread 

' Was wafted o’er the valley. 

I know it would have wrung your heart, 
You would have felt as I did. 

To see the place in every part 
So resolutely tidied. 

Well, well ; I strolled along the road. 
And scanned each undulation : 

At every step some memory glowed 
With fond anticipation. 

And, as I dreamed and wandered on, 

AU modern sights had vanished ; 

The gaudy, whirring trams were gone, 
And all the ’buses banished. 

The villas were dissolved away ; 

The woods resumed their vdldness ; 

On all the lonely landscape lay 
Its ancient air of mildness. 

And, oh, it made my soul rejoice, 

And gave my dream consistence, 

To think I heard our mother’s voice 
That called me in the distance. 

A sudden shock unsealed my eyes — 

My joy was evanescent — 

For, lo, I stood by ‘‘Woodlands Rise ” 
And gazed on “ Woodlands Orescent.” 


Gone was the magic of the spot 
That drew my vagrant mind there ; 
The place itself I found, but not 
The home I hoped to find there. 

Gone, like a dome that melts in air 
Before a genie’s malice. 

Like some thin bubble rainbow fair, 

Was all our childhood’s palace. 

The shady lawns that felt our feet, 

And heard our young carouses, 

Were turned into a dusty street 
Between two tiers of houses. 

The stables on the other side, 

Whose guardians were our cronies, 
Where light of heart we’d mount and 
ride 

Our friendly little ponies, 

All, yielding to an equal rule. 

By change were desecrated ; 

Six shops did business o’er the pool 
Where erst we fished or skated. 

This was no place for me ; I burned 
To leave it and be gone thence. 

With moody brow my steps I turned, 
And swiftly hurried on thence. 

Yet, since I dreamed my dream that day, 
Though cynic tongues may quiz it. 

No power can take ihat joy away, 

Or make me rue the visit. R. 0. L. 


Aj^ account in the Gentlewoman of a 
lieutenant’s wedding at Didsbury con- 
tains the passage — “Two submarines 
brought up the rear of the bridal pro- 
cession.” ^ This must be the most 
thorough naval wedding on record. 
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THE IIVIITABLE PERCY. 

Being a liumhle essay in the manner of Mr. 
Percy Fitzgerald's new Life of Cliarles 
Dickens.'* 

Thougli Shakspeare, Milton, Johnson, Scott, 
none read, — 

Wliat matter ? Boz says everything we need- 

The autobiographical character of the 
works of the radiant and inimitable Boz 
has never been properly appreciated. 
Such was his Protean industry and 
universality that he never invented any- 
thing. Everything in his book had 
occurred in his own life. Y ou remember, 
for example, how Mr. Pickwick, lodges 
in the Guswell Road. Well, in one of 
his long and piquant conversations with 
me, of which however I forget so much, 
I remember the veracious and companion- 
able Boz remarking that he himseK 
once thought of that thoroughfare as a 
good place in which to live. Yerl. sap. 
Again, in MaHin Chuzzlewit there is a 
bird-fancier and barber named Sweedle- 
pipe. 1 remember as if it were to-day 
going into the office of All the Year 
Round, for which I wrote so many novels, 
and fi.nding the witty and delightful Boz 
fondling a pipe of Swedish manufactia*e 
which had just been sent to him by 
Jenny Lind, the famous and engaging 
cantatrice. How reasonable to assume 
that therein lay the germ of the immor- 
tal friend of young Bailey ! I need not 
multiply examples. 

How well I recall that first red letter 
gala night on which I was asked to meet 
the amiable and ever-brilliant Boz ! 
Nothing is so firmly fixed in my memoiy 
except the other occasions. On refer- 
ring to my diary I find the entry, “At 
last, at last have I met the affectionate 
and refreshing Boz. I have long been 
the most valued contributor on his staff. 
I have written novels for him with both 
hands at once ; but never till to-day 
have I seen him in what St. Paul calls 
the flesh. How my heart beat, is beating 
still.” t diary ends there, but I can 
supply the rest from a vivid memory. 
The amazing and bewildering Boz was 
getting into a railway carriage at Belfast 
and had thrown away his cigar at the 
door. I rushed forward and picked it 
up, and it is needless to say that I have it 

* One of these novels was christened hy the 
ever-ready Boz Never Forgotten, which is, 1 
considex*, the finest title a book ever had. It 
says so much so emphatically. Bardly-ever 
Forgotten or B^nemtered Now and Then— how 
tame these titles would he, although, perhaps, 
more accurate, for no one can continually keep 
a thing in mind: there are moments* when 
even I lose sight of the dazzling and electrical 
Boz — compared with Never Forgotten. It is 
still sold like hot cakes, and a perfume has been 
named after it. 

t This is one of the curious paradoxical 
phrases which even the best English writers 
have to use now and then. But how absurd — 
for if a heart is beating how can it be still ? 


still, set in a gold mount of my own 
design, with a suitable inscription from 
bis own magic wand, i.e., pen. “Your 
cigar end, Mr. Dickens,” I said. “ You re 
welcome,” said be. The ice was broken, 
and I told him who I was. “ Ah,” he 
said, in liis rich burr, “ one of my young 
men. Come to Gadshill whenever you 
can.” It was the proudest moment of 
my life. I can see him now as he stood 
there, the most famous man in tlie world, 
and shook hands with me, up and down. 
Always showy, be was wearing clothes. 

I recall distinctly my first visit to 
Gadshill. There was sl dinner party. 
I went upstairs to dress and looked out 
of the window as I buttoned my collar. 
It was a snowy night, and I saw the 
carriages coming to the house bringing 
the guests. The quaint and hospitable 
Boz’s guests often drove to his house, 
and invariably so on snowy nights. One 
of these vehicles was the vicar’s, Mr. 
Hindle’s. How many novelists to-day, 
in these degenerate times, entertain 
vicars ? But the humorous and tolerant 
Boz had such infinite variety. The 
guests in their turn had their eyes 
fixed on Boz’s cheerful red curtains, 
illuminated from within, and giving 
promise of snug blazing fires and logs, 
and maybe something to eat. For 
GadshiU was none of your sham hospit- 
able houses such as great authors now 
dwell in. If you were asked to dinner 
by the generous and tactful Boz you 
were given some dinner. 

Afterwards we had games. “ Kiss in 
the Ring,” “Hunt the Slipper,” and so 
on. No one who was not there can 
conceive of the motor force of the high- 
spirited and divine Boz on such occasions. 
He was everywhere at once. Nowadays 
there is not an author who wiR play 
with or even notice his children or his 
guests. But the superb and energetic 
Boz was a man, not a mere writing 
machine. How he threw himself into 
the fun, how he joked and sang and 
danced and mixed the punch! Great' 
nights, great nights 1 After the evening 
was over we went to bed, for Gadshill 
was an exceptional home. 

To read the works of Dickens with the 
complete knowledge of his character and 
habits that can come only from intimate 
personal intercourse, which is my privi- 
lege and, perhaps, mine alone, is to 
convert one’s life into a series of eye- 
openers, so wonderful are the similarities 
between the novds and our own times. 
For not only did the inspired and 
prophetic Boz draw exclusively from his 
own experience, as I have shown, for the 
incidents of his novels, but he was so 
great and Titanic as to force Life to copy 
him. Thus, how could there have been 
at Woodbridge the inoperative unpro- 
ductive author of my own name (but no 
relation) had not Boz first invented 


Captain Guttle? Again -every day, 
almost, the papers contain descriptions 
of a fracas (as the French say) with a 
cahman, which could not be so had not 
the creative and buoyant Boz shown the 
way in the early chapters of the immortal 
Pickwick, 

I can see the gentle and convivial 
Boz at this moment mixing a steaming 
beverage. He was almost a wizard with 
a ladle. I remember him making a 
drink entirely from borage and water, 
of which I partook very fi*eely. Of the 
night itself I remember nothing, nor 
does my diary help me, but the next 
morning I had a splitting headache. 
How gay and raillery-full was the ever- 
droll Boz as I sat at breakfast and ate 
nothing 1 “ What would you be like, my 
boy,” he said, “ if there had been any- 
thing stronger than borage in it ? ” I can 
see him now, as he ate his own meal. The 
brilliant and showy Boz used a knife 
and fork and stirred his coffee with a 
silver spoon. A delightful breakfast 
party it was 1 How many are gone 
now ! I left early, and the ever-courteous 
and kindly Boz suspended his opera- 
tions to accompany me to the door. 
How condescending in one so great ! 
What literary man would do as much to- 
day ? “ Good bye 1 good bye I ” he cried. 
I can hear him now, I can see him now, 
as he stood there framed in his piquant 
porch. If he had lived until 1912 he 
would have been a hundred year& old. 

How nobly the gay and hilarious Boz 
used to come down stairs I I seem to 
see him now descending in his own 
inimitable fashion, with his hand on the 
balustrade and putting one foot before 
the other. 0 those nights at Gadshill ! 
There was a billiard table, and now and 
then the resplendent and eccentric Boz 
and I would play a game. I can see him 
now as he chalked the cue as surely none 
but he could, rubbing the chalk on the 
little leather tip and then looking keenly 
at the table with those wonderful eyes of 
his — seeing eyes — to decide which ball 
he would aim at. He was a fair player. 

Gadshill was indeed a home. It is 
now a shrine for English and American 
pilgrims from all over the world. Never 
shall I forget my first visit to the house, 
with its rubicund exterior and piquant 
cupola. It was midsummer, and the 
ever-friendly and galvanic Boz insisted 
on my seeing the chalet, “No shilly- 
shallying about this,” I remember saying, 
and the joke pleased him. He repeated 
it at dinner ; not, as some literary men 
would have done, as his own, but giving 
me the credit, such was his bountiful 
and self-sacrificing nature. 


L’Entente Cordiale in Scandinavia. 

Sweden (to her neighbour.) “Norway, 
with aU thy forts I love thee stilL” 
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LILLIAN. 

n. — H er Disgraceful Stratagem. 

Every year Miss Mallet’s XI. plays 
ilr. Boodle’s XI. on ike Boodle Ashnrst 
ground. (“Miss Mallet ” is Tvliat Mr. 
l^DLE and many otlier people call 
Lillian.) Every year Somers and I help 
Lillian choose her team. (Somers is the 
doctor s son, and howls loiig-hops with 
his left hand I am sorry for all these 
brackets, hut there are some things that 
have to he explained, and I think Somers’ 
howling is one.) 

This year the committee sat on Lillian’s 
lawn, and said hard things about Mr. 
Boodle, and cricketers generally, and 
Mr. Boodle’s eleventh man in particular. 

“It’s Bellamy of Somerset,” I said. 
“He made a century yesterday. Who 
knows Ery? ” 

“Surely you do, Bill,” said Lilllan. 

Somers thought a moment. 

“I know a sort of cousin of Chaaiber- 
lain’s,” he said at last. He said it 
very proudly, being rather keen on 
cementing the Empire. 

“Dear Bill, so have we often heard. 
When I have an hour to spare we ’ll talk 
politics together. Dick, Bill’s hopeless. 
Can’t you help ? ” 

“No.” 

“I wonder how Mr. Boodle has the 
cheek to get a first-class cricketer down. 
He’s no sportsman.” 

“Boodle’s doing it very quietly. A 
friend of his knows the Bellamy man 
and said he ’d send him down. They ’ll 
probably put him in the score book as 
Jones.” 

Lillian sat thinking. 

“ Well, never mind that,” said Somers. 
“ What about our eleventh man ? ” 

“ Oh, didn’t I teU you ? ” said Lillian, 
suddenly. ^ ‘^I’ve got a man coming by 
the ten train to-morrow. Tommy ’s send- 
ing him.” Tommy is generally spoken j 
of in the country as “ Lillian’s brother.” 
I believe in town he has a proper pro- 
fession of his own. 

The ten train is the only decent train 
from town. It gets into Ashurst Junc- 
tion at 11.30, and from there you go by 
a single line to Boodle Ashurst. That 
is, of course, if you want to go to Boodle 
Ashurst. For our village the Junction 
is the best station. 

Lillian drove in next morning to meet, 
as she said, Tommy’s friend. She had 
told her fepiily that she didn’t know him, 
but coiild easily teU him by his cricket- 
bag. Well, the ten train puffed in, and 
out came a man with his bag. He spoke 
to the guard, and then walked along the 
platform to the local line. Lillian rushed 
up breathless. 

“ Mr. Bellamy ? ” she asked. 

Mr. Bellaaiy bowed. 

“Come along,” said Lillun, “I’m 


going to drive you out. It will be nicer 
than a stuffy train.” 

Do you begin to realise the enormity 
of Lillian’s conduct ? 

“ It ’s so good of you to come and play 
for us,” said Lillian, taking the reins. 

“ Come up, Berry, 

“ Be'iTy f ” said Mr. Bellamy. 

“Yes, isn’t he a dear ? ” 

]VIr. Bellamy began to laugh. 

“And that reminds me,” said Lilli^^, 
artfully ; “ we don’t want the other side 
to know we ’ve got such a splendid player 
on our side. Would you mind — of course 
it ’s awful cheek our asking you — playing 
under some other name? ” 

“ Certainly, if you like.” 

“You may choose any name,” said 
Lillian, magnanimously. 

‘ ‘ W ell — really — this is so sudden 

“There ’s a man in our village called 
Oakegger, but I shouldn’t have that.” 

“ Well, what about Derry, after your 
pony?” 

Lillian gave a sigh of relief. 

“ Thanks so much,” she said. “And, 
Mr. Bellamy,” she went on hurriedly, “ it 
would be rather awkward, wouldn’t it, 
if people called you Derry on the field 
and you didn’t answer at once, so may 
we all caU you Derby now, and I ’ll intro- 
duce you to father as Derry, and then 
you ’ll get used to it ? ” 

She stopped anxiously. 

“ What a joke ! ” said Mr. Bellamy, 
and began to laugh again. 

“You dear!” cried Lillian. She 
held out her hand. “ How do you do, 
Mr. Derby?” 

“ How do you do, Miss Boodle ? ” 
i Lillian pulled up the original Berry 
with a jerk, and looked despairingly at 
his namesake. 

“Boodle?” 

“I understood my host’s name was 
Boodle.” 

“ Oh no, no. Boodle ’s the man we ’re 
playing against. You must have mud- 
dled up the names somehow. Mine is 
Malley.” 

“Then how do you do, Miss MMxey? 
and I hope we shall beat Mr. Boodle.” 

“ Oh, hooray,” said Lillian to herself. 
“I’ve done it, I’ve done it, and aU on 
my lonesome.” 

At lunch we were aU introduced to 
Mr. Derby, and he seemed a pretty decent 
chap. Afterwards we drove to the 
ground, where we found Mr. Boodle 
looking as sick as if he had just been 
refused by Lillian. He tried to buck 
up when he saw us, but it was a pretty 
painful sight. It appeared that his 
eleventh man had not turned up. 

“That’s Bellamy,” I whispered to 
Lillian. “ What luck ! ” 

“I wonder why he hasn’t come,” said 
Lillian innocently. “ Perhaps he missed 
his train.” 

They won the toss, but I am not 


thinking of describing the game aU over 
again. I did one account for the Mid- 
Kent Herald^ and I recommend you to 
go for that. You will notice the modesty 
with wliich I treated my own brilliant 
howling, and the sympathetic reference 
to a heady piece of work on Somers’ 
part which led to a fine catch on the 
leg-boundary, this being his only wicket. 

Derry didn’t bowl, he said, so we put 
him at cover, where he was safe enough. 
Altogether they took a hundred and ten, 
which is not bad for the wicket. “ After 
tea Miss Malley’s XI. started upon their 
arduous task, Somers and Raven opening 

the innings all of which is pure 

Keiit Herald, Derry was given the 
place of honour, No. 3. 

But Derry never batted ; for how the 
first pair defied the bowlers, and how 
Somers hit while Raven blocked, and 
how we won by ten wickets — is it not 
written in the Mid-Kent Herald afore- 
said ? (But in different language. 
“ Somers,” I wrote, “ went for the gloves, 
while Raven played for keeps.”) 

At dinner that night Lillian was 
extremely pleased with herself, and of 
course we thought it was because we 
had won so easily. But when the 
dessert came on she picked up her glass 
and looked at Derry and said, “I beg to 
propose Mr. Bellamy’s health.” 

We aU stared ,at her, and Derry 
looked rather an ass. 

Then Lillian told us her sad, sad story. 
Of course we all yelled, and drank the 
Beixamy’s health, and said he was a jolly 
good fellow and all that, and we made 
hiih give us a speech. 

He got up slowly with a smile, and 
said : 

“ Miss Malley, Ladies and Gentlemen. 
Many thanks. I think it was a splendid 
joke, and it has had very happy results 
for me. But I know a joke almost as 
good. Bellamy is playing for the M.C.C. 
to-day, so he sent me to take his place. 
We thought it would be rather fun to 
pretend I was a county cricketer, as I 
nearly always make nought.” 

He couldn’t say any more, because we 
were aU howling with laughter at Lillian. 
At last she gasped out : 

“ Then who are you ? ” 

“My name,” he said, “happens to ho 
Derry.” 

Lillian screamed. 

“And after twenty-five years I ain 
quite used to it,” he smiled. 

It was rather a score off Lilllvn, don’t 
you think ? 


The Bangers of Homoeopathy. 

From a “Notice to Smokers” on the 
Palace Pier at Brighton: “You are 
requested not to throw lighted matches, 
cigar or cigarette ends, on the Deck as a 
prevention against Fire.” 
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ANY BAED TO ANY TYPIST. 

So vile the script that once I scrawled, 

So blotted and so blurred, 

Some centipede might weU have crawled, 
Ink-footed, o’er each word. 

In fact, my “ fist ” was such, it turned 
Each correspondent sick ; 

Some swore ’twas Greek, but some dis- 
cerned 

Traces of Arabic. 

And though my thought was bold and 
clear, 

Mellifluous my song, 

No Editor would lend his 
Until you came along. 

’Twas you who wu’ought, ingenious klaid, 
The miracle I sing ; 

My work, thanks to your kindly aid. 
Now sells like anything ! 

You disentangle words that seem 
A mass of awful knots ; 

You cross my “ t’s ” with skill supreme, 
You give my “i’s” their dots. 

Thanks to those swift and cunning types, 
By your fair hands caressed, 

This singer simply sits and pipes, 

And you do all the rest 1 

Now aU my crooked lines are straight, 
And you, with wondrous ease. 

Unlock the editorial gate 

With deftly-fingered “keys ! ” 


EIPER YEARS. 

For Ladies in Societt. 

The middle-aged woman for several 
years past (says the Daily Mail) has 
been a genus extinct, but there are now 
indisputable signs of her re-appearance. 
This is good news from a humanitarian 
point of view, and relieves us of a 
haunting fear that we should be reduced 
to studying stuffed specimens of her in 
the Natural History Museum. It seems, 
however, to have been a near thing, and 
we can only marvel at the persistent 
vitality of a species thus re-asserting 
itself after annihilation. 

If it is the mode in the near future to 
be middle-aged, we shall doubtless wit- 
ness a rivalry in the middle-aged sex as 
to who shall be the most middle-aged. 
We shall thus have an extreme in the 
middle, which is illogical and unthink- 
able, but doubtless within the possi- 
bilities of dressmakers and coiffeurs. 
And, as a woman is as old as she looks, 
we fear her looks wiU. be but middling. 
Still, better be tres mediocre in point of 
age and appearance than be out of the 
fashion. 

The various and hitherto rather un- 
happy ladies who were christened Alma 



A PLEASANT UNCERTAINTY. 

Glaantlc Guide “Ze last party zat was ^ere— no one xnew whezzer zey sevmped over 

^ OR WAS THROWN OVER I 


about the time of the Crimean war may 
now take heart of grace (whatever that 
may be) and pass a bdated vote of 
thanks to their respective godfathers. 
Any one with the name of Amelia, 
Alberta, Augusta, or other mid-Yictorian 
appellation, can similarly work it for all 
it is worth. 

The holiday season is now nearly over, 
and we are thus spared a symposium^ in 
the papers under the headings “Is 
Middle Age on the Increase? ” “ Are we 
too Mature?” “Is the British Matron a 
Failure?” and such-like heart-search- 
ings. Nevertheless, let the younger and 
the older generation see to it, and strive 
with all speed to mend their ways in 
point of Anno Domini. 

Meanwhile, we think the Home Secre- 
tary, or whoever handles these matters. 


has been somewhat lax in the first 
instance in taking no measures to 
prevent the elimination of a most useful 
class of the community. ^ We can only 
suppose it died of inanition with the 
diminishing demand for chaperons. But 
now that the Young Person is put in her 
proper place, Mellow Maturity, it appears, 
is again to the fore. 

We trust, we other male creatures 
entre deux dges^ that we shall not come 
down to breakfast one fine morning, and 
read in cold print that our genus, too, is 
regrettably extinct, even though there is 
a chance of resuscitation. We do not 
like these matutinal shocks, and enter a 
caveat in advance. This trifling with 
climacterics is unworthy of the best 
traditions of the Newest Journalism. 

Zig-Zag. 
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A BALLADE OF SHATTERED IDEALS. 

[According to the Irish Independent a sea-serpent has been caught 
at Derry. It was barely fire feet when measured.] . 

Oh fair traditions lit with golden haze, 

Destined, alas ! to vanish soon or late ; 

Castles whose distant glories Hope displays, 

That prove on nearer view hut brick and slate ; 

How does grim science, fiercely up-to-date, 

Delight to prove our old convictions wrong ; 

Now one more myth must share the self-same fate — 
The Great Sea-Serpent 's only five feet long. 

Giants who trod the earth in other days. 

Colossus set astride the ocean’s strait, 

Titans, whose bulk filled mortals with amaze, 

Children of Anak, long revered as great — 

What discount from your claims must we abate ? 
Were demigods much like the vulgar throng ? 

Was Hercules (Like us) some five foot eight? 

The Great Sea-Serpent ’s only five feet long. 

Back ! puny monster, then, avoid the ways 
And haunts of man ; in some dim cavern wait, 

Until mendacious mariners shall raise 
Afresh (your old repute to renovate) 

Old crusted yams, and to its pristine state 
Restore your legend, tiU, when faith grows strong, 

Men may forget the dismal estimate — 1 

The Great Sea-Serpent only five feet long, | 


Envoy. *■ 

Punch, prince of Editors, long obdurate 
To these niy feeble flights of slender song, 

An easier test henceforth I supplicate — 

The Great ^ea-Serpent 's only five feet long. 

The Edinburgh Catastrophe. 

Mr. Punch, who sincerely hopes that Sir Tpiomas Lipton is 
now weU on the way to recovery after his fall at the Volunteer 
Review, disapproves of the attitude of levity adopted towards 
Sir Thomas’s unfortunate accident by various persons. Thus, 
could anything be in worse taste than this heading in the 
Daily Dispatch ? : — 

A MAGNIFICENT SPECTACLE. 

Sir Thomas Lipton Thrown prom his Horse. 

Or the remark, from a correspondent who shall be nameless, 
that Everything at the Review came off beautifully ? ” or the 
suggestion that the gallant Bart, is to be known in future as , 
Sir Thomas Liptoff ? 

Pathetic Fallacy?’’ 

The Daily Chronicle of the 22nd announced on its poster : 
TOWN BURIED. 

Collapse of Mountain, 

Assuming that the Chronicle has got its facts in the right ; 
j order, we consider it most unusual for a large piece of land- 
I scape to be so sensitively sympathetic. 
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CHIID POETRY. 

[In view of tlie interest now being taken in 
tke above-mentioned pkase of the poetic art, as 
exemplified chiefly in the Windsor Magazine, 
Mr. Punch has been studying the matter, and 
has come to the conclusion that what is required 
to make such poems comprehensible by the 
average adult reader is a word or two of 
explanation in the last verse. He therefore 
offers the following as a model for future writers 
of child-poetiy. it will be seen that the exam- 
ple given preserves the general style, while at 
the same time the last four lines explain the 
whole of the poem.] 

I FLEW through. Goblin-gardens once, 
And half was land and half was sea. 

I saw the Moon go spinning round, 

As white as white could be. 

The windows writhed like fiery snakes, 

I saw a Comet flashing by. 

And all the Stars went flaring np 
Like rockets in the sky. 

I saw the Road-hog’s lantern flash, 

1 heard his great big carriage roll, 
And the Cellar-man kept pouring down 
A ton of Kitchen Coal. 

The Steeple quivered like a flame, 

It set a passing clond alight. 

And where it burned, the sparks flew out 
As bright as bright as bright. 

I’heard the Fairy Bell toll nine. 

It tolled until it broke its tongue, 

I heard the Anvil-man at work, — 

His hammer rung and rung. 

I heard the Goblin-train roar past, 

The Guard called out, “ Hullo ! he ’s 
down!’ ’ 

And'the Pavement-folk went waltzing by. 
Each with a fiery crown. 

I saw the Blue Man come along, 

With a glowing lantern in his belt. 
His feet were hot, and where he walked 
I saw the pavement melt. 

He picked me up, and there I found 
A fragment of banana-peel 
Some boy had thrown upon the path. 
Adhering to my heel. 


AN AUTHORITY ON EDUCATION. 

Speaeing the other day Lix)TD- 
George is reported to have said : “ They 
did not want the educational standard 
in Wales to be set by Lord Londonderry, 
who, with aU the advantages that wealth 
could confer, could not pass his Little 
Go at Oxford.” The instantaneous suc- 
cess of this sneer will doubtless lead 
Mr, Lloyd-George on to more ambitious 
efforts, and we may hope to read the 
following : — 

“ Speaking at Pwllheli the other day 
Mr. LiLOYd-George said : ' They did not 
want the Army to be led by officers, 
many of whom had never passed their 
Smalls at Sandhurst.’ {Loud applause,)'^ 

“ Speaking at Festiniog the other day | 



Angler {who has heen shown a rather elaborate salmon fly). “Would you kixdly tell me 
HOW THIS FLY IS TIED, AS I DELIGHT IN TYING MY OWN.” 

Shop-heeper. Certainly, Sib. The body is of the down of a bee’s back, dressed with 
OIL OF A plant from NORTHERN INDIA. ThE HACKLE IS OF THE THREE FRONT FEATHERS ON THE 
BACK OF A Golden Eagle. The tail is of the four longest hairs from the inside of the 

EAR OF THE MALE SaBLE BeAR, FOUND ONLY NEAR THE NORTH POLE.” 

Angler (reflectively). “ And I live at Beixton ! ” 


Mr. Lloyd-Georgb said : ‘ They did not 
want to be governed by a set of 
politicians to whom a rocketing partridge 
brought down with a left and right 
appealed so strongly that the Parliament 
of the people had to cease its labours by 
August the Twelfth at the latest.’ (Loud 
and continued sensation.y^ 

“ Speaking at Llanfairfechan the other 
day Mx. Lloyd-George said : ^ They did 
not want the House of Commons to he 
led by a man who gave more time ^nd 
care to the choosing of a putter or a 
stymie, than he did to the destinies of 
a nation.’ {Breathless silence.)'^ 

“Speaking at MachynUeth the other 
day Mr. Lloyd-George said : * They did 
not want the finances of the Empire to 


he controlled by gentlemen who mixed 
freely in a Society where Bridge was 
not only played for pound points, hut 
where at the beginning of each game 
one of the players asked another whether • 
or not he would care to double the club 
stakes.’ {Stealthy groans) 


According to the Yorkshire Daily 
Observer the recent race for the Motor 
Tourist Trophy in the Isle of Man was 
marked by many accidents. .Thus, 
while Mr. Hadley ran into a hedge, 
Mr. Downie (is there nothing in a 
name?) ran into a puhlic-house, and 
only continued the race “after con- 
siderable delay.” 
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A QUESTIONABLE STYLE. 

[“ It is expected that in a few weeks those 
ladies with sufficient enterprise to thoroughly 
acquire the new poise will become peram- 
bulating imitations of the note of interroga- 
tion .” — Daily Express, Sept. 21.] 

The new perambulating mode 
Appears a trifle eerie ; 

“When walking (says the latest code), 
A lady looks a ? 

This fashion will no doubt amuse 
The streetboy, ever cheery ; 

And Madame, when he airs his views, 
Will feel more queer than ? 

Is it that Woman, fully drest, 

Must grow of Nature weary, 

And stay, in feminine unrest, 

An everlasting ? 

Is it that she may cut a 

And beat the GtIBSON" Peri ? 

Is it the charm of something rash ? 

Is everything a ? 

I give it up — such riddles make 
Existence simply dreary — 

And with a ! my leave I ’ll take 
Of this, the latest Query ! 


A BLANK ON THE ’SCUTCHEON. 

I WAS immensely proud of that bag. 
It was not so much the old associations 
that clung to it — though it awakened 
memories of many a pleasant jaunt in a 
peculiarly vivid way — as the distinction 
it conferred on the person who travelled 
with it. It had accumulated in the 
course of years such a covering of labels, 
indicative of what Mr. Cook calls first- 
class travel, that to carry it was a pro- 
clamation of cosmopolitanism, and merely 
to look at it a liberal education. The 
labels were of every shape and colour, 
giving to the bag, quite' apart from 
their literary interest, a kaleidoscopic 
aspect that at once arrested attention; 
whilst the frequent partial superposition 
of one legend upon another offered to an 
intelligent public a most improving kind 
of missing-word competition, by which 
many of my feUow passengers were wont 
covertly to reinforce their knowledge of 
geography and modem languages. The 
national colours of many foreign coun- 
tries might also, if necessary, be studied 
from that bag: the somewhat conven- 
tional view of Vesuvius, for instance, in 
green and red and white which adorned 
one end was stiU partly visible beneath 
the md, white and blue of a Paris label. 
I think I set as much "store by its poten- 
tial power of instruction as by its 
actual announcement, several times 
repeated, that its owner had been a cabin 
passenger. 

It can readily be understood that I 
seldom allowed a bag of so much signifi- 
cance — sentimental and snobbish — to 


separate itself far from me when travel- 
ling in this country. The average rail- 
way porter, arnied with a paste-brush, 
has but little sense of the romantic, and 
would cheerfully obliterate the record of 
a journey to Baghdad or Bokhara with 
a Birmingham label, if in an unguarded 
moment you told him you were going 
to the latter place. Never shall I forget 
the Vandal who, having robbed me of a 
part of the reputation this very bag 
gave me by pasting the words Little 
Gaddesden over Oberammergau, actually 
expected to be rewarded for the outrage. 
It was only with the kindly help of 
Bella the housemaid, and some hot 
water, that I succeeded, on my return 
from Hertfordshire, in wiping out much 
of this vulgarity. 

That was the last occasion on which 
the bag had been out with me. It had 
for some weeks lain in the dark un- 
fathomed cave known as the box-room, 
but with the coming of August I began 
to feel that .it ought not much longer 
to waste its sweetness and light in such 
a situation. Fortune soon provided me 
with another opportunity of being seen 
about with it, and even of adding to its 
adhesive attractions. My old friend 
Harris, who comes of an ancient Highland 
family, has people who reside in the 
Island of Mull for at least a fortnight 
every year. I wrote to him two or three 
times, mentioning that I hardly knew 
whither to carry my bag this aut-umn, 
and after a considerable interval he 
replied that as I was evidently fond of 
fishing he supposed I might as well 
come to Tobermory. I at once accepted 
his genial invitation. Curiously enough, 
it 'was just what I wanted. Tobermory, 
sufficiently remote, and associated roman- 
tically with the Spanish Armada, was 
really not unworthy to have its name 
labelled upon the bag. Besides, there 
were several charming Miss Harrises. 
I pictured them aU meeting the boat, 
whilst I, as the steamer was being slowly 
moored to the quay, would stand on the 
upper deck, and, with a conspicuous 
display of the bag’s many-coloured 
testimony to my culture make the begin- 
ning of a favourable impression that 
might end in — who could say what ? 

The idea enchanted me. “Get out 
my bag ! ” I cried, as a knight of old 
might caU for his emblazoned shield 
when about to fare forth in quest of 
adventures, “the one with the labels, 
Bella ; ” and presently from an adjoin- 
ing room there proceeded that unmistak- 
able bang which means that Bella has 
placed something on the top of something 
else. As presumably my precious bag 
was involved in the disturbance I went to 
protect my property. And there, on 
'the bedroom floor, was certainly a bag — 
but surely not my bag. Bella, on her 
knees, was dusting the smooth, naked, 


unlettered thing with a strange tender- 
ness. “ I ’ve got aU them dirty bits o’ 
paper off it,” she explained cheerfully, 
“in my spare time.” 

There are thoughts that lie too deep 
for tears, just as there are bags (mine 
was now one of them) which have the 
air of never having been on land or sea. 


THE NEW BROOM AND THE 
NEW BIRCH. 

Eton College, 

Sept 22, 1905. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^You know, of course, 
that when we have a new Head the 
Captain of the school gives him a birch 
tied up with Eton-blue ribbons. Well, 
ray tutor gave us the subject for verses. 
This is what I shewed up. He said it 
wouldn’t do because the metre isn’t right. 
All the same it seems to me jolly good. 
What do you think ? Yours truly, 
Fourth Form. 

Salve, Lyttelton, Magister ! 

Virgam hanc coeruleis ter 
Vittis rite decoratam 
Sume, quaesumus, oblalam. 

Caedat culpae gravis recs, 

Levis decidat in eos 
Studiorum qui obliti 
Ludis fuerint periti. 

Tuum, 0 Magister, nomen, 
(Faustum sit et felix omen !) 

Omni civitatis statu 
Bello, Legibus, Senatu 
Et Ecclesia, honores 
Tulit. Propter bonos mores, 

Tuis, et exempla bona, 

Quid non debeat Etona ! 

Arbiter nostrorum fati 
Parce priscse libertati I 
Aurem, siquid Genius Loci 
Susurrarit, tende voci ; 

Noli leges alienas 
Legibus, vel poenis poenas, 

Addere, vel pensa pensis, 

Puer olim Etonensis ! 

Sic alumni te, Magister, 

“ Festum bonum socium ” bis, ter, 
Pleno gutture canemus ; 

Sic amore te colemus ; 

Melius sic ibunt dies ; 

Grata sic regnabit quies ; 

Sic pendebit ista virga, 

Flebilis quod desint terga ! 

* “ A joUy good fellow.”— F. F. 


The old Croydon Palace Theatre of 
Varieties is being renovated, and will 
re-open on Boxing Day under the title 
of the New Empire Palace. As the 
Croydon Guardian allusively puts it, “ a 
sphinx is preparing to rise from the 
ashes.” 
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A nA»-rriirN/^cr be roasted witlx a little overcoat of bacon,’ ‘ cooked in layers 

NG A PARTRIDGE. q£ picked white cabbage, fried slialots, a little white wine 

'.sional Suburban Correspondent) and enough water to cover it,’ and yon mnst be very careful 

home from the City last night I knew not to use the flctTYLheciu until it is sciignant. ^ But just you 

letliing had happened. read them for yourself, and you 11 see how it ought to be 

’ I said. “ Is anvbody dead ? ” And done.” 

; flew to poor Auntie. “I’ll do it iny own way,” I said, cholang back a sob, or 

but Dixon has had a brace of partridges not at all.” Here Harry lost his temper as usual. 

, Z - — r “But it’s so simple,” 


COOKING A PARTRIDGE. of pi^Ued 

(By an Occasional Siiburban Correspoyident) and enoug 

When ILutRY came home fi*om the City last night I knew not to use 
from his face that sometliing had happened. read them 

“Oh! what is it?” I said. “Is anybody dead?” And done.’’ 
of course my thoughts flew to poor Auntie. “ I ’ll do 

“ Iso,” he replied, “but Dixon has had a brace of partridges not at all.” 

sent him, and he’s — — - ■ ■ — 

given me half of it.” 

I breathed again. ^ y ‘ 

“ How sweet of him ! ” ^ * 

I said; “when shall ^ ^ 

we have ^ ^ ^ 

cooking now,” said 
EUrry. “ Coxddn’t we 

“\The\ash wffl 

my apron on and cook 

it at once.” \ ^ 

It was a plump 

young bird, and reaBy NONE BUT THE BRAVE DESERVi 

looked a picture when- — — . ; , . , ! 



he said, cuttingly ; 
“any idiot could do 
it.” I 

“ Then you can cook 
it yourself,” I replied, 
as with trembhng fin- 
gers I untied my 
apron, “and eat it 
yourself ! ” 

“ Right ^ 0!” said 
ITarry, with an un- 
pleasant smile. 

“And you’ll find 
the anchovy sauce and 
the candied peel in the 
cupboard,” I added, 
“and I haven’t any 
pickled cabbage, but 
there are plenty of 


I had placed it on the grid of the baking pan, nicely pickled onions, and if I ’d known you were going to interfere 
floured, with a lump of dripping on the top of it. At that in the kitchen I’d never have married you.” With that I 
moment the kitchen door opened, and Harry came briskly left him, and hunying up stairs flung myself on the sofa 


in, with five or six copies of the Daily Mail in his hand. 

“Let’s see,” he said, sitting down on a corner of the 
table, “how are you going to cook it ? ” 

“ In the oven, darling,” I replied, smiling. 


in a passion of teai“S. 

Haif-an-hour later, in spite of my grief, I became conscious 
of a nauseous odour rising from the kitclien, and, drying my 
eyes, I leant over the banisters and sniSed it gratefully. I 


“Yes,” said Harry, after a .pause, “but you know, dear, it also heard mufl3ed ejaculations in Harry’s voice, and con- 
ouo’htn’t to be on a grid ; and where ’s its little overcoat eluded he was talking to the partridge. Presently there 


of bacon ? ” 


came the smash of crockery and more conversation, and 


I may be unduly sensitive, but aspersions on my cooking I then the back-kitchen door was violently opened, and Harry, 

always upset me. apparently, went through into 

“It isn’t going to have . .. the garden. Next minute I 

one,” I replied, forcing a 1|/] heard him^ coming up the 

smile. iIm kitchen stairs, and I whisked 

“Oh! and where’s the I 1^"' 5 back into the room and was 

sausage ? ” said Harry. | ^ ^ entered. 

“ There ought to be some ^ 

long sausages, you Jpow.” I partridge ? ” 

glancing at the morsel in the “In the dusthole,” he re- 
baking tin, “ you ’ve mistaken ^ plied fiei'cely; and then for 

it for a turkey.” - ^ 

“Oh, no,” said Harry, re- -i; was wrapped up in a 

senting my flippant tone, VI 1 ^ ’ handkerchief, 
know what I’m talking about. “Oh, darling,” I cried, 

And there ought to be a carrot “what have you done ? ” 

cut in rounds, and white cab- ^ caught hold of the oven 

bage cut in quarters. The — door,” he said. “I forgot it 

DaU^ Mail says so. yfEEK we called attention to an advertisement in the Bury "'Yas hot. j t 

This was a facer, and 1 ximrs of “80 tear old Hens for sale.” We have just received smiiecL wanly, and, as 1 

was nonplussed, as he de- their portraits. dressed his burns, I knew he 

liberately opened the paper ; ; was mine once more ; the 

at the column headed “ How to Cook a Partridge.” partridge no longer stood between us ; we kissed again, with 

“Look here, Harry,” I said, suUenly, “you’d better let tears, and had the hash after all. 
me do it my own way.” =r======r======^^ 

“Then it wiB be dry,” he said with conviction. I felt 

my cheeks redden under the insult. Miss Edith King, the young American lady detective, who 

“ Was it dry last time ? ” I said quietly. spends her time capturing deserters, has announced to a press- 

“ Dryish,” he repBed. “Look here, darling, you ’re not man that she does not court notoriety, and never aZZozca TierseZ/ 
too old to learn, you know; let me read you one or two to he photographed. We cannot recaB a more remarkable 
extracts from the recipes of experienced cooks. ‘ It should instance of the sacrifices demanded by Art. 


apparently, went through into 

— -========— ----^^ ft® garden. Next minute I 

heard him coming up the 
kitchen stairs, and I whisked 
back into the room and was 
./ ^ ^ deep in a book as he entered. 

Where’s the partridge?” 

“In the dusthole,” he re- 
^ plied fiei'cely; and then for 
fhe first time I saw his 
hand was wrapped up in a 

. “what have you done? ” 

^ “I caught hold of the oven 

door,” he said. “I forgot it 
T) was hot.” 

TO AN advertisement IN THE BVRY rj -i j i j T 
SALE.” We have just received bxe smiiecL wanly, and, as 1 

dressed his burns, I knew he 

was mine once more; the 

partridge no longer stood between us ; we kissed again, with 


Miss Edith King, the young American lady detective, who 
spends her time capturing deserters, has announced to a press- 
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CHARiVARIA. 

It is autlioritatively declared at St. 
Petersburg that the Russian Govemment 
proposes to address the Foreign Powers 
with regard to summoning a second 
Hague Peace Conference. Measures 
wiU, we understand, be put forward 
with a view to making it impossible, in 
the future, for a little Power to buUy a 
big Power. 


Both the French and German couriers 

who left Tangier for ¥ez on 

the 8th inst. have been robbed ! 
by the natives, and a better 
feeling between the repre- , 
sentatives of the two Great 
Powers is now said to prevail. 


It has been suggested that steps should 
be taken by the L.C.C. to enforce a rule 
to prevent the industrial classes from 
riding in tramcars and . trains when 
garbed in clothing which proves offen- 
sive to fellow-passengers. The proposal 
is likely to meet with keen opposition 
from those concerned, as at present they 
are free from the unpleasant overcrowd- 
ing to which other persons are subjected. 


“Motor-cars as Boots” is the sensa- 
tional heading of a paragraph recording 


Theatrical Managers’ Association for 
allowing the performance of a sketch 
entitled “ Our Curate.” 


Beads, it is announced, are to be all 
the vogue this season for the fair se:!C, 
and ladies with beady eyes are brighten- 
ing up wonderfully. Meanwhile, for 
men, grouse bags are stiU the fashion. 


The Germans are about to 
attempt to make peace with 
the Herreros. They are said 
to have got the idea from the 
Russians, who, it will be 
remembered, recently came to 
terms with the victorious • 
Japanese. 


With reference to the lists 
of war-vessels belonging to 
Norway and Sweden which 
have been published in the 
Press, we are asked to state that 
in both cases several powerful 
outriggers and canoes have 
been omitted. 


The Sultan of Turkey has 
forbidden the introduction of 
wireless telegraphy into his 
country on the ground that it 
is “an invention of the Evil 
One.” Curiously enough this 
is the very personage, if we 
remember rightly, of whom 
the Sultan was alleged by a 
distinguished poet to be the 
most intimate acquaintance. 



“ Edwin Lutgens,” says the Express, 
“a tinsmith of Sparta, Wisconsin, 
scratched his name and address on a tin 
cup made by himself. The 
cup w'as eventually purchased 
by Louisa Henson, at Gothen- 
burg, Sweden. She sailed on 
Thursday for America to marry 
Lutgens.” We hope that the 
above notice will reach Mr. 
Lutgens in time ! 


Some persons learn a 
foreign language less easily 
than others. A notice has 
been issued in Paris to the effect that the 
Shah of Persia requires six teachers of 
French. 

As babies are constantly dwindling in 
numbers, a Congress has been sitting at 
Liege with a view to considering whether 
increased comforts and attractions cannot 
be offered to them. 


r(^0C 

Little Blithers. “ Oh, you seould have seen the Pygmies when you 
WERE IN Town. The oddest little beggars you ever saw in your 
LIFE, don’t you know 1 ” 


A weU-known motorist has 
been complaining of tlie cam- 
paign waged against motor- 
cars by humorous artists, who 
never seem to tire of depict- 
ing accidents. “ One common 
and ludicrous error in many 
drawings,” he said, “is the 
placing of the driver on the 
wrong side of the car.” But 
surely, in an accident, that 
is just where he would find 
himself ? 


At the same time the babies themselves 
are asking what possible good can come 
from a Congress to the deliberations of 
which not one of their own number has 
been invited, and they intend to refuse 
to be bound by such of its decisions as, 
may be distasteful to them. 


the invention of motor-boots. We must 
confess that upon the only occasion when 
we had a motor-car upon one foot, the 
sensation was far from agreeable. 


The total of the fines levied on motor- 
ists by the Andover Bench during the 
present year is stated to be now close 
upon £1000. The present fee for 
exceeding the speed limit is £3, but it is 
hoped that it wiU be possible to reduce 
this should the numbers be kept up. 

The rapprochement between Church 
and Stage has suffered a set-back. The 
managers of the Empire Music Hall at 
Islington have been summoned by the 


The report of the Metro- 
politan Commissioners of 
Police just issued shows that 
in the past year among the 
52,131 articles left in public 
conveyances were a rabbit, a 
pigeon, a cat, and a dog, but 
not a single elephant. Can 
any of our readers explain 
this ? 

The tongue spoken by the 
'youth arrested in Paris, and 
now proved to be a Tyrolese 
criminal, so bafSed the inter- 
preters that at one time they 
were convinced that he was 
speaking some Universal language. 


Our Dumb Friends. — “Captain Mac- 
donald, knowing that his boats were in- 
sufficient to hold everyone aboard, called 
for volunteers to stand by the ship with 
him and give others, including four 
women, a chance ^of getting ashore. Six 
horses responded, including the first and 
second mates, two wheelmen, and two 
watclunen .” — Worcestershire Echo. 


The Courtesies of Sport. — According 
to the Olohe of the 21st, “the Earl of 
Pembroke has been entertaining a house 
partridge at Wilton.” 
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THE DEAD AND THE QUICK; 

Or, Eov 5 the Books of the Year are Written. 

While Mr. Samuel Smith, “ Vidi*’ of the Times, and other 
pessimistic observers are lamenting the decadence of national 
fibre and the dry rot of London Society, our novelists, at least, 
show no symptoms of slackness or decline. Thus, in a 
publisher’s announcement relating to “t/ic novel of the year,” 

we read how “ Mr. keeps the romance well to the fore, 

although his characters play their parts in historical scenes 
and amid personages who have made and unmade history. 
To secure this effect has involved much careful study of 
the period, and no small amount of travel over the ground. 

M7\ has motored over many of the roads along uhich 

Napolsok rode so sloidy ninety years ago, but his chief con- 
cern has not been to re-write history, but to show it to us 
as it must have presented itself to those whose romance 
came to them while they were in tbe train of Napoleon, the 
most romantic figure of the last hundred years.” 

It is reassuring to learn that this noble example is not 
likely to be thrown away. Thanks to the resources of 
modem engineering Mr. Seth Bulgin has been able to pierce 
the heart of the Alps in a sumptuously equipped train de 
luxe many thousand feet below the exposed summits which 
Hannibal, the hero of his new romance, laboriously scaled on 
foot, splitting the most formidable obstacles by the lavish 
expenditure of the best Tarragon vinegar. These advantages 
will lend a peculiar vividness and vivacity to From Carthage 
to Cajpua, the marvellous narrative in which, by a free but 
wholly legitimate use of chronology, the role of heroine 
is entrusted to Dido, and that of villain to the notorious 
Carthaginian General. 

In order to get a more detached view of the theatre of his 
new novel, The Fall of Xerxes, than was possible to Bveon, 
we learn that Mr. Silas K. Crocking proposes to employ a 
swift turbine yacht, in which he will career from the Helles- 
pont to Salamis in a hundredth part of the time occupied 
by the Persian potentate. Again, thanks to the invaluable 
enterprise of Dr. Lunn, Mr. Crocking wiU be able to eat a 
quick lunch on the very spot where Leonidas and his 300 
Spartans painfully partook of their last meal. 

Readers who revel in wars and rumours of wars will be able 
to sup full of those delightful horrors in A Royal Flute Flayer, 
the great novel which Mr. Bert Maximum has written round 
the crucial period of the reign of Frederick the Great. Mr. 
Maximum, always a conscientious workman, has spared neither 
time nor travel in mastering his subject, and, thanks to the 
generosity of his publishers, Messrs. Boodle and Dibbs, who 
placed a magnificent 80 h.p. MercM^s at his disposal, he has 
been able, in less than seven days, to cover all the ground 
over which Frederick the Great spent seven years laboriously 
marching and counter-marching. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. . | 

As Foglerry had his losses, so Mr. Bram Stoker, reckoned 
as a novelist, has had his successes. But his earlier works, 
popular as they remain, do not approach the level of The Man 
(Hetnemann). My Baronite recognizes its place among the 
best^ half-dozen novels of the year. It starts on a note of 
originality rare in days when novels are turned out by the 
hundred. ^ The heroine, a beautiful, high-spirited girl, con- 
ceives the idea that, woman being at least the equal of man, 
there is no logical reason why he should have the monopoly 
of selecting a partner for life. She accordingly proposes to 
her childhood’s friend, Leonard Everard, who, exercising the 
equal alight of man, declines the proffered hand. This is a 
fantasy that would bore if carried too far, 1^. Bram Stoker 
skilfully uses it as the basis of his plot, and for the development 


of the character of his chief dramatis 'pe^'sonoe. The story is 
full of episodes that hold the reader at breathless attention. 
He wiU think nothing could be finer than the account of the 
saving of a child swept off the decks of a steamer in mid- 
Atlantic, tiU he comes to the story of the shipwreck on the 
English coast. ^ This need not shrink irom comparison with 
Diokens’s classic narrative of the wi-eck off Yarmouth to which 
Peggotty went to the rescue of Steerforth. It may be added 
that Miss Norman and Eai^old are the kind of woman and man 
with whom Thackeray occasionally made us acquainted. 
Admirably written, vivid in narrative, rich in character, pure 
in tone, absorbing in interest. The Man wiU be found well 
worth knowing. 


Sir George Trevelyan has done the State fresh service by 
revising and re-arranging his geux d'esprit of more than 
forty years ago. The^ title selected, Interludes in Verse and 
Prose (George Bell), is the only unsatisfactory thing about 
the book. For the rest we have some of the brilliant things 
tossed off with the energy and vivacity of the clever University 
man who is just beginning to feel his feet in the larger world 
outside the college quadrangle. The sparkling, tripping verse 
looks alluring, easy to write. Disillusion would follow upon 
attempt to supply a few supplementary stanzas. The prose 
portion, including the vivid narrative of the Siege of Arrah, 
a piece of literary work the uncle might have envied the nephew, 
is chiefly selected from the “Letters of a Competition Wallah.” 
Our old favourite, “.Ladies in Parliament ” (not improved by 
the new title bestowed upon it), reminds us that in those 
happy days of youth, the ex-Chief Secretary of Ireland was a 
constant contributor to the historic Old, pioneer of the 
abundant Society papers of to-day. ^ As far as my Baronite 
knows, there are only two other survivors of the light-hearted 
companionship — Lord Glenesk, then known as Algernon 
Borthwiok, and Drummond Wolfe, to-day a grave and reverend 
seigneur in whose spacious bosom are stored the secrets of 
many Chancelleries. In “Horace at Athens, ” an extravaganza 
in the classics written forty-four years ago, occurs the famous 
passage : 

Can this be Balbus, household word to all, 

Whose earliest exploit was to build a wall ? 

Who, with a frankness that I ’m sure must charm ye, 
Declared it was all over with the army. 

Sir George in the process of revision has resisted the 
temptation to bring the allusion up-to-date. It is obviously 
easy, and striking as showing how history repeats itself : 

Can this be Bobbus, household word to all, 

Whose latest exploit gave the Boer a fall ? 

Who, with a frankness that should much alarm ye, 
Declares it is all over with the army. 

To do the undergraduate justice the faultiness of the last 
j rhyme is as exceptional as it is daring. 


The Zoo : A Scamper (Alston 
Eiyers) by Walter Emanuel, 
with illustrations by John Has- 
SALL, will be a source of infinite 
delight to childhood and old 
age, and all that lies between. 
My Nautical Eetainer finds that 
the charming humour which Mr. 
Emanuel brought to those most 
popular of animal studies, A 
Dog Day, and The Snoh, is here 
renewed in all its freshness and 
piquancy ; while Mr. Hassall’s 
pictures are astonishingly clever 
and sympathetic. 
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CONCLUSIVE EVIDENCE. 

Courted (during a salvage ease). “ Anb how bo you aocohst fob BEMEMBEEnjo that iNCiBE'.rr 
OF THREE MONTHS AGO SO PERFECTLY ? ” Bo'snn. “ BeAINS, SiR — JUST BrATNR ! ” 


MODES FOR MEN. 

QiVitli grateful acknovdedgments to several 
weekly journals) 

The turning up of the cuffs of a frock- 
coat in order to show the rich sleeve 
lining will be quite the smai*t thing by 
the time London is full again. Two 
young men who strolled through the 
Park last week exhibiting this new 
fashion attracted marked attention. My 
readers should take good note of the 
change so as to allow proper length to 
the sleeves when ordering the new frock- 
coat, as very few tailors, so far, are aware 
of this clever notion, which has been 
devised as a pleasant change from the 
turning up of the trousers. Leaders 
may be. warned against the mistake of 
having both trousers and sleeves turned 
up simultaneously when walking. Such 
a style is only correct for carriage wear. 

The new colour for ties is a plain 
canary (not shot) with a small pattern, 
not exceeding the size of a florin, in a 
shade to match the tliree-quarter hose, 
which should be of champagne silk with 
openwork on the heel and instep. 

The new wing collar is coming in by 
leaps and bounds, and I have ordered a 
couple of gross to give it a trial. It is 
surprisingly comfortable, and does much 
to bring out the lines of a man’s throat. 
For those who wear long beards the 
change to this collar is not, perhaps, of 
much importance, but I may add that 
long beards are not likely to be thought 
smart this winter. 

Now that the evenings are drawing in 
and there is an occasional nip in the air, 
most men are longing to know of a 
serviceable under-vest. I have seen a very 
excellent article in scalded cream flannel. 
Chest protectors are never really fashion- 
able, and I predict for this under-vest 
a great success. If it is guaranteed 
unshrinkable it will only occupy half 
the space after washing, and wiU be 
found to fit quite tightly everywhere, 
yielding the grateful warmth so indis- 
pensable in this treacherous climate. 

Th$ best type of overcoat for the 
coming winter will be Roehampton in 
shape, but with the new Australian 
shoulder, and lined with velvet. There 
will be four seams at the back and three 
tails, while the pockets, which will have ' 
neatly pleated flaps, will be at an angle 
of thirty degrees. At the same time the 
new pyjama overcoat should not be over- 
looked. It is excellent for camping-out 
in December, when the air is often more 
chiUy than in September. 

Trousers will get wider as the winter 
advances, and Melton cloths are likely to 
be a rage for these garments, so essential 
to the appearance of the well-dressed 
man. An attempt to reintroduce front 
pockets has been frustrated, but a happy 
and rather neat compromise has been hit 


upon in the shape of a pocket cut on the 
cross. It should be noted, however, that 
there must be no pocket on the left 
side, the perfect balance of the figure 
being maintained by wearing the hand- 
kerchief in the left side of the opening 
of the vest. The handkerchief up the 
sleeve is now considered common, but it 
may be carried in the hand, a hand-bag 
for the purpose being rather effeminate. 

The cummerbund will not be worn 
by really smart men this winter. Waist- 
coats will button in front, and the 
opening for the tie will be about one in 
seven, a distinguished personage having 
set his face against anything more 
extreme in this detail. Colours have 
not yet been settled, but I fancy that 
vests of crushed salmon with checks of 
some qiiiet scheme, such as Stewart clan 
tartan, win be much affected. 


Now that so many men are out with 
the guns the subject of dickies is especi- 
ally appropriate. For walking up birds 
they have become quite modish ; but 
when the game is driven they are still 
rather risquL Another article of sport- 
ing attire, the respirator, changes little 
in cut as time goes on, and all the old 
favourite styles are as safe to-day as ever 
they were. Button boots are very little 
worn for shooting now, and for fasten- 
ing the sportsman’s foot-wear Honiton 
laces are completely driving out the old 
mohair and porpoise, the hides of which 
animals may consequently be expected 
to drop in price. Panama hats wiU be 
incorrect for cover-shooting. 

The new breakfast jacket has a storm 
collar lined with bean It is best with 
two yokes and coffee-proof lapels. List- 
slippers give it a very effective finish. 


VOL. oxxix. 
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THE HORRORS OF PEACE. 

[Being the bitter complaint of a Radical M.P., -^ho finds himself greatly 
inconvenienced by the new Anglo-J apanese Treaty, and deems it advisable 
that his engagement to address his constituents should he postponed till 
the effect ol this Tory triumph has blown over.] 

Teiis is a veiy awkward thing for me, 

This JiGvr Alliance in the name of Peace, 

Sealed by Consert^ative diplomacy 

'WTiich guarantees to her a ten years’ lease ; 

Others may count it as a common boon ; 

Myself, I call it most inopportune. 

For, being full of excellent ozone, 

I was to blow it off upon the stump, 

Explaining how I never yet had known 
A Government with so pronounced a slump ; 

And now this feat of diplomatic art 
Threatens to dislocate my apple-cart ! 

^\Tien, wiUy-nilly, all the 'World admits 
That they have done a monstrous clever deal, 

How can I well apply to Tory wits 
The usual epithet of imbecile ? 

Or say, “ What wonder if the Greater Powers 
Mock at a maudlin Ministry like ours ? ” 

How can I aptly ui’ge that British arms, 

Strong in their own unaided force and weight, 

Are good enough to cope with aU alarms 
In or about om* Empire’s Eastern gate ? 

I that have never kept this truth concealed : — 

We have no Army fit to take the field ! 

How can I argue it is hifra dig. 

To own a weakness in the Lion’s whelp, 

To own that India finds her task too big 
And needs to call Kuroki in to help ? 

I that have always very loudly said 
That our prestige is practically dead ! 

How can I hint that by this fatal pact 

We plunge a sword in Russia’s riven hide ? 

When well I know that, once she grasps the fact 
Of certain frontiers not to be defied, 

She will console herself with these amends : — 

“ Since there ’s no use iu fighting, let ’s be friends.” 

And, lastly, if I said that this combine, 

Rankling in jealous bosoms, might embroil 
Our cousinly entente across the Rhine, 

I doubt if anybody’s blood would boil ; 

I even apprehend that ribald folk 
.Might treat it as a pleasantry, or joke. 

All which considered, I had best defer 
The apostolic progress I had planned, 

TiU more congenial events occur 
(Such as a mutiny upon the Rand) 

To put the Tories’ triumph out of mind, 

And prove them, once again, obtuse and blind. 

0. S, 


The IdOzig Result of Time.’’ 

“Mr. Winston Churchill, M.P. for Oldham, has grown, a 
moustache. He has nearly finished the important work upon 
which he has been engaged for the last three years. . . . ” 
— Halifax Evening Courier, 


Zoological Specialist (gazing at solitary sea-dion in the Dublin 
Zoo), Where ’s his mate ? 

Irish Keeper, He has no mate, Sorr. We just fade him 
on fish. 


A REMINISCENCE. 

We had missed him again — a closer shave than ever. If 
the lieutenant had put a few men to 1)lor*k the spruit, as 
Harry entreated, we should most certainly have bottled up 
the slim De Wet. But that spruit behind the farm served 
as his back door, and all we had for our trouble were six of 
the raggedest warriors ever seen, and a score of played-out 
screws. Harry was our colonial scout and general godfather ; 
born at Heilbron, and knowing the country like the pahn of 
his hand. But what is that to coming out near the top of 
the list at Sandhurst ? 

So there we were, jogging back to Kroonstad through the 
bush, and full of swear-words as a Kafl&r’s dog is of in- 
dustrious fleas. 

Presently we passed a cleared patch of, perhaps, fifty acres. 
Evidently some time had elapsed since it was cropped. “ My 
c’lonial oath ! ” remarked our Australian Briton, “ if this yere 
don’t remind me of the Gawd-forsaken Murray scrub, an’ no 
mistake ’baout that. Was we in this burn-out, ’Arry? ” 

He pointed to some charred walls and a chimney, mute 
and melancholy remnants of the original skiUion and bam. 

“Lor’, old son,” Harry answered, good-naturedly superior, 
“that’s Daly’s old place. The fire happened years ago. 
Didn’t none of you never ’ear teU. of Bosthoon 9 ” 

We had not. So he told us how this same clearing had 
been celebrated for its first-class mealies and an instance of 
extraordinary equine acuteness. Jim Daly belonged to one 
of the early circus shows coming to South Africa. He met 
with an accident which lamed him and compelled him to 
retire from the profession. He settled on this particular 
clearing in company with a horse imported from Ireland, and 
therefore christened Bosthoon. The animal was preternatu- 
rally gifted and sagacious. Being a bachelor, Daly had no 
woman near to make things lively, and time passed some- 
what heavily on the lonely holding. Teaching his horse the 
old tricks grew from a casual amusement into a serious habit 
with Daly, who wonderingly noted that Bosthoon' s imitative 
faculties were seldom at fault. 

By degrees he trained the horse to lie on its back and keep 
an empty kerosine tin dancing in the air with its feet. 
Bosthoon, besides, soon became able to sit on a bench, smoke 
a pipe, and drink tea out of a pannikin specially provided 
with a big broad handle through which the horse could pass 
a hoof. For want of better company, Daly used to spend 
most of his evenings in Bosthoon' s society. Sitting before 
the shanty thus, Dait got to talking at Bosthoon, who, watch- 
ing the movements of liis master’s lips, would attempt a 
reply. The intelligent animal’s inclination was diligently 
cultivated, and presently Daly had the intense satisfaction of 
hearing Bosthoon distinctly pronounce the words “Papa,” 
“ Mamma,” “Tea,” “More,” in a rough, deep, loud voice. 
Curiously enough the animal seemed incapable of whispering, 
a drawback which made the safe exchange of confidences 
impracticable. 

Among other exercises, Daly taught Bosthoon to open the 
I front door every morning at five o’clock. He accustomed the 
horse to march from the stable when an alarum, set always at 
that hour, went off, lift one foot up to the old-fashioned latch, 
and press against it until the door yielded. By degrees the 
manoeuvre was performed so punctually that Daly found aU 
necessity for setting the alarum entirely obviated. 

It occurred to Daly one night, after the usual practice 
with the horse, that if Bosthoon could be taught to cry “ Fire ! ” 
should accident bring it, and give the alarm, the chance of 
damage from the terrible element to his large, new, neatly 
thatched bam would be greatly lessened. He endeavoured to 
accomplish this by holding|a shovelful of ^burning embers 
under Bosthoon' s muzzle, . shouting “Fire!” meanwhile, 
and inducing repetitions of the latch trick. After spending 









an hour in the task, Daly could not 
obtain from the horse a single formulation 
of. the desired word, and, pitching the 
embers carelessly away, went disap- 
pointed to bed. 

He could never tell whether that first 
hoarse cry of “ Fire ! ” rang through his 
brain as an accompaniment of nightmare, 
or after he had awakened. But it 
seemed as if he was no sooner comfort- 
ably asleep again than “Fire 1 ” formed 
the staple of another cry. Next came 
the sound of the latch’s opening, with 
an additional yeU of “ Fire ! ” ^ Daly 
recognised Bostlioon^s voice, smiled to 
think how the effectiveness of his train- 
ing had thus been practically exemplified, 
struck a light, found it barely past 
midnight, anathematised the clever 
animal, and dropped once more into 
peaceful slumber. 

Again that cry of “ Fire ! ” and batter- 
ing at the latch forced him awake. He 
started up, annoyed at Bosthoon^s con- 
ceit. Presumption on a newly acquired 
accomplishment formed just the one 
thing which in animals or men roused 
Daly’s bitterest spirit of opposition. A 


long bullock whip hung conveniently 
near. Gripping this, Jim sallied in his 
night-shirt from the front door, firmly 
intending to teach Bosihoon a lesson in 
proper modesty. To his utter dismay 
he saw the baim in flames and nearly 
burnt to the ground, while Bosthoon 
capered madly about, bellowing “ Fire ! ” 
in tones calculated to bring an envious 
blush on the bulb of a fog horn. Then 
sparks rained on the tindery shingle roof 
of the shanty, and soon nothing remained 
of Jim’s possessions beyond the charred 
walls and chimney, scanned by every 
passing traveller ever afterwards. 

It w^as clear that the live ashes so 
lightly tlirown away had worked the 
entire mischief. It was, as weh, none 
the less clear that had J iM given 
Bosthoon^ s warning the attention which 
the intelligence of the noble animal 
deserved, the disastrous fire might easily 
have been put out. 

Bosthoon did not long survive this 
want of confidence cn the part of his 
master, dying peacefully at Ennelo, 
smoking a long sweet briar to which he 
was passionately attached. Daly went 


fossicking on the Rand, struck heavy 
gold, and later bought back the desolate 
acres merely for the sake of their inex- 
tinguishable associations. 

Haery’s artless recital— here faithfully 
summarised — ^was just ended when the 
terse order rang in our ears : — 

“Trotl Gallop! 

And miles were quickly separating us 
from what had once been the home of 
Bosthoon, 

The Pedantry of Sport. 

First Golf Maniac, I played a round 
with Captain Bulger the other day. 

Second Q, M. When did you get to 
know him? 

First 0. M, Oh, about the end of the 
Gutty Ball Period. 


Life’a Little Ironies. 

A shop in the Strand has been exhibit- 
ing some engravings of celebrated Judges 
(framed complet^, together with the 
sinister legend — 

“All these are^eeady for Haxgixg/’ 
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. I . . He looked such a fool as he said it I started well by finding the ball, 

LILLIAN. that I knew directly what was up. standing on it, and issuing vague 

Iir. — B it of Ancie^h* History. “I thought it was Luxiait,” I said. directions to Lilliaij as to where it was. 

‘‘I SUPPOSE you do really want to marry “No, Grace.” ^ This might have gone on indefinitely, 

Lillian?” said Grace. " “Hang it, you might have told me had she not decided on a business-like 

This was too much. I stood up and before. Here I Ve been wasting my method of looking for it. She mapped 

became heavily sarcastic. SoiiERS says time being pleasant to another man’s out a Httle square for me some yards off, 

that sarcasm is bad for me, and being a girl. All right, play with her. We and then as soon as my back was turned 

doctor’s son he should know. But there shall beat you badly.” she actually went and found the thing, 

are times when one must take one’s life “ Oh, Dick, thanks awfully,” he said. “Now let’s see what I can do. 

in one's hands. “But I don’t know when you’ll get Where ’s my mashie ? ” 

“ Do the Liberals want a dissolution ? ” your chance,” I went on. “We can 1 should have said a “spud” was 


doctor’s son he should know. But there 
are times when one must take one’s life 
in one's hands. 

“ Do the Liberals want a dissolution ? ” 


said, bitterly. “ Oh no ! Does the never be far away from each other on more the kind of thing she wanted, but 


Times 


new subscribers ? Does links this size.” 


M. Witte want to be interviewed by Mr. 
Biathwayt? Do the farmers want ” 


somehow she got the ball out, and about 


“ Oh, I ’ve thought of that,” he said five yards further on. 


LATHWAYT? Do the farmers want ” eagerly. “ If you slice your ball at the “ Two. Now, Dick, one of your really 

“Yes, yes. And how do people get eighth tee it’ll be aU right.” And he brilliant shots.” 


what they want ? By sticking to it.” 
“As the fly said.” 

“What fly? Oh, I see. It’s a joke. 


added most unnecessarily, “You gene- 
rnhy do.” 


I took a mashie and looked round. I 
saw Grace swing her club, and the two I 


WeU., after aU he was a brother. At of them walk on a bit. I should have 


Well now, do pull yourself together, and | the eighth tee (being then seven up) 1 1 to hold the fort a little longer. I hit as 


I ’ll help you however I - 
can.” 

And then Grace 
smiled very prettily to 
herself, and blushed a 
little, and I know she 
was thinking of how 
Lillust and I helped 
her to marry Arthur. 
Or the other way roujad. 

Arthur is my elder 
brother. We four were 
staying at Grace’s 
father’s place at the 
time, and Grace’s father 
is a very enthusiastic 
golfer. He is too old to 
play now, but in the 
days of ids prime he 
collected ah his lawns 
and orchards and 
chicken runs and brick 
walls and turned them 
into a small links. Here — 
the four of us used to play. 


A PROTEST, 

Any 

(Vide ^‘Any Bard To Typist* 

‘‘Punch,’’ 27ht Sept. 19o5) 


You lately sir addvanced the creed 
(W ith which i cannot say i’’m bitten) 

‘ ’What manuscribed no man§can read 
is lucid when typ e-writer writTen 
Plaeea Se tell me how you .7o came to si] 


came 


In fa vourof thissortof thing 


- hard as I could. 

“Bother,” I said, “ it’s 
in again. Three.” 

“Dick! You aren’t 
knocking in nails. Four. 
Well, that ’s a hit better. 
Now do be careful.” 

“Five. I say, I am 
sorry.” 

“ Oh, let ’s pick it up.” 

“ No, no. We must 
win every hole now. 
And they aren’t out of 
the long grass yet. Six. 
Bad luck.” 

Alrthur is a nervous 
sort of chap, and takes 
some time to pull him- 
self together. If you 
had walked across to 
him and Grace at, say, 
our ninth shot, you 
would nrohablv have 


into a small hnks. Here— ^ —would probably have 

the four of us used to play. Ltlllak was drove off for us. The haU fairly flew in arrived just in time for the proposal, 
much the better of the two girls, and the direction of cover point, and dropped As far as I can gather from the two of 
though I ’m not much good myself I am in the long grass there. them this was how it was done, 

a hit classier than Arthur. So, you see, “Good old Dick,” said Arthur. “There “Sixteen. Now, Mr. Arthur, do try 

Grace and I used to take on Lillian and he goes again ! ” (And poets say there and hit the haU this time.” 


Arthur about three times a day. 

In those days I hadn’t yet got that 


is such a thing as gratitude !) 
“ Oh, Dick,” said Lillian. 


aU-devouring passion for Lillian that never get out of that.” 


occupies my present waking moments. 
In fact, I was rather leaving her for 


“I bet Arthur’s is worse.” 


“Seventeen. Grace, I may caU you 

“ We shall Grace, mayn’t I ? Grace ” 

“ You ’re deliberately hitting the baU 
into the thickest places you can find. 


Arthur, Grace looking 


It was. Never in my life have I seen Eighteen. Oh, I shall pick it up.’ 


dece,nt a hall pulled so badly. It rose up against “No, no. Look, they’re still stuck 


when “driving.” But on a never-to-be- the wind, and then fell plumb into a there. Grace, dear, I We been waiting 

£ xj. j A ^£ J j ‘ , T ’.1 ’ o 


forgotten day Arthur came 


the patch of dandelions, marguerites, and 


smoking-room after lunch with a look things — all as thick as could be. “I 
of grim determination on his face, and say ! ” said Grace, reproachfully. 
Lillian’s clubs in his hands. Lilll\n and I marched to the right, 


‘Dick,” he said, with the air of a Grace and Arthur to the left. Now one- 


— ^nineteen, bother, your turn ” 

“I don’t think — twenty — you ought 
to talk to me like this.” 

“ Grace, I must teU you — twenty- 


“ You’re not trying — twenty-two 

“ Oh, if you only knew how I want- 


conspirator, “I want to speak to you.” Grace aU through had been talking no “You’re not trying — twenty-two ” 

“ Speak on,” I said. end, in a nervous sort of way, and Arthur “ Oh, if you only knew how I want 

“ WeU, it ’s like this. This is my last had hardly said a word. So I guessed he twenty-three— to teU you ” 

day here. We ’re having our last game would want aU the time he could get to “Twenty-four. Oh, but this is too 

together, and we’ve only just time for bring the thing off, and that Grace would ridiculous!” 

it^ before my train goes. May I play do aU she could to keep him away from “ This is much the most difficult hole 

with Grace this once ? I ’ve a particular it. (I can’t think why girls are like this.) — twenty-five — Grace 1 ” 
reason for asking.” And I thought I might help him a hit. “ Well— twenty-six.’’ 
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Grace, I loTe you — twenty-seven.” 

Oh, Arthur ! — twenty-eight.” 

“Oh, my darling!” 

“Don’t. They can see us. Quick, 
it’s your turn. Twenty-nine. Good 
shot, dear. We shall do it in thirty-one, 
I do believe.” 

I saw them walking slowly (and very 
close together) towards the green. 1 
seized my mashie. I took the Taylor 
stance and the Braid grip. 

“ Now,” said Lillian, “ we ’ve got it a 
bit oat at last. You’re playing the 
twenty-ninth.” 

“Fore!” I cried — ^and played the 
twenty-ninth. 

“The most extraordinary shot I’ve 
ever seen,” said Ajrthur, as we came up. 
“ Holed from there ! ” 

^ “Pretty decent,” I said, airily. “ What 
did you take ? ” 

“ Thirty-one.” 

‘ " Thirty-one ? Great Scot ! W e j ust 
— er — toddled across in — twenty-eight, 
Lillian ? ” 

“ Twenty-nine.” 

“Twenty-nine. It’s not much of a 
match for you, I ’m afraid.” 

Arthur took Grace’s hand. 

“ Good enough for me,” he said. 

o 

And I fancy that was what Grace was 
thinking of when she said she would 
he]p me with Lillian whenever she could. 


THE SEAL AND THE POLAR 
BEAR. 

Once there lived a Polar Bear, 
Where the North ’s magnetic ; 

Creamy white his trousers were, 
And his glance pathetic. 

For he loved a little Seal, 

Who despised his passion, 

Scorning every fond appeal 
In the coldest fashion. 

Serenades in vain he played, 
Vainly corybantic, 

Danced the Arctic fling and made 
Half the Penguins frantic ; 

Climbed the Pole that coyly shuns 
Expedition leaders ; 

Begged imaginary buns 
From pretended feeders. 

Up she turned her nose in pride, 
Down she curled her whiskers, 

Vowed she never could abide 
Sentimental friskers. 

He, rebuffed each day anew, 

Found his health affected. 

Lost his appetite, and grew 
More and more dejected. 

Desperate he made his way 
To an iceberg sailing 

For the Continent one day ; 

Then she started wailing. 

“Algernon” (such was his name), 
“ Let us not be parted ! ” 



“Is Mr. Forbes in?” — “No, Sir.” “Is he on the Telephone?’ 

WHERE HE IS, SiR.” 


‘I don’t know 


Ah ! too late repentance came, 

For the berg bad started. 

Algy soon in sunny France 
Drew large audiences, 

Sang his songs and danced his dance, 
More than paid expenses. 

But the little Seal, bereft, 

Couldn’t stand the racket, 

Pined away till nought was left 
Save a sealskin jacket. 

W ayward beauties ! Notice here 
For yourselves a warning ; 

Waywardness may cost you dear, 

Take no pride in scorning. 


She, whose haughty maidenhood 
Bade her say she wouldn’t, 

When at last she thought she would, 
Found, poor dear, she couldn’t. 


A Probable Exchange of Courtesies. 

[“ M. Bouliguine, Minister of the Interior, has 
decided that Siberia may have fifteen repre- 
sentatives in the Duma .” — Daily Mail.} 

It is not yet decided in what numbers I 
the Duma will eventually be represented 
in Siberia ; but it is anticipated that the 
latter will be more than repaid. 
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SINGULAR ADVENTURE OF A 
PET BOMBAY DUCK. 

To the Editor of ^^PimchT 

Dear Sir, — ^Knowing your deep and 
affectionate interest in the animal world, 
I venture to send you the following 
simple narrative. On Thursday morn- 
ing last I read aloud to my family at 
the breakfast table that extraordinarily 
beautiful and poignantly pathetic letter 
of Mr. BLvrold Begbie on “The Death 
of a Dog,” fi'om the Daily Mail of the 
previous day. My wife and children, 
aged respectively 39, 7, 9, 14, 16, and 
18, were deeply affected by the touch- 
ing recital, and our parlour-maid, who 
came in during its progress with a 
further supply of bacon and eggs, was so 
engrossed that she dropped the dish on 
the floor, which had only been covered 
with fresh linoleum last week. But the 
member of our family circle who was most 
affected by Mr. Begbte’s noble prose was 
our great pet Quamho, a beautiful little 
semi-Bombay duck, endeared to us and 
to a large circle of our friends by reason 
of a remarkable joyousness and vivacity 
of disposition, which could not fail to 
inspire s^unpathy and create affection 
even in those who never have and never 
will set eyes on him. 

But from the moment of my reading 
that letter Quamho was a changed being. 
His appetite dwindled, his plumage 
wilted ; he no longer joined in our part- 
songs^ after dinner — in which his rich 
and oily contralto was quite inimitable— 
his joy left him, and he crawled pain- 
fully about the house and garden, with 
arched back and drooping fins, gazing 
up at us with a sublime piquancy in his 
eyes which was enough to out-harold 
Harold Begbie himself. None of us 
could, stand it. The parlour-maid gave 
warning, and to make matters worse a 
robin “ wept ” all the tune close to the 
house. On Friday night we missed our 
faithful little friend. Round and round 
the garden and through the shrubberies, 
wuth candles, with acetylene bicycle- 
lamps, tandstickors, braided fusees, biiUs- 
eyes, fireflies, in short with every form 
of iliuminant that science could supply 
or fancy prompt, ^ we hunted and ,we 
hollcaeil, calling him by all llis endearing 
abases, promising hin every form of 
entertainment, including Drake's Drum, 
the Harmsworth's Eneydopcedia, and 
even half-an-hour’s tete-d~tite with Bart 
Kenedy., AH in vain. And all the 
while the robin “ wept ” roundly, and the 
Cochins, moved by some strange Asiatic 
aflBnity to their lost playmate, sobbed in 
solemn unison. 

Personally, I had given up the chase 
in stark despair and was making my 
way home at 6 a.m:. thoroughly worn out, 
when a sudden inspiration seized me 


and I toned back to the artesian well at 
the corner of my Dutch garden. Truth, 
says the proverb, bes at the bottom of 
the well, and Quamho was the soul of 
veracity. With the aid of willing hands 
I was swiftly lowered down the abyss, 
and there, sure enough, faintly quacking, 
I discovered the beloved truant, with the 
portions of a newspaper protruding from 
his bill. We were swiftly hauled up to 
the outer air, and further examination 
revealed the unquestioned fact that our 
devoted little friend had literally en- 
deavoured to swallow the narrative which 
I had read aloud at breakfast the previous 
day, but failing in his heroic attempt 
had descended the well to hide his 
humiliation. Restoratives were applied 
— amongst which Ktimmel was by far 
the most effective — and I am thankful 
to say that at the moment of writing, 
Quamho is in a fair way to convalescence. 

Why he should have chosen this spot 
I have already endeavoured tentatively 
to explain. For as I review all the facts 
of the case I cannot help thinking that 
in thus steabng away from human 
caresses, he sought to hide the pain of 
his loss from those young fives so devoted 
to his pleasure, driven by that mystic 
sympathy with Truth which, when all is 
said and done, is the guiding star of 
feathered as well as featherless bipeds. 

H. 0. Phibbs. 

Fair ’OaTcs Villa, Fahenham, 


A CANINE WONDER. 

Dear Punch,— Mr. Harold Begbie’s soul- 
stirring letter in the Daily Mail of 
September 27 has roused my deepest 
sympathy. It is some time since I 
wrote of the weird insight into the soul 
of things displayed by 3ie spaniel Sniff, 
who committed suicide on the general 
lines of Cato Uticensis, but with the 
assistance of poisoned meat. I have 
now to record a worthy parallel in the 
behaviour of my beloved mongrel, Tim. 
Tim has been brought up hand and 
glove with a Persian pussy of the most 
refined instincts. Dearly did they love 
one another, till the feline mew was 
hushed by the hand of death. We held 
a solemn funeral, and Tim looked on. 
He would willingly have been buried in 
the same grave, but could do nothing, 
absolutely notliing, to assist. Mark the 
sequel. The next morning I saw the 
grief-stricken animal rehearsing every 
detail of the ceremony. He carried a 
big bone to represent his departed 
friend, dug a grave with his forepaws, 
and deposited his burden within it. So 
distracted was he in his sorrow that, 
when I sympathetically interfered, he 
snapped at me! I need say no more, 
but will add my signature of a few years 
A Real Enthusiast. 


AMERICAN MODESTY. 

[“The Americans have the reputation of 
being a boastful people, but the recorded facts 
of history make exaggeration impossible.” — 
The New York Army and Navy Journal.] 

I guess it used to rile me some 
To hear you British say 
We Yankees brag about our flag 
Across in U. S. A. 

But now I hear such charges come 
With dignified sedateness ; 

My appetite they do not mar, 

Nor even give my pride a jar, 

Because I realise they are 
The penalty of greatness. 

We tell of some historic act — 

James River or Bull Run — 

And you suppose we draw long hows 
About the deeds we ’ve done. 

We simply can’t 1 The very fact 
^ Forl3ids exaggeration ; 

For any sane and truthful quill 
Admits that Alexander’s skill 
Pales before ours at Bunker’s Hm 
When we became a nation. 

You talk of Marlborough, you prate 
Of Clive and Raleigh too. 

You boast of Blake and Francis Drake, 
You vaunt your W'aterloo ; 

But you forget our greater great 
Who fought in gallant manner— 
The countless Colonels who have filled 
Our annals — ^heroes who were killed. 
Or, at the very lowest, drilled 
Beneath the spangled banner. 

The least event, the smallest deed * 
Recorded of our land, 

Is big with fate, supremely great, 
Superlatively grand. 

Then when we use the word we need 
Why brand us empty braggers ? 

If we describe our naval men 
As staggering the world, can pen 
Use any other language when, 

In point of fact, it staggers ? 

Our cheeks would blush with shame 
to use 

Exaggeration’s art ; 

If there ’s a thing to which we cling 
It is a modest heart. 

But Truth must also have her dues, 
And therefore it is clear to us, 

If we have been designed by Fate 
As preternaturally great. 

Our bounden duty is to state 
The facts as they appear to us. 


Is notliing to remain sacred from the 
curious eyes of municipal authorities? 
“In Chicago,” we learn from the Belfast 
Evening Telegraph, “loaves of bread 
must bear the weight and the name of 
the baker.” We can understand their 
wanting to know his name; hut his 
weight ! Surely this is an impertinence. 


[ago. 



CHURCH AlTD STAGE. 

[The recent participation of a Oongregati<mal 
minister in a theatrical performance, ■with a view 
to making his religions services more w’idely 
knovm, suggests the following possibility :] 

No more extraordinary scene has pro- 
bably ever been presented upon the stage 
than that witnessed on Saturday night 
at the Southsea Pantechnicon, when the 
Bishop of Portsmouth Aisp Wight carried 
out his project of appearing in a travesty 
of Eamlet, Prince of Denmark, with a 
view to commending the Decayed Curates 
Fund to the audience Opinions may 
differ as to the methods of the Et. 
Rev. Gentleman — indeed he candidly 
admitted to an interviewer that they do 
among liis brethren of the Cloth — ^but no 
one after being a spectator of the en- 
thusiasm that greeted his appearance on 
this novel occasion can question the 
popularity of the Prelate, or do otherwise 
than admire him as an exponent of wide- 
aproned philanthropy. A packed house 
was laughing heartily at the clever 
antics of the protagonist who had just 
uttered the words “Angels and ministers 
of grace defend us ! ” when a gaitered 
figure sprang through a trap-door, grace- 


fully leapt before the footlights, waved i 
an episcopal crosier and, without further 
ceremony, said ^ 

“This is the first tune I have had the 
pleasure of addressing a music-hall 
audience, though I have psisted at 
numerous diocesan councils.” 

The incongruity of the situation was at 
once apparent, and it became more striking 
when his Lordship added, in a friendly,' 
colloquial way, “I think you know me, 
but I really doubt my own identity to- 
night.” Hearty laughter and applause 
greeted these words. The Bishop then 
plunged into the Decayed Curates Fund. 
Though he could hardly be called an 
old stager, he knew a good deal about 
what Shakspeare, doubtless thinking of | 
his (the speaker’s) diocese, had rightly 
called “-A see of troubles.” (A^lause.) 
He was there, to quote the immortal 
Bard again, to “ take up alms ” on behalf 
of decayed and indigent curates. He 
had arranged for his hat to be sent 
round, and the only request he had to 
make was that threepenny bits should 
be regarded as ** outside the radius, a 
sally received with great cheering. 

The Right Rev. Gentleman then moved 
■ Ito the “wings;” thunderous applause 


accompanied his steps. Returning to 
the front he made the following remarks: 

“I have consulted a lexicon of slang, 
and find that this ebiiUition of feeling 
corresponds to what is there termed a 
‘call.’ WhatshaUIdo?” “Sing ‘Good- 
bye, Little Girls, Goodbye,’” burst 
from scores of lips. The Bishop there- 
upon without any form of accompaniment 
broke forth into the well-known song, 
the audience joining in the chorus. At 
the conclusion he left the stage, and the 
protagonist, again repeating “Angels and 
ministers of grace defend us ! ” proceeded 
with his piece of resistance. 

In the interview referred to, his Lord- 
ship justified his action by saying he 
dared do all that might become a 
Bishop : who dared do more was none. 

Vicarious Religion. 

According to the Scotsman, the pro- 
spective Unionist candidate for Berwick 
maintained, before a meeting of electors, 
that “the only way to deal with the 
religious question was to^ aRow each 
denomination to provide religious teach- 
ing in school hours for^ the parents of 
) such children as desired itP 







. . “ENGLISH AS SHE IS SPOKE.” 

en a name le given to a ^eyhouni the almost invariable mle is that it should begin with the same letter as that of its owner.] 

T ^ ^ OVU > TOO OiLL ’IM?” 

j^eTmeL rmn . I was a thinkiij Hinkstajjd wouldn’t be bad, Sik.” 

_ J. Minks, Bag. “Why, you hionorant hass, don’t tou know Hinkstand bemns with a hi ” 


TO ANDREW LANG. 

At the Sign of the Shi'p. 

I'Ow^maws’ Magazine, to wliich llr. Laitg lias I 
Miant contributor for many ye^s wfu 
be discontinued after the October number.] ^ ^ ^ 

Formeely, when, sated by sensation, 
gentle readers sought an air serene, 

Itmge TOm the snapshot’s domination 
. Might be found in Longmans^ Magazine. 

Tliere at least the roaring cult of dollars 
JNever took its devastating way ; 

gentlemen and scholars 
xlela their uncontaminating sway. 

Tl^re no parasitic bookman prated, 

JSo malarious poetasters sang, 
ilwre all thbm^ were touched aud decorated 
Dy your nimble fancy, Andbew Lang. 


True, some bobbies you were always riding. 
Spooks and spies and totemistic lore ; 
so deft, so dext’rous was your guidino-, 
No one ever labelled you a bore. ^ 

But alas ! the landmarks that we cherish, 
Standing for the earlier, better way, 

Vanquished by vulgarity must perish, 
Overthrown by ‘‘enterprise,” decay. 

tooks will you regale us, 
btiJl pay homage to the sacred Nine, 
hereafter will you hail us 
Monthly at the Ship’s familiar Sign. 

There no longer faithfuRy and gaily 

WTL alike with foes and friends : 

WUerelore,_ crying Ave atque mle ! 

Punch his parting salutation sends. 





ALLIES. 


0\ East is Eastf and West is West 

Eut there is neither East nor West, Border, nor Breed, nor Birth, 

When two strong men stand fate to face, thd* they come from the ends of the earth! ** — Rudyaed Kipling. 






AUTUMN THOUGHTS. 

Pack up your traps, September ; yojj ’re moving very slow ; 
Look how the leaves are falling ; it ’s time for you to go. 

The Am^elopsis blushes to see how long you stay, 

You paltry half-and-half month, you ought to be away. 

October ’s up and stirring ; I hear him stepping on. 

He won’t delay his coming when once he knows you ’re gone. 
Put off your hesitation and swiftly disappear. 

And let me feel the Autumn is actually here. 

The leaves, I said, are falling; the mists rise chill and thin. 
My rustic friends inform me the days are drawing in. 

At six o’clock each evening, when things are getting dark. 

It is their sacred custom to make the same remark. 

The lord of light, Apollo, has ripened all our corn, 

And, daily growing idler, postpones the hour of morn. 

It does not reconcile me or mitigate my pain 
To know our loss is only Antipodean gain. 

And, oh, the leaves are falling — ^I ’ve said it twice before. 

The wind has started howling ; the rain begins to pour. 

And twice five hundred freshmen, all stuffed for their exam., 
Prepare to haste to Isis or hurry off to Cam. 

Last year I saw some freshmen ; I cannot bring my tongue 
To say how green I thought them and how absurdly young, 
How enviously I scanned them and wished that I might be 
Once more myself a freshman agape in Trinity. 

From the South Wales Daily Post : — ^ 

TO LET, 3 Unfurnished Rooms, with young married couple. 

The advertisement comes under the head of “Too late for 
Classification.” This may explain, but can hardly excuse it. 


ANSWER TO CORRESPONDENT. 

Mr. Puxch has endeavoured to oblige the lady who wrote 
the following letter to Miranda, “Hints” Editress, and in- 
advertently addressed it to 10, Bouverie Street : — 

My dear “Hints” Editress, --Though I don’t know you 
of course — personally, I mean, but it is so clever of you to 
answer all those letters every week : I remember Lady 

Muriel, only yesterday ^but I must not waste your 

valuable time. What I want to tell you is, I never can 
remember people’s addresses. I am afraid it is very sOly of 
me. I do hope you will be able to give me one of your 
“ hints ” — if you are sure it won’t be bothering you awfully 
much. Yours, with very many thanks, Enid. 

[Here folloics the answer to the above,] 

Enid. — Cut out with a pair of scissors (a p:n-knife will 
do) the addresses on the letters you wish to answer, and 
paste neatly in an address book (quite inexpensive at any 
reliable stationer’s). Now pay attention carefully to this, or 
you may go wrong. When wishing to address a letter to 
— ^the Marchioness of Grimsby, we wiU suppose— run your 
thumb (or fore-finger) slowly down the steps of the alphabet, 
so cleverly arranged at the right-hand side in all these little 
books, until you reach the letter G (not M) ; retain the thumb 
in position, deftly jerk back the preceding pages, when the 
address you are looking for wiU at once be seen; unless 
you have put the paste on the wrong side, in which case 
it win be found face downwards on the opposite page. 
Copy this at once on the envelope, taking care not 
to put the Marchioness of Grimsby’s address on the letter 
intended for Miss Robinson, say, or what would of course 
be still worse, vice versd. Not at all. I shall be pleased to 
help you at any time. 
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THE ART OF LEHER WRITINC. 

(Coyiveyed in Illustmtice Examyles from Beal 
Life.) 

Thanks for a Present of Game. 

A letter from a widow lady residing in a 
semi-detached villa at Bournemouth to 
Sir Hanbury Yokes, a Yorkshire gentle- 
man and ex-Memher of Parliament, 
whom her husband, a florid capable 
man of mixed Irish and Scotch ex- 
traction, had sei'ved for some years in 
the capacity of election agent and 
general factotum until death cut him 
down by an attach of diphtheria which, 
owing to the incompetence of the local 
practitioner, had been treated as folli- 
cular tonsilitis, thanking him for a 
brace of partridges icliich he had sent 
her. 

The Nook, Bournemouth, 
September 13, 19 — . 

Mrs. Lark begs to thanJc Sir Hanbury 
Yokes for Ms kind present of a brace of 
partridges. 

Communication of Bab News. 

Letter from Mr. ^Yymaek Pott, L.E.C.P., 
Principal of the Eastern College, Dover, 
to Mr. Harris Harris, a Welsh merchant 
in Lothbury with a pidvate residence at 
Penge, on the Sydenham side, informing 
him that his second son, David Harris, 
known in the school either as Harris 
Minor or Marrow Bone {after the theft 
by Taffy ” in the old rhyme), ichile 
'^dling the roller over the cricket pitch 
in company with a number of other 
boys, among them a nephew of the late 
Sidney Looock, the composer, slipped 
and fell, and before anyone could stop 
it, was rolled into the ground by the 
heavy cylinder. 

Eastern College, Dover, 
July 8, 19' — . 

Dear Sir, — It is my painful duty to 
inform you that your second son, a very 
promising lad, was completely flattened 
by the cricket roller this morning. Our 
medical attendants, both of them men 
with the highest credentials, have re- 
luctantly come to the conclusion that 
life is extinct. Need I say that Mrs. 
Pott and myself sympathise with you 
very deeply?^ I think not. Awaiting 
your instructions, believe me sincerely 
yours, Wymark Pott. 

Orderino Decorations for a Party 

OF A Hundred. 

Letter from a lady in Cadogan Square, 
who is about to give an evening's enter- 
tainment, consisting of a dinner-party 
of twenty-two, at which the principal 
guest i$^ a big-game hunter from the 
Zambesi, accompanied by two native 
chiefs who eat nothing but raw pork 
and bananas, followed by a small dance 
to which a hundred and eighty guests 

have been invited and to which she is 
expecting a hundred will come, to a 
firm of hall furnishers icho have lately 
moved to Manjlebone from Paddington, 
ordermg suitable decorations. 

19, Cadogan Square, S.W, 
December 8, 19 — . 

Mrs. Lunn-Parkes would be obliged if 
Messrs. Toplady would again prepare her 
house for the 14th as they did so effici- 
ently on December 12th last year. 

Thanks for a Gift of a Book from the 
Author. 

Letter from a Cabinet Minister who has 
received a copy of a navel entitled 
Blood and Borax ” from the authoress, 
Miss Louie Balmanno, who is personally 
unknown to him, but who, owing to a 
motor accident, had recently to he 
accommodated for an hour or two in 
his sister's house near Tishury while 
a doctor was fetched to stitch up a cut 
over her left eye, to Miss Balmanno, 
acknowledging the receipt of her book ; 
the letter being wnntten by his Private 
Secretary, a young and very ornamental 
man of twenty-eight, who, after being 
President of the Union, had left Oxford 
with a great future hef ore him, but up 
to the present had done nothing. 

House of Commons, 
March 14, 19 — . 

Dear Mad^am, — I am instructed by 
Firebmoe Wendover to say that he 
is in receipt of your kind present, and 
that he will spare no pains to give it the 
attention which it deserves. 

Dear Madam, I am yours faithfully, 
Algernon Lostwithiel. 

Invitation to Golden Wedding. 

Letter from a lady of more than middle 
age, residing at Bedford ivitli her father, 
a retired tea merchant of eighty-three, 
who, after beginning in a very small 
way as a shop-boy in the Theobald's 
(pronounced Tibbies) Road, found a 
situation at a tea-house' in Mincing 
Lane, and by dint of hard work and 
not a little cunning, became a taster, 
and married his employer's daughter, 
a good-looking girl of twenty-five, who 
had been educated at Glapham and 
Dieppe, and sang solos from ''Mari- 
tana " very chaimiingly, and ultimately 
became a partner, but was now bed- 
ridden, while his wife suffered from 
total deafness and rheumatism in the 
ifight limb so acute as to make it 
impossible sometimes to stand up, to 
her second cousin, a Baptist minister 
at Pudsey, in Yorkshire, asking him 
to be present at her parents' Golden 
Wedding on the third of the next 
month. 

The limes, Bedford, 
April 8, 19 — . 

Dear Cousin Bernard, — The great dav 

is fixed for May 3, and we aU liope you 
wiU be able to come. 

Your affectionate Cousin, 

Matilda Binns. 

Making Appointment. 

Letter from a rural Dean who has had 
toothache consistently for three nights 
in spite of all kinds of remedies sug- 
gested by his family, including a plaster 
of brown paper, whiskey and pepper, 
similar to one ivhich once gave instant 
relief to the cook's grandfather, but 
u'hich has only burned his cheek, to his 
dentist in Wimpole Street, asking if it 
is convenient for him to make an 
appointment for the next day at noon. 

The Rectory, Little Grayling, 
August 4, 19 — . 

The Rev. William Slack wiU be glad 
to know if Mr. Tonks can see him at 
12 o’clock to-morrow. In the event of 
no telegram arriving to the contrary, the 
Rev. \Yilliam Slack, who is in great 
pain, will be punctual. 

EDITOR’S REGRETS— AND MINE. 
My deep compassion marks the one 

Who occupies the judgment seat 

In matters which concern the run 

Of monthly mag. or weekly sheet ; 

For lo ! his workday dawns and sets 

To one sad tune — ^regrets, regrets. 

Uneasily, with guilty eyes, 

I seek the breakfast-room each day ; 
Therein with shame, but not surprise, 

To let my wistful glances play 

On long buff envelopes that wait 

Supinely by my placid plate. 

For oh ! I feel that once again 

I ’ve caused some worthy chief distress, 
Wrung wantonly liis heart with pain, 

And filled his soul with bitterness, 
him with rhymes for which 

The laws of space refuse a niche. 

How it must hurt him to refuse 

The faxdtless work which he receives, 
When, being favoured by the Muse, 

I forward the result in sheaves. 

With what dim eyes and trembling lips 

He gropes for those “rejection slips.” 

Instead of coin, sweet thanks I ’d earn 

Let I my fountain pen run dry, 

But there ! new leaves are hard to turn, 
And even having turned one I 

Should have to check myself in time. 

Lest I adorned it with a rhyme. 

Perhaps, when life no longer frets, 

Some Editor and I may go 

Where, in a world without regrets, 
Illimitable space we ’ll know ; 

And where shall be my lord’s delight 

To sit accepting all I write. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

The fortunes of the members of our 
Royal Family are followed with an 


gradually having a progi*amme forced day are greatly enjoying their money- 


on them. 


Royal Family are followed with an Leicester has made a profit of £30,785 Mr. Rockefeller has advised young 
affectionate interest by all loyal subjects, out of its gas, and we see no reason men to turn their thoughts to higher 
and two successes announced last week why, with careful management, the things than money, which is not all . 
have caused genuine pleasure. H.R.H. House of Conunons should not become there is in the world. If the young men 
the Prince of "Wales has obtained the a paying concern. wih look after the higher things, Mr. 


young 


coveted position of Knight Grand Com- 
mander of the Order of the Star of India, Mr. Samx)W has returned from abroad 

and H.R.H. the Princess Christlak has with an international troupe consisting Among the charges brought against 
been awarded second prize for a black of two Americans, a New Zealander, two M. Gentil, the Agent-General of the 

Orpington hen at the National Poultry South Africans, a Swiss, an Irishman, French Congo, was one to the effect that 

Organisation Show. an Italian, two Sikhs, a Japanese and a he had beaten a negro named Mapako to 

Chinaman, and the Czar is summoning death. Mapako has now been found 

The Czar has held a review of the I a new Hague Tribunal. and denies the statement. M. Gentil’s 


wih look after the higher things, Mr. 
Rockefeller wih look after the money. 


Among the charges brought against 


battleship Im'pemtor Alexan- - 
del' II. and the cruisers 
Pamyat Azova and Admiral 
Koimiloff, which now form a 
considerable proportion of his 
fleet. It is reported that the 
vessels darted about here, 
there, and everywhere in a 
plucky attempt to make them- 
selves look more. 

We gather from the papers 
concerned that the first Battle 
of the Sea of Japan was an 
unimportant affair compared 
with the second one which is 
now raging between the Daily 
Mail and the Daily Telegrayli. 

At a time when we are told 
every other day that pluck is 
dying out in our island it is 
good to read that during the 
past season the members of 
the Writtle (Essex) Sparrow 
Club killed 11,625 of these 
ferocious birds. 

The City Corporation has 
declined to contribute to the 
Merton fund for the celebra- 



enemies, however, refuse to 
believe him. 

We seem to be in for an 
epidemic of mysterious dis- 
appearances. “ The last horse 
omnibus,” states a contem- 
porary, “has just disappeared 
from the streets of Sheffield.” 

One by one all our dear 
quaint old British customs are 
slowly going. The unwritten 
rule by w hich at the end of a 
man-of-war’s commission all 
the mess plate is sold off and ^ 
the furniture destroyed is ' 
now to be abolished. 

The unfortunate monkey 
with a short twisted tail (like 
that ot the domestic pig) who 
arrived at the Zoo from the 
Malay Peninsula the other day 
is, we are sorry to hear, 
suffering ihe mortification of 
social ostracism.'" Neither the 
monkeys nor the domestic 
pigs wiU have anything to do 
with him. 


merton lur lue uei-cuia- Madam, tod would not interrupt mr every time I try to - 

tion 01 the Battle oi iralaigar, something. Do I ever break in when you’re talking?” 

the mover of the resolution *< yqu brute, you go to sleep ! ” FoLLOwnsfG- close upon the 

expressing the opinion that ^ ^ sympathetic action of a Moun- 

we ought not to rake up these “brutal “Cooking by Electricity” is one of tain which suffered from collapse on 
victories ” after a hundred years. A the features of the Show at Olympia, the occasion of the burial of a Town (as 
proposal will, ' no doubt, now be made but the operation appeared to offer no recorded in our last issue on the strength 
to celebrate some of our “ graceful con- attraction to some passengers on the of a Daily Chronicle -poster) we resLi in 

cessions.” Liverpool electric railway, who hurriedly the Eastern Daily Press of a somewhat 

left a train last week when flames similar, though less hysterical, display 
After being blind for a considerable appeared in their compartment. of feeling on the part of a portion of the 

time, a Northampton grocer named ^ ^ cliff at Soutbwold. There had been 

Vaughan, the Daily Mail tells us, *The proprietor of the Scala Theatre, a “high tide combined with a north- 
“ recently ran into a letter-box, and it is announced, intends to build another easterly gale,” and damage was appre- 
owing to the shock he received suddenly play-house on a scale of even greater hended. Accordingly, as we are told, 
recovered his sight.” We hope that magnificence, a* feature of which will be “ during the afternoon a lamp-post, stand- 
steps wiU now be taken to fatten him. improved methods of seating and empty- ing on the chff, was puHed down by 

^ ing a theatre. The method of bringing means of a rope, and the cliff ” (presum- 

“If the next Liberal Government fail about the latter consummation by means ably with the idea of making kind 
to remove the obnoxious coal impost, I of the play itself is certainly a clumsy enquiries) “ went sWtly afterwards up to 
fthflll cease to be a Liberal,” said Sir one. the spot where the lamp-post had stood.” 


Christopher Furness at the annual meet- 
ing of shareholders of the BroomhiU 
Collieries. The Liberal leaders are 


holders of the BroomhiU. We hear that the Millionaire and the Suggested name for Motor-Boats.- 
The Liberal leaders are I Millionairess who wedded the other ) AA^atermobiles. 
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miD have intimate glimpses, loving Lamb the more the closer 

UUK UU iNti-UFr ICE. we draw near to him. His life-long, self-sacrificing devotion 

Mr. E.V. Lucas modestly claims for his to his sister, a thing of beauty, is truly a joy for ever. My 

(Methue>7) that it is the first attempt made since Talpourd’s Baronite can conceive nothing more pathetic than where Mary 
day to write the story o£ the brother and sister. He has done Lamb, feeling her paroxysm recurring, tells her brother. Then, 
much more. From a variety of sources he has gleaned arm-in-arm, they walk to the Asylum at Hoxton, where he 
particulars that throw light on the home life and the leaves her, going back to his desolate home to wait patiently 
personality of the singularly interesting literary brotherhood for her recovery and return. In his Life of Charles Lamh 
in whose centre Elia shone with lambent light. There are Mr. Lucas has contrived a double debt to pay. He has done 
innmnerable odd jottings, sometimes by their own hand, a service not only to Literature but to Humanity. 

anon by friends and companions more or less dear, about 

Coleridge, Wordsworth, Leigh Hunt, Southey, Hazlitt, My Nautical Retainer wiates : — A Servant of the Puhlie 
WiLLL\M Gk)DwiH and his loveless wife, De Quincey, Crabb (I^thuen), by Anthony Hope, is a faithful study of the 
Robinson and others. It cannot be said that these famous disturbing influence which may be exerted upon a variety of 
persons are endeared by closer acquaintance. To tell the typical existences by a personality that escapes classification, 
tmth, they are revealed as being, in the main, an impecunious. Though Ora Pinsent breaks no hearts and ruins no lives, and 
dissatisfied, quarrelsome, drinking, seK-di-ugging lot. The though in the end she makes a commonplace choicje from 
most delightful is George Dyer, an eccentric of whom, among her own kind, yet meantime, of all those with whom 
though a voluminous writer, the world outside parochial she comes in close contact, she leaves no man or woman quite 
limits would, save for L amb , never have heard. To him he as she found them. An irresponsible nature, altogether devoid 

was a perennial pleasure. It is probable he invented some of moral balance, she is capable of anything, even of a 

particulars, notably in his nar- ; , technical fidelity, sustained 


rative of Dyer’s Sunday visit 
to him at his cottage at Isling- 
ton. “ Upon taking leave, 
instead of turning down the 
right-hand path by which he 
had entered, staff in hand and 
at noonday, he deliberately 
marched right forward into 
the midst of the stream that 
runs by us, and totally dis- 
appeared.” It is doubtless 
true that, entertaining Proctor 
at breakfast, Dyer quite forgot 
the tea. The omission being 
pointed out, he set it right by 
emptying a paper of ginger 
into the teapot. Spending an 
evening with Leigh Hunt at 
Hampstead Heath, he came 
back a quarter of an hour after 
leaving, the family meanwhile 
ha\dng retired to their bed- 
rooms. ‘ ‘ What ’s the matter ? ” - 







THE LAST MAN AT THE SEASIDE. 

End of the Holiday Season. 

With acknoidedgments to **The Prodigal Son^^ poster. 


technical fidelity, sustained 
through many years, to her 
miserable first husband ; and 
also of a breach of faith, after 
only a few months’ absence, 
with the only man who ever 
really possessed her heart. 
The excuse which she pleads — 
namely, that he had know- 
ledge of certain facts which 
might have brought about her 
freedom by divorce, but had 
declined to use them — is of the 
most inadequate, since she her- 
self, when her need was sorest, 
had never suggested, or even 
seemed to entertain, the idea of 
instituting investigations into 
her husband’s obscure career 
with a view to this desirable 
process. But to aH such 
charges of inconsistency Mr. 
Hope has the sufficient answer 
that this is the very key-note 


asked B[unt. “ I think. Sir,” said Dyer, in his simpering, of her temperament as he defines it ; she is a woman tantum 
apologetic way, “I have left one of my shoes behind.” He eonstans in levitate sua. That she remains adorable is a high 
had shuffled it off under the table, and did not observe his tribute to the author’s art. But the epithet of “ fearless,” which 
loss until he had gone a long way. On another occasion, one critic applies to his study of this character, is scarcely jus- 
visiting elsewhere, he marched off with the footman’s tiffed. Mr. Hope has deliberately foregone the courage of his 
cockaded hat, oblivious to the mistake until someone earlier cynicism. Something of sterner judgment has here 
commiserated him on his fall in fortune. To Lamb he been sacrificed to the mellowness that comes with maturity and 
was a great consolation in his saddest moments, and these the philosophic mind. This development is evident, too, in 
were many in proportion to the length of the day. His his obvious resolution not to combat the tinromantic tendency 
earlier years were a constant struggle for the necessaries of things, but let his characters go eventually the way of least 
of life.^ At the age of twenty-six, his aspirations were bounded resistance, drifting into natural combinations, like with like, 
by desire for £50 a year to be earned in journalism in supple- How far the unconscious insincerity of Ora was due to 
ment of his salary of £150 drawn from the India House, qualities inherent in her nature, and how far it should be 
Lamb was “the onlie begetter” of those pointed paragraphs referred to that exposure of herself, physical and emotional, 
perversely dealing with current news, to-day common in our which her profession of actress entailed, are questions that 
journals. ^ He avers that his payment was at the rate of six- the author leaves unsolved. Little assistance for our doubt 
pence a joke, in itself a very poor joke. Here, including is to be had from the title. It has the air of implying that 
italics, is one of them, rescued from the Morninxj Post of 1802. the service which her genius owed to the public reacted on 
“ The bird that can sing and won't sing, must be made to her own individuality, compelling her to renounce its realisa- 
sing. Pye (Poet Laureate) is a bird that will sing and can't tion at the demand of an art of make-believe. But this is 
sing and never was made for singing.” Which in a personal not clear, and the title seems to suggest something for which 
particular suggests curiously close parallel in the opening the book itself never gives a perfect authority. *Why could 
years of two successive centuries. ^ Of Lamb’s work Mr. Luoas it not have been* called La Prima Doima e moUle, or just The 
skims the cream, handing the dish round to a company that Excursions of Ora 9 But this last was anticipated by The 
never can have too much of its contents. Of his home life Intrusions of Peggy ^ that delightful figure which offers so 
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admirable a foil to this other heroine from the borderland of j 
La Bohime. I 

Brilliant as a study of character, I find the book not less 
remarkable for its perfection of technique. For a critic to 
associate the author’s methods with those of Mr. HEmi James 
is to make a flourish of his own superficiality. Careful and 
penetrative in his analysis, Mr. Hope never fails to avoid the 
meticulous obscurity of Mr. James ; he is, indeed, lucid to the 
verge of fastidiousness. And not only in isolated passages, 
but in the linked sequence of his arguments, there is about 
his style a fine flavour of Latin ity. But the features proper 
to analysis and narrative — the studied logic and the nicely- 
balanced rhythm — these are never allowed to impose them- 
selves upon the dialogue ; his conversations remain as ever a 
model of spontaneity. 

If the autumn season, which this book so notably inaugu- 
rates, is to give us any otJier work that is likely to make a 
stronger appeal at once to the general reader and to the 
lover of style, I shall be glad to hear of it. 


TJie Dreamer, by Lucas Clee\’e (Digby, Lom & Co.). John 
Page is the dreamer, a man gifted with talents which bring 
him up to a certain point, within half a yard, apparently, of 
the ladder of fame. A few more steps in the right direction 
and he wiH be able to place his foot firmly on the first rung. 
Steps, indeed, he does take, but either to right or left, 
never absolutely straightforward. He is always “to be or 
not to be;” he is “to be” something great in the future; 
he is “not to be” any tiling at all, save a failure. He never 
“arrives,” because he is really never near “arriving.” 
Capable of being swayed by a grand passion, he is also 
capable of considerable self-restraint. He is toujours h feu 
fves. In Oray Moreton he meets a kindred spirit. She, too, 
is a dreamer of dreams; she, too, is swayed by a grand 
passion, and hers dominates his. Miss Moreton is the only 
child and sole heiress of an ambitious millionaire ; she is a 
beautiful girl, of the sweetest possible disposition. She 
loves J ohn Page as ardently as he loves her ; sacrifices her 
position and her brilliant future in order to become the 
wife of the man she adores, the poet she worships, in whose 
great future she fully believes. She joyfully anticipates the 
time when her father shall forgive her elopement and offer a 
welcome to her husband. After awhile her mother secretly visits 
her ; and her father, without word by letter or message, sends 
her some money. The love of this unhappily happy pair suffers 
no diminution. Children are born to them, but sweet Mrs, Page 
cannot last out the struggle. Dying, a mere child-mother, she 
fondly commits her children to her husband’s care, and so, 
loving and hopeful to the last, she dies. Then follows the sad 
story of his decadence, painful to read, because described with 
true artistic power. The drama is incomplete, as it is in two 
Acts which represent the first two parts of his life ; and the 
deeply interested reader wiU be disappointed at discovering 
that the Third Act, which should have told us of his find 
failure, or of his first, and then of his ultimate success, is with- 
held. “The new John Page goes out with a quick step, 
leaving his dreams behind him, 
done with them for ever.” Does 
this same John Page turn over a 
new leaf? Or is this but one 
wakeful moment ere he relapses, 
exclaiming “ Let me dream 
again?” Will “Lucas Cleeve” 
make the curtain rise on the 
Third Act ? The Dreamer 
Awakened? En attendant, the 
Baron strongly recommends to 
all who honour him with their 
confidence “Luoas Cleeve’s” 

Dreamer just as he is. 


TO A FAIR BOTANIST. 

Delia, your hobbies I have bravely borne, 

Croquet and silkworms, cameras and cycling ; 
Though your vagaries from your side have torn 
Full many a swain, to you still faithful I cling ; 
But this new mania for horticulture 
Is driring me to premature sepulture. 

If walking in the garden at your side 
I seek to put an end to my anxiety, 

You note the roses, and pronounce with pride 
The name of each remarkable variety. 

Making my dearest wishes tinfulfillable 
With some brain-devastating polysyllable. 

Or if I send to you a choice bouquet 
That you may bear it at some social function, 
Each rarer bloom you promptly steal away 

And press them in a book without compunction. 
Think you my righteous anger will be pacified 
To see the dashed things ticketed and classified ? 

Oh, find some other pastime, I implore, 

E. g., your tenants’ children in admonishing : 

The little beasts, when lesson time was o’er, 

Would vanish with a keenness quite astonishing ; 
And such an occupation has the benison 
Of the immortal Alfred, late Lord TEimysoN. 

For though, no doubt, that which I call a rose 
(It often proves to be a large carnation) 

Would waft the same efifiuvium to the nose 
If known by any other appellation, 

It seems to lose its fragrance (if it’s got. any) 

When viewed as raw material for botany. 


^SOP ON TOUR. 

There was once (or twice) a Drama which included amongst 
its characters a Detective. Off the stage, however, he was 
only Mortal, and so on a day he fell iU when the Company 
was touring far away from the purlieus of Covent Garden, 
and his Substitute only arrived just as the Curtain was 
going up. 

“Sorry we can’t rehearse you, old chap,” said the Stage- 
Manager to the Newcomer, “ but aU you need do to-night is 
to walk up to the Hero in the Ball-Room scene, arrest him in 
the Name of the Law (or words to that effect), and drag him 
off the stage in spite of his Determined Resistance. Here are 
the Bracelets.” 

“ Right 0 ! ” remarked the Newcomer, with true detective 
lacqnicism, as he hurried away to dress, and affix his side- 
whiskers. And being suddenly called for the BaU-Room 
scene he made his entrance and forthwith laid hands upon 
the Man whom he deemed the most heroic in appearance. 

“ Ass ! ” hissed the Man, below his breath, “ it isn’t Me ! ” 

“ Oh, I’ve heard that before, my Man,” said the New Detec- 
tive at the top of his voice ; and encouraged by the rapturous 
applause of the Audience he adroitly slipped the Handcuffs 
upon the Man’s wrists. “ Resistance is useless ! ” he shouted, 
amid the Thunders of the Gallery, as he struggled across the 
stage with his Prisoner — admiring all the time, with an 
Artist’s eye, the latter’s remarkable simulation of embarrass- 
ment, and proudly conscious that he himself was making a 
great Hit withal. 

But in truth the real Hero was quietly waiting to be hand- 
cuffed in another part of the Stage. 

Moral. — Do not be deceived by an heroic exterior. 
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“ You ’re dreadfully untidy again, Mari ! I don’t know what tub Baker will think of 
YOU when he comes.” 

“ The Baker don’t matter, ’m. The Milkman *s bin 1 ” 


AS INTERNATIONAL TWOSOME. 

(From Our Special Correspondent.) 

St, Bunker, N.B. 

The great International Golf Match 
between Major Foozle of England and 
Provost MaoDuff of Scotland commenced 
here this morning. The players in 
question represented the maximum 
handicaps of their respective countries. 
The weather was wet, and a large com- 
pany assembled to witness the match. ^ 

At the first hole (385 yards) the Major 
led off with a low, bumping shot to 
within 350 yards of the pin. The Pro- 
vost drove to the edge of the tee. Twenty 
minutes afterwards the hole was halved 
in fourteen. 

The Provost took the lead at the third, 
the Major having just missed a put of 
an inch. At the next — the short hole — 
the Major sliced his seventh into the 
quarry, and, taking ten to get out, became 
two down ; his opponent having holed 
out a rather lucky fifteen. 

With his drive at the sixth, the Major 
struck a spectator who had stupidly been 
standing almost at right-angles to the 
tee. ^ 

On the eighth green the Provost skied 
his put, and lost the hole. A mechanical 
eleven followed, and the Scot^:man turned 
one up. 

At the tenth, playing a determined 
game, the Major smashed his brassie. 
At the eleventh, the Provost drove a 
divot 150 yards. 

, Approaching from the edge of the 
!tbirteenth green, the Scottish represen- 
‘tative made the second longest shot of the 
.match. At the eleventh, the Major tee’d 
a dozen HaskeUs before clearing the 
burn ; the Provost, who went round by 
;the “brig,” winning in nineteen. 

: The long hole was halved in a strenu- 
ous twenty-five. 

Late in the day, the Major drove into 
the last bunker on the course, the 
Provost following with the like. Here, 
for the next half-hour, play was of an 
even nature. Then the Major sent for 
a new niblick. 

Later, 

After the landslip, the Umpire decided 
to postpone the Match. 


■ A Gebmak Military Expert who 
witnessed the recent British Army 
Manoeuvres is said to have reported to 
the il^iSER that, if the Germans landed 
at HuU, they would cross Trafalgar Square 
in three days. It sounds very slow 
going. It may be, of course, that this 
selected route would engender great 
Stiffness in the joints, but certainly we 
know' many people, not specially trained, 
who have made the transit of Trafalgar 
Square under the minute. 


JOURNALISM UP-TO-DATE. 

Scene — Editorial office of a pro- 
gressive.^^ evening paper. 

Editor (as Beporter enters). Any news 
of the murder case ? 

Beporter (gloomily). None whatever. 

Editor, Didn’t you see Detective Find- 
later? 

Beporter. Yes ; while I was trying to 
get some information out of him a 
passer-by pointed out casually that his 
tie had worked up the back of his neck, 
and the detective made that an excuse 
to leave me hastily. 

Editor. Do you mean to teU me that 
you don’t see something sensational in 
that ? 

Beporter. I don’t see anything in it. 

Editor. Then you ’re no good at 
reporting, young man. Here, ,Smith, 


take this down quickly and see that it 
gets well displayed. 

“ The Great Murder Case. 

Mysterious Stranger Gives Information 
to the Police. 

While our Special Correspondent was 
in conversation with Detective Findlater 
this afternoon, a stranger came up and 
volunteered some important information, 
the nature of which we are not at pre- 
sent at liberty to disclose. The detective 
ascertained the truth of the man’s, state- 
ment and at once acted upon it. Fur- 
ther developments wiU be awaited with 
interest.” 

There, young fellow, this is a truthful 
paper and w^e want facts, but facts 
must be put before the pubhc in an 
intelligent and attractive manner I 

[Exit Young Fellow. 
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A DEBT OF HONOUR. 

[Tlie failure of General Yon TEoim’s campaign against the Hereros 
has, according to Beuter, “not given satisfaction to the authorities ” in 
iierlin.] 

In our adolescent time, 

• William Two, 

’Twas from your erratic prime 
That our taste for ribald rhjmie 

Took its cue ; 

Every fresh Imperial caper, 

Every change of martial kit, 

Made us go and put on paper 
What was meant for airy wit ; 

Till your foibles reached a stage, 

William Two, 

Where we had to close the page, 

Treating further badinage 

As taboo ; 

For it seemed absurd and sill}’, 

^And it left the public cold, 

When we tried to paint the lily, 

Or to gild the purest gold ; 

So we left your mailed fist, 

William Two, 

To its only parodist, 

Namely, you! 


Now at last the lyre emerges 
From the lumber where it lay ; 

But our lips are shaped to dirges, 

And the tune will not be gay ; 

No, our bosoms melt with pity. 

Lord of War, 

And we ’d rather not be witty 
Any more ; 

For the news from nigger regions 
In your Hinterlands afar, 

Seems to prove your German legions 
Barely conscious where they are. 

And, because you set the fashion 

When we fought the neighbouring Boer, 
We would show a like compassion, 

We would offer words of healing, 

Since we fear you must be feeling 

Somewhat sore. 

You whose face grew pale as plaster 
When we suffered each disaster, 

Ix 3 KD OF War ; 

You whose breast would often moan 
Even over our retreats. 

Must be sad about your own 
Army’s Hereroic feats ; 

You that, blinded with emotion. 

Still could entertain the notion, 

Lord of Wai^ 

That Be Wet and Louis Botha 
Would, if matched with men like Trotha, 

In a trice (if not before) 

Bite the floor ; 

You, in fine, from whom the nations 
Learn their military lore, — 

You mnst need our consolations. 

Lord of ^Var^ 

§ 0 , to salve your disappointment. 

And to pay our honour’s debts, 

We enclose you wine and ointment, 

Coupled with our deep regrets. 

If you care to take them, do, 

William Two. 0. S, 


NATURE STUDIES. 

os The Boy, 

“ • The Boy of wlioin I propose to speak is not— at least in so 

far as I mean to deal with him— the ordinary boy, snch as 
yon may find in most well, or iU, regulated families in this 
happy and populous island. He is to he found, no doubt m 
a great many households (mine amongst the number), hut he 
is not related by blood to their authorities. In his’ leisure 
rnoments, that is to say in the privacy of his own domestic 
circle, he is a hoy like most others. During the performance 
of his duties he is a fceef-and-mutton-devouring, plate-break- 
ing, mischievous animal, provided with a resonant guffaw, a 
row of bright metal buttons traversing his chest perpen- 
dicularly, and an infinite capacity, not for taking, but for 
getting into, trouble. He is, in fact, that curious and 
unaccountable variety of human nature which is set to clean 
knives or boots inadequately, to stroll, rather than to ’run 
messages, to hear the blame falling justly to his feUow- 
servants, and generally (except in regard to the last-named 
detail) to make himself useless about the house. It is possible 
that he owns a Christian name by which the giggling lady 
of his awkward affections will on some future day hail him 
when he prepares, in hashfulness and gloom, to walk out 
with her j but it is certain that when he enters service he 
becomes nameless, and is always spoken of as The Boy. No 
power on earth can persuade me that he ever possessed a 
surname. 

The particular specimen of the Boy tribe who has honoured 
my house by making it his place of meals and the scene of 
his varied inactivities is a weedy, pale-faced person of fourteen 
summers who has a fairly well-pronounced tendency to knnp.k 
at the knees, and a flow of language (all ill-pronounced) which, 
though it streams strongly in the passages or the regions 
adjoining the pantry, becomes suddenly frozen at its dreadful 
source when one of his employers looms in sight. He can 
sing too, and does. Every morning, as I sit in my sanctum, 
i hear him declaring with a gusto as wonderful as his lack of ear 
IS complete that he proposes henceforth to be a bee and live 
on honeysuckle. There is also a ditty which states very 
broadly certain home truths as to the mother-in-law of one 
Bill, and of this he is particularly fond. 

^ The Boy is supposed by those who know nothing about 

morning, and to begin bustling 
cheerfully about his tasks. But here again his failure is 
pinful and extensive—at least if one may credit what the 

Boy few, if any, friends, 
l^he butler, as I have hinted, pours scorn on his early rising ; the 
footman, smarting under the conviction, impressed upon him by 
his mistress, that he himself has neglected some duty, takes it 
out of the boy in cuffs and the cook, a pattern of benevolence, 
openly denounces his uncontrollable, butcher’s-bill-increasing 
appetite. I cannot believe that an abhorrence so universal is 
entirely undesenred. y et it is marvellous how in this atmos- 
phere of enmity the Boy maintains his impudence, his 
incapacity, and his gift of casual song, to say nothing of his 
detemination to fray the edges of his trousers, to lead a 
' Bfe, and to be deprived in some mysterious way of 

the buttons that should adorn his jacket. He is, of course, 
supported by a tonic sense of martyrdom, for he must realise 
that, while he is debited and discredited with every fault 
committed in the household, his size and his lack of years 
make it impossible for him to defend himself against the count- 
less injustices that are perpetrated upon him . For ing tanAe ^ 
^is morning, when the mistress of the house asked the hptler 
in a tone of frost, “ Who hasn’t ffled the library coal-scuttle ? ” 
the bntkr, instead of answering, as truth permitted him, 
&ng Eowiro THE Seventh,” or “Mr. Arthur BiirouH,” or 
Sir Oliver Dime,” at once said “The Boy,” and added, ' 
under his breath, that he would dust the young rascal’s 
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jacket. This, I haven t the least doubt, he did promptly and 
with zeal, for the bntler, of whom I hope to say something on 
j • ^ stark man of his hands and is frequently 

addicted to the truth. I assume, however, that the Boy not 
only survived but was not much hurt, for this afternoon I 
saw him deviously making his way to the post-office, having 
under his cheek a bulge of apple, which did not prevent hiim 
torn ^changmg a series of highly ektorated insults with the 
^oy ot a neighbouring establishment. His careless ferocity 
I ti^ed swiftly to mee^ess when he perceived me ; and the 
otoer Boy, not being similarly restrained by the presence of 
nis master, got in a last and blood-curdling piece of abuse. 


A VOYAGE TO THE VINES. 

No.L 

GroEGE JoixiBOis, my excellent old friend, whom I have 
neither seen nor heard, finm since we last parted in Paris 
some years ago, took it into his hospitable head to invite 
me to witness Les Vendanges (this is not the name of a French 
pky, but expresses the harvest time of the grapes) in the 
Medoc country where he passes a considerable part of the year. 

it -OTll give you,” he wrote in excellent English, “two 
daj's and a-half by sea from London to Bordeaux; and then 
as long as you like chest moi; et awes you can return to 
London ma Southampton. Wire ‘Yes,’ and you will find 
your berth secured aller et retour. In three days’ time from 
now I win ineet you d Vhdtel Terminus, Bordeaux.” 

Did I hesitate? Not for the millionth part of a second. 


Mon ehxr, ’ I wii-ed, at twopence halfpenny a word, “ i’u 
1 suss. As my excellent host had said, so it was all done ; 
r and more, as he at once telegraphed, “ Judkin is coming; he 
will he com-pany for you.” Judkut is an excellent chap; 
capital companion,— at least I beUeve so. I take him on 
' ye arrange to meet on Saturday at the Thames 

I Na^^tion Wharf, and sail by La Eirondelle. 
i With only two bags, and necessary encumbrances of water- 
proof, rug, md umbrella, I went, per Underground Eailwav 
I to the far East of London. Here, difficulty to find four- 
wheeler. At last, in vehicle of one (dilapidated) cab- 
horse power, we pass the Tower : descending a §Hppery 
ston^paved hill, we suddenly find ourselves in labyrinth of 
Rehouses fifteen floors high. The lane winds like the 
inames, and the stream of traffic would flow smoothly enough 
but for Its being temporarily choked at intervals by blocks 
sometimes perfect icebergs, of traffic. Occasionally these melt 
away, and we pass along for some fifty yards or so. Another 
block, bwung high up above our heads are two heavy bales 
various threatening crates of enormous capacity, and, further 
on, when we can move, we shall pass along, like a modem 
Lamooles en voyage, with all sorts of dangers in a state of 
suspense over our h^ds, that is, the cabman’s (unprotected) 
Ipd mne (protected). _ There are heavy chests bound (in 
iron) for Bradea^ packing-cases packed, big barrels — in fact, 
anything that, bemg portable by machinery, could be avail- 
able lor contaming anything, however big or heavy, that 
Mraebody mighty wish to send for a change to Bordeaux, 
rackag® mostly in the air at present, as if about to pay flying 
visits, borne in waggons, some in the last ^ding) stage 
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of transitional existence. It seems as if several giants, witt 
their families and households, bent on immediately going out 
of town, had settled on taking sea trip, and were now just in 
the middle oE transporting their necessary baggage. 

In face of these apparently impenetrable and certainly 
insuperable obstacles, our gruff-and-grumble cabby becomes 
the most obsequious of men. In a cajoling tone he addresses 
himself to the giants’ carmen. “I say, old man,” says he, 
wagging his head knowingly, ‘'couldn’t you just give us a 
inch or two ? We ’ve to catch a boat at the wharf,” “ Back 
a bit, Guv’nor,” says the jovial-looking carman, roughly but 
genially. “ Guv’iior ” obeys his order. Then a lane is some- 
how opened out for us, kindly leaving quite a couple of inches 
between the wheels of our cab and those of the carts. Along 
this we crawl. There is no policeman visible anywhere. Con- 
stables, if required, might spring out of some of the barrels, 
as the forty thieves would have done had not their intention 
been cleverly anticipated by Morgiana, There is no one to 
regulate, or control, the congested traffic ; it is evidendy one 
of those^ things that is all done by kindness. Irritate a 
carman in this narrow lane down by the docks, and if he 
chooses to stop the way you won’t get to Bordeaux this week. 
That ’s a certainty. The order of the day is, “ Who would 
catch a boat must keep his temper.” 

At last ! Everybody comes to the^boat that waits. “For 
the Bordeaux boat ? ” asks a porter, who, in a grimy blouse, 
suggests the idea of a stoker whose ablutions, just com- 
menced, have been suddenly interrupted. 

Yes. Let there be no mistake. The Hirondelle. “ That ’s 
’er, Sir.” And while I am settling up with the cabman, the 
active member of the Partially Washed, carrying my bags, 
disappears among a lot of casks, barrds, rope ends, girders, 
iron spanners, chains, horse-boxes, and odds and ends 
of all sorts. There is a gangway from the wharf leading 
on to the deck of La Hirondelle. After dodging several 
mechanical effects and providentially escaping from under a 
horse-box which is making an aerial ascent, the horse in it 
I looking out over the scene with an air of quiet amusement, 

I cross the gangway crouchingly and then stand erect, as did 
Mr. Mieawher to face his fellow man, on board La Hirondelle, 

I look about me. No one I know. Groups talking together. 
JuDKiN, my intended companion, not visible. Suddenly I 
remember my bags ; and with them the porter. Gratuity be- 
stowed and porter withdraws. NoJudkin. Perhaps not coming. 
A sharp, dapper little man politely requests me to identify 
myself, I do so, and he does the same service for himself on 
my behalf, informing me that he is the agent of Mr. George 
JoLLiBOis, from Maison Jollibois et Cie., and has orders to see 
that everything is all right for JuDKiNand self before we start. 
Being practical, Mr. Gray, the agent, summons the steward, 
whom I at once recognise as having been of the greatest 
service .to me years ago on some other ship. No time for remi- 
niscences. I ask^ him “ Does he know Judkin ? ” He refers 
to his list. Certainly, he recognises the name. “ You mean,” 
he asks, “ Mr. J. H. Judkin, your fellow-passenger? ” 

I do not like the sound of “fellow” passenger. “Here is 
your cabin,” says Williams, the steward, opening a door at 
the head of the stairs, right-hand corner, and showing a 
cabin as neat as one could wish. Berth above and berth 
below. Having my suspicions, I at once ask, “Have I got 
it all to myseQ?’' Steward is doubtful. Good heavens! 
Not aU to myself ! ! Then, in spite of aU Jollibois’ kind 
promises, in spite of his tempting invitation, in spite of my 
great personal regard for Judkin (who may be the best fellow 
in the world), I would rather turn back at the last moment 
than have another individual, no matter who he may be, 
sharing my cabin. 

Mr. Gray is certain it can be arranged. Steward says it 
depends on whether there may be a passenger short or not. 
At this j moment Judkin himself turns up from below. Our 


greeting is not marked by the enthusiastic cordiality that 
characterised our parting years ago. 

Judkin is a difficulty. I take the bull — that is Judkin — 
by the horns. 

“I don’t object to sleeping two in a cabin if you don’t,” he 
says to me, accommodatingly. 

“I do object,” I return, emphatically. 

He tries to make some stupid old joke on the word “ berth.” 
If anything could have determined me on ridding myself of 
Judkin as a stable companion, it is his having indulged in 
this very stupid old joke. Fortunately at this instant up 
comes the steward with Mr. Gray. There are three per- 
sons unavoidably detained ashore ; they have sent telegrams. 
A berth is entirely at J udkin’s disposal, where he can be all 
alone, and can practise his own jokes to himself as much as 
he likes, and die of laughing at them into the bargain, if he 
chooses. Judkin is reinstated as my friend. 

Bell sounds. Mr. Gray departs. Bon voyage! Crowd 
melts and is carried away behind the ship, which apparently 
doesn’t move. The wharf, with tubs, casks, and odds and 
ends still on it and Mr. Gr.vy waving his hand, swiftly floats 
away, going astern, and in another few minutes it is forced 
upon my powers of observation that we are proceeding at a 
comparatively swift pace on our way towards the mouth of the 
Thames, which^ is opening voraciously at the sound of “the 
tocsin of the soul, the dinner-bell.” It is 1.30 and we throng 
into the dining saloon, where our stewards place us, as if for 
some game, and in a general way direct our movements. 
The river traffic occupies the Captain’s attention ; so at lunch 
he is unable to preside. 

Passengers, not in couples, are a bit shy of one another at 
first. The places at our table opposite to Judkin and myself 
are vacant. Both of us being anxious to watch the vessel’s 
progress down the river, we hurry over the mid-day meal 
and return to the deck. 

I am saluted by somebody giving me a hearty slap on 
the back. I hate hearty slaps anywhere. I am about to 
protest, when the slapper comes in front of me, which he 
might just as easily have done at first, and, holding out the 
offending right hand, in a Cranmery sort of fashion, he 
exclaims : 

“Well! by Jove ! this is first rate ! ” 

It is Billy Bickerstiff ; in fuU, Colonel William Biokerstiff, 
whose welcome I return with as much cordiality as can 
possibly be expected to be shown by one man to another who 
has just, to put it nautically, taken the wind out of his sails. 

“ Hallo ! Colonel,” I say, “ this is a treat ! ” 

“Going across to Bordeaux, eh?” asks the Colonel. His 
observations and deductions are always so original. 

Judkin, to whom I introduce the Colonel, remarks that his 
guess as to our destination is a peculiarly sharp one, as this 
boat is only bound for Bordeaux. 

Billy laughs. He enjoys a joke. “Good boat this,” 
says he. Then, without pause, he tells us its tonnage, carry- 
ing power, what it takes and doesn’t take, and how often he 
has travelled by this or some other on the same line, until 
J UDKiN and I settle down in our deck chairs. 

“We shall meet again ! Au revoir I ” cries Billy, cheerily, 
turning to descend. 

“ So long ! ” says Judkin, sententiously. 

A delightful evening on the river as the sun goes down. 
W^e shall be very soon dropping the pilot and making 
towards the French coast. 


^ these days of seismic disturbances we are not surprised 
to Imar entire towns being removed to another neighbour- 
what seems to have happened at Leamington 
and Malvern, which figure in the Daily Telegraph under 
the romantic heading, “ By the Silver Sea.” 
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Friend (Jbelow). “All you’ve got to do when I throw you the rope is to make it past 
TO that projection over youe head, and lower youesblf down ! ” 


THE ART OF LEHER WRITING. 

(Illustrated ly examples drawn from real life.) 

Ageeeihg to pubchase a Motor-car. 

Letter from Sir Limpet Luck, a Baronet 
of sporting tastes, after a iceeh's trial 
of a Puanteur car, which he likes ly 
far the lest out of the fourteen 
varieties which he had leen trying, to 
the Puanteur Motor Car Manufacturing 
Co. Ltd., 301, Long Acre, in reply to 
one from them enclosing a prospectus 
of their lusiness and enlarging upon 
the meAts of their car, agreeing to 
keep the same, and informing them at 
the same time that he will no longer 
require the sei'Aces of their chauffeur, 
a very agreeable Swiss mechanic, aged 
twenty-seven, with a wife and two 
children in the canton of Berne, and 
a licence up to the present entirely 
free from endorsement. 

Stork Castle, Wildon, E.S.O. 
Sept. 4, 19 — . 

Sir Limpet Luck has decided to take 

the car at £780. He is sending Le- 

MERCiER back. 

Congratulations on Birth of Male Chiu) 
FROM Disappointed Heir-presumptive. 

Letter from the Irother of a peer who for 
many years has indulged the reasonable 
hope of succeeding to the title and 
estates, his Irother leing an invalid 
and childless, and has even raised a 
considerable amount of money on his 
'property and talked very freely of what 
he meant to do when the time came, to 
his Irother the Earl, who, after leing 
marned for fifteen years without issue 
has leen presented ly his wife, a 
daughter of the Tomato King, an 
AmeAcan millionaire, with a son, con- 
gratulating him on his good fortune^ 

94, The Albany, 
April 8, 19 — . 

My dear Bill, — ^I t is impossible for 

me to say how glad I am. Yours, 

Harry. 

Proposal of Marriage. 

Letter from a gentleman of middle age 
who has retired from lusiness and does 
nothing all day lut icatch his invest- 
ments, play the pianola, and occasion- 
ally go to tea with his niece, the wife 
of a reporter a few streets distant from 
his own home, ichich consists of two 
rooms at Forest Gate, the landlady of 
which is a Mrs. Ribbons, the widow of 
a fish salesman at Billingsgate whose 
Lodge gave him a very handsome 
funeral in ’89, to a lady in rooms across 
the road, at No. 8, who has a small 
dachshund dog and takes the ^‘Church 
Times, after several months of faint 
intimacy duAng which he has been 
asking himself continually if he really 


wishes to marry or not, and has at last 
made up his mind that he does. 

3, Milton Eoad, Forest Gate, 
December 8, 19 — . 

Dear Miss Luckin, — ^WiU you marry 
me ? lam forty-five, have £350 a year, 
and am insured on the most favourable 
scale for £2000. An answer will oblige 
Your obedient servant, 

Horace Home. 


Catastroplie in the Fur Trade* 

In King’s Lynn, says the Standard, 
“ they had the highest tide that they 
had had for the past two-and-twenty 
years, and as a consequence great havoc 
was wrought there amongst the goods 
stored in waterside warehouses, rats 
leing drowned literally ly the thousand 


Spots on the Sun. 

Even the best and most loyal natures 
sometimes lapse from their single-eyed 
fidelity, as is shown by the following 
notice in the Glasgow Serald : — 

“Strayed from , devoted Persian Cat 

(l:)lmd of one eye).” 


More Reckless Motor-Driving. 

“Marie STumoLME,” says the Eoyal 
Magazine, “ is a motorist, and in her own 
garden is a terror to caterpiUaTS when 
they are eating.” We confess that there. 
is something peculiarly sinister in the 
suggestion that this lady deliberately 
runs over her victims at the ^moment 
when they are preoccupied with their 
meals. 
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SHEEP IS WOLE’S CLOTHIHO. 

(BeiTtga domestic drama composed 'byan infant 
of ten summers, who, after reaching mature 
years, retrieved it from a box contabiing his 
toy theatre, and copied it out with faithful 
I reproduction of the original spelling and 
I punctuation^ 

Aoters 

j Baron Hearth 
Sir Collins 

: Lady Hearth (the Baron’s daughter) 
James (the Baron’s valet) 

: Clensdde (Capt of the Baron’s men) 

' Wilson 

Wffiams Baron’s men 

; Tom 

3 Acts & 3 Sciens 

Act I Scien 1 (enter Lady Hearth) 

L Hearth What father not home yet 
(looking out of windo) and such a frosty 
night (she calls out) James (enter James) 
James yes my lady 
L Hearth Have you had any news 
from London about my fathers return 
James no my Lady (bell rings) 

L Hearth Listen that may be father 
(bell rings) go quickly and see (exit 
James) 

L Hearth Who can it be if it is not 
Father (enter James) 

James my lady it is a note for you 
brought by one of my lord’s men saying 
I shall return to morrow morning at 10 
o’clock B Hearth 
L Hearth has the man gome 
James no my lady 
L Heaxth then Be quick and give 
me a pen & paper (she writes) . . , . tell 
the man to deliver this to its owner from 
Lady Hearth 

James yes my lady (exit James) 

L Hearth (taking a chair and sitting 
doTm) I have written a hurried note 
'telling Sir Collins to come here as my 
father is out I love him almost more 
than any one we have always loved each 
other since we were children much to 
my father’s horror for he hates all the 
Collins family he said there is a fude 
between them of which the Collinses 
take no notice and he swares he will 
have the house search if he suspects me 
of having him in the house (knock at 
door 3) 

I (L HearA approchs door and says) is 
that you Sir CoUins 

(Sir Collins in a whisper) yes let me 
I in quick (enter Collins) 

8 Collins I got your not all right 
shu — What was that 
L Hearth Henry hide quickly (he < 
does so) 

(enter James) 

James ^ My lady my lady there is 
some one in the house I heard him talk- ■ 
ing in a wisper 

L Hearth go away (laughing) your ■ 


getting old it was only your stupid fansey 
(James exit) (Sir Collins comes from 
t hiding plaes) 

J L Hearth but Sir Collins what is 
* that noise again hide quick again 
^ S CoUins (slowly) it is the tramp of 
the Barons men 

L Hearth no it cant be (faints) & 
ciutain 

2 Act Scien 2 2 weeks 

L Hearth To weeks have past and I 
have not heard from Sir CoUins and I 
have not felt half so weU since that fright 
I had and after all it was only James 
and the gardeners who had come for 
there wages 

B Hearth (behind scien to James) oh 
I cant bother about dinner Ask my 
daughter And besides prehaps I shant 
be here to dinner go and pack my box 
As I teU you I want to leave this house 
in ten minutes (enter Baron Hearth) 

L Hearth (laughing) WeU father I 
here you are going away I shaU have a 
. Iqnly evening only as you have left the 
dinner to me I shall have somthine: 
to do 

B Hearth WeU I am Blessed I throught 
you were out for a walk 
L Hearth you thought wrong but I 
have been for a walk 
B Hearth weU goodbye 
L Hearth good bye (exit B Hearth) 

L Hearth James 
James yes my lady 
L Hearth take this note to Sir CoUins 
James yes my lady (exit James) 

L Hearth Sir CoUins wiU soon be 
hear (beU rings) this cant be him (she 
goes to door and says) come in (enter 
Clensdale) 

L Hearth Clensdale 
Clens my lady 

L Hearth what pray do you want 
hear at this time of night 

Clens My Lady I am sent by my 
master with a warrant to ask you if any , 
one is in the house besides James if you i 
wont answer I must surch the house is ■ 
there any one or not in the house I want 
your answer 

L Hepth I am Mistress hear when my ' 
father is away leave this house at once j 
my answer is HO Curtain , 

Act 3 Scien 3 

(enter Sir CoUins finding Lady Hearth i 
sleeping tapps her on the shoulder) ; 

S CoUins wake up quickly ( 

L Hearth who is that . 

8 CoUins Sir CoUins 
L Hearth Clensdale came here and . 
etc etc (teUs him aU) ^ 

S CoUins they are shore to come to 1 
night j 

L Hearth If so there is a trap door t 
under the carpet in wich you can hide t 
S CoUins shu — they are forcing open £ 
the back door the trap door quick (before t 


I he has time to get right in the trap door 
Clensdale and men enter sieze S CoUins 
Suddenly Baron Hearth enters) 

B Hearth What is this (Lady H tells 
her tail) 

B Hearth loose this man And you 
Clensdale I shaU send you and your men 
to custody (turning to L Hearth and S 
CoUins) I give my consent to your 
marrage as this wrong has been done 
you for I never mensond this to Clens- 
dale 

Clensdale (turning to B Hearth) then 
you are putting a sheep in wolfs clothing 
into custody 

B Hearth no you are a wolf in sheep 
clothing and Lady Hearth is the sheep 
in wolfs clothing Curtain 


CHARIVARIA. 

Prince von Bulow having made a 
reference to his country’s projected 
isolation, the Sultan of Turkey has 
hastened to assure him that, in return 
for past and future favours, Germaiiy 
may always rely on his support. 

Negotiations, it is said, are now on 
foot for the formation of an offensive 
and defensive alliance between Norway 
and Sweden. We understand that Nor- 
way wiU take the offensive part, while 
Sweden wiU do the rest. 

It is a pleasant change to hear of 
practical use being made of the lessons 
of the Boer War. A constable at Chester 
has declared that after the War many 
poachers adopted khaki clotliing, as they 
had discovered that the colour was a 
protection against the police. 

At the Church Missionary meeting at 
Norwich, the Chairman asked for £100 as 
the day’s coUections, and the grand total 
of the offertories reached £99 195 . lid. 
Could not Mr. Carnegie be asked to 
make up the deficiency ? 

The inventor of the crinoUne has died. 
We hope that this may serve as a warn- 
ing^ to others who may be thinking of 
devising any such hideous fashion. 

Dover has been visited by miUions of 
smaU black flies from the Channel. 
London ^ stiU has to be content with the 
old-fashioned four-wheelers. 

A rag and bone dealer of Zivettle, 

I Austria, died, leaving all the money he 
possessed, amounting to £160, for the 
benefit of his twelve cats. The man’s 
relatives are now disputing the will, and 
the result of the case, which is looked 
upon as a test one, is being anxiously 
awaited by all cats who have expecta- 
tions. 
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“ The number of noted Scottish 
houses,” says The World and Eis Wife^ 
“where the lady shot is made really 
welcome is comparatively small.” We 
must confess that we ourselves prefer a 
lady who has not been shot. 

There are some natures — and, frankly, 
we admire them — ^which see poetry in 
everything. In the list of “ Books j 
Received ” in a recent issue of the Daily \ 
News, under the heading “Poetry” 
appeared (inter alia) the following 
items : — 

Peace, and Other Poems, By F. 
Baines. 

Military Hygiene. By R. Caldwell. 

Eow to Invest Money. By E. R. 
Gabbott. 

Political Theories from Luther to 
Montesquieu. By W. A. Dunning. 

Another unfortunate misprint ! A 
blameless lady has been called “The 
apostle of the Simple Lie.” 

The trustees of a new Protestant 
Episcopal Cathedral have decided to 
change the faces of thirty or forty 
female angels which formed part of the 
original scheme of decoration, because 
of the protests of several clergymen, 
who pointed out that the Bible does not 
mention female angels. Fortunately the 
alterations will not present much diffi- 
culty, the addition of a beard or a 
moustache being a comparatively easy 
matter. ______ 


A correspondent .wishes to know which 
is the smartest regiment in the British 
Army. We presume, the 1st Bucks. 



The Pall Mall Gazette has pubHshed 
an article on “The Japanese Smile.” 
We understand that, owing to exigencies 
of space, “The Russian Smile” was 
crowded out. 


MUSIC HATH NOT ALL THE CHARMS. 

Young Lady (pUlardhropically slimming). “And if you come to the Meeting to-moreow 
NIGHT you’ll hear ME PLAY THE ORGAN.” 

Gid^tersnipe. ** Oh, Miss, and will you haye a Monkey ? ” 


The King of Siam, whom one had 
imagined to be a man of poor physique, 
has opened as many as twelve and a 
half miles of tramways in Bangkok. 


Cremation makes slow but steady 
headway. Three ’ motor hearses will 
shortly be at work in Paris. 


It is announced that a man 7 ft. 10 Ins. 
high and weighing 255 lbs. has just 
joined the German army. France is 
none the less determined not to make 
any concessions in Morocco. 


Owing to a strike of the pharmacy 
employes at St. Petersburg, the pubhc 
are unable to obtain medicines, and 
patients are recovering in hundreds. 

The current number of the Strand 
Magazine contains an article on “The 
effect of diet on the face.” The most 
disastrous effect we have ever seen was 
caused by giving a small boy, three 
years old, some bread and jam. 


THE COMING OF AUTUMN. 

The splendour of the Year has gone. 

The summer skies are overcast ; 

Down the dark slope the Year moves on 
To his dead fathers in the Past. 

He hears no twittering from the eaves, 
Nor music from the' haggard bough ; 
He stoops, and twines the fallen leaves 
Into a chaplet for his brow. 


H.M.S. Powerful has lost its pet, Peter, 
the goat, and the Admiralty has decided- 
to abolish the ram on other vessels. 


Beneath his shadow as he goes - 
The last sad lily pines away ; 

The rose — ^the very royal rose — 
Drops, and is trampled in the clay. 


Mr. Forbes Robertson, it is announced, 
has withdrawn The Conqueror, because 
the public did not like it. ^ The public, 
we feel sure, will appreciate the con- 
cession. 


“The Dene-Holes of Essex.” — Such 
was a startling heading in a recent num- 
ber of the Times. In our time there has 
been only one Dean Hole (bless his 
memory !) and he was of Rochester. 


0 golden Summer merged in gloom, 

0 glory of the land, adieu ! 

Autumn has come, and I resume 
My yearly cold — Atish T Ashoo ! 

Dum-Dum. 






THE MACDUFFER GOES STALKING.-iSIO. I. 

He makes his first aoquaintanoe with a Mountain Path, a Highland Pony, and a Paok-saddle—none of which he appreciates 

AS HE SHOULD. 


THE AGE OF EDUCATION. 

The scrubbing-trusli is idle ; tbe pick-axe and tbe spade 
Lie rotten, forgotten — ^nnnsed of man or maid. 

Tbe bands tbg-t once were bomy will no longer bear tbe stain 
Of toiling and moiling — tbis is tbe age of brain ; 

For wby sbonld people^labour when a tbongbtM L.C.O. 
Befriends tbem and sends them to read for a degree ? 

They be burning for learning, 

Tbeir culture-craving hearts 
Are turning with yearning 
To pedagogic arts 

And tbe golden ‘stores of knowledge 
In a Correspondence College. 

Mahtcr. Ann’s ‘‘selected,” tbougb ber skirts bnt reach her 
knees, 

To figure, when bigger, among tbe girl P.T.’s ; 

: Before she puts ber pigtail up and takes to using “Hinde’s,” 
Maeieb will try ber fair band on youtbfd minds. 

Instead of helping Mother witb.tbe babies in tbe slums 
She ’U hammer at grammar, psychology and sums. 

I She ’s burning, dcG, 

i Tbe policeman’s .son’s an ex-P.T., and views, with nose 
turned up, 

I Pickpocket, lost locket, and law-defying pup ; 
i Tbe butcher’s boy is reading for “Matrio.” and doesn’t care 
I A button for mutton — ^bis fancies fly elsewhere ; 

i ^ Pupil Teachers. 


Tbe grocer’s lad is busy with bis “Inter. Arts,” and he’s 
Forsaken tbe bacon, tbe butter and tbe cheese. 

They ’re turning, dc. 

When all tbe world are graduates at twenty pounds a year, 
When biceps and triceps begin to disappear, 

There ’ll be a boom in muscle, and the navvy’s day wiU dawn 
All sunny, when money goes band in band with brawn. 

And so farewell to Trinity, for soon I hope to find 
Brick-laying more paying than any skill of mind. 

I ’m turning from learning, 

My money-craving heart 
Is burning with yearning 
To ply tbe hodman’s art, 

, And forget tbe worthless knowledge 
Which I gathered up at College. 


“If Youth hut knew.’’ 

Under tbis title “KAppa” has been writing in tbe 
Westminster Gazette to prove, amongst other things, that 
too much time is devoted to athletics in our schools. ^ And 
now our contemporary says : “ We give tbis morning a 
first selection of tbe large number of letters which have 
reached us during tbe last few days on tbe series of articles 
by our contributor ‘ Kappa ’ dealing with public-school educa- 
tion, which was brought to a dose last Saturday. What, no 
more education ? If youth but knew ! 
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TRIALS OF A FIANC^. 

Young Lady (to Fiance^ who has rashly 'promised to teach her to shoot). “ Tell me, George, 
WHEN TOD WANT TO TAKE ODT THE LITTLE RED THINGS, YOU PULL THIS THING BELOW, DON’t YOU ? ” 


THE “HOW TO” PAPERS. 

No. L— How TO Take a Cab. 

Cabs as we 3mow tliem to-day may be 
taken in at least two ways. Ilie Right 
Honourable Charles James Fox, when 
in the process of sowing his wild oats, 
is said to have taken a cab whose driver 
or “jan^ey” was asleep inside, and 
driven it to the City Temple, where he 
left it. The famous principle of common 
law, however, that 

He wh® would steal a pin 
Would steal some greater thing, 
is now held to apply to cabs as well as 
,to bank-notes and postal-orders, and 
anyone who would “ take a cab ” in the 
sense of appropriating it to his own use 
'without paying for it would soon find 
.'himself in trouble, and even liable to a 
severe punishment. 

No. When you annoimce your inten- 
tion of “taking a cab” from one place 
to another, what you actually mean is 
' that the cab is going to take you. It is 
one of those little inversions of speech 
common in’ our language about which 
there is no difficulty, as they are uni- 
versally understood. 

Let us suppose that you wish to drive 
from your house in Piccadilly to your 
Oltib in the Strand. (You probably do 
not live in Piccadilly, and there are no 
Clubs in the Strand, but the example 
wiU suffice.) You go out into the street, 
hold up your stick or umbrella and call 
out “Hi!” By these means you are 
understood to be hailing a cab, and two 
or more hansoms will instantly dash 
up to you fi'om different directions, the 
respective drivers of which will imme- 
diately start abusing one another. Select 
the one who comes off worst in the 
contest. He will be more easily disposed 
of at the end of the journey. 

When you have told the driver where 
you wish him to go, climbed up into the 
cab, and given a penny to the street loafer 
who has picked up your hat (which has 
been knocked off into the mud by the 
reins), you will have nothing more to do 
until you reach your journey’s end, 
except sit still and examine yourself in 
the small pieces of looking-glass supplied 
for that purpose. In some of the best- 
appointed hansoms you will find a box 
of matches and the stump end of a cigar 
in a little tray by your elbow. It is not 
advisable to smoke the latter, but there 
is no objection to jovx filling your own 
matchbox from the stock provided. If 
the horse falls down, sit where you 
are until he gets up again, and leave 
somebody else to take the seat of honour 
on his head. 

Arrived at your destination, get out 
and pay the cabman a shilling. He wiU 
hold it in his palm, regard it sceptically 
and ask, “ What ’s this ? ” His question 
is in the nature of a rhetorical utterance, 


for he knows perfectly well what it is. You 
will reply briefly, “ It is your fare,” and 
turn away as if you wished to dose the 
incident. The cabman will then ask if 
you call yourself a gentleman, and with- 
out waiting for a reply will give you to 
understand that in his opinion your con- 
duct unfits you for the society of your 
fellow creatures. By this time you will 
have -enticed him off his box into the 
vestibule of your Club, where you can 
deal with the situation unhampered by 
a crowd of spectators. 

You wiU now be in a position to play 
your trump card. This will take the 
form of an. allusion to the subject of 
horticulture. In some subtle way you 
win imply that your adversary’s real 
calling is that of a gardener. You may 
say, “ You ought to be earthing up your 
celery, not driving a cab;” or, “I 
suppose there wasn’t anything to do in 
the garden when they sent you out.” 


This win drive him into a state of 
apoplectic incoherency, and you must at 
once fonow up your advantage by de- 
manding his number. Press this point 
firmly. He win at first retort by asking 
for your card, intimating his intention 
of summoning you if it costs him a day’s 
work. Do not give him your card, but 
ask him for his number again, and con- 
tinue to ask for it until he goes away. 
He win do so eventuaUy, after a final 
contemptuous reference to your appear- 
ance, birth and behaviour, which you 
win affect to receive with indifference. 

It fonows from the foregoing remarks 
that a man with capabifities for repartee 
win be in a better position to take a cab 
than a fool. But those of the slowest 
wits need not despair of being eventuaUy 
able to cope with the most abusive of 
cabmen. Stick to the word “gardener ” 
and you wiU never suffer crushing 
defeat. 
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THE CONFESSIONS OF A* BADx 
SHOT. 

lu all other respects I have a tolerahly 
good opinion of myself. Also I am good 
at games, as the saying is — cricket, foot- 
ball (that was in my palmy days), 
croquet, golf, and the rest of them. At 
aU of these I flatter myself that I am a 
better performer than the average middle- 
aged Briton. But when it conies to par- 
tridges and pheasants, games in fact in 
the singular number, which have — no, 
has — to be shot at, I lose every atom of 
self-confidence which I possess, and en- 
dure a martyrdom of self-conscious agony. 
I arrive — ^let me describe my sensations 
for the benefit of my fellow-sufferers — 
at the scene of my self-inflicted torture 
by the train which lands me there in 
time to dress for dinner. So far so good. 
Previously, on the platform of the London 
terminus, I have nervously scanned my 
fellow travellers, and carefully avoided 
getting into the same carriage with 
anyone whose impedimenta included a 
gun-case, so as not to prolong unneces- 
sarily the agony which I am about to 
endure. 

For that is the simple fact. It is almost 
unmixed agony to me to join a shooting 
party. And yet, as one finds a certain 
painful pleasure in poking at an aching 
tooth, I do it, very occasionally, because 
— suppose because I have to live up 
to my birthright as an Englishman. 
Every well-bred male Briton is popularly 
expected to be a sportsman, just as he is 
credited with the ability to ride, and a 
complete knowledge of the points of a 
horse. The horse I can manage, when I 
am not on his back, and it is compara- 
tively easy to refuse a mount. Also, by 
a judicious avoidance of technical terms, 
such as “pastern ” and “ hock,” it is not 
difiScult, when you are doing the stables 
after lunch on Sunday, to affect, to your 
own satisfaction at all events, a tolerably 
familiar acquaintance with the geography 
of the noble animal. I can slap him on 
the flank, or whatever the correct term 
is, and say “ get over,” with any man in 
England. But shooting is different. I 
cannot, except on rare occasions, suc- 
ceed in hitting what I aim at with a 
gun. Consequently I do not enjoy the 
^ society or the conversation of those who 
can. 

Before the shoot begins, if I pretend 
to any practical acquaintance with the 
sport, I am uneasily conscious that in a 
few, hours I shall be regarded as an 
impostor. And yet, que faire ? 

To feign ignorance is to be looked 
upon as a dangerous shot, a mad dog to 
be avoided at aU hazards. Consequently 
I (or perhaps I may say you, for I have a 
suspicion that there are plenty of us) 
talk in the evening as though I were a 
, normally good shot, well knowing that 


in the morning I shall be revealed in 
my true ■ colours. And all ^ough 
dinner, and afterwards at Bridge (I 
always play Bridge on these occasions, 
though I ’ve no memory for Q^-rds, 
because, being a silent game, it makes 
sporting conversation impossible) I suffer, 
how I suffer, because I know what the 
morrow will bring forth. 

The morrow dawns, and I feel in my 
bones, from my first appearance at 
breakfast, that the other men, and the 
women too, have already seen through 
my pinchbeck mask. Why on earth, I 
ask myself, with dismal self-reproach, 
was I such an idiot as to accept my 
host’s invitation? I might so easily 
have said that I had another engage- 
ment, or even that I could not shoot. 
Arthur Balfour doesn’t shoot, and he, 
like me, is a male Briton. But then he is 
Prime Minister. And a Prime Minister’s 
record is already so black that nothing, 
not even the inability to shoot, can make 
it worse. But still, I might have been 
playing golf, or even sporting with 
Amaryllis on the croquet-lawn. There 
are numbers of Amaryllises here, but I 
feel instinctively that they shun me with 
one accord — because I cannot shoot. 
If it were cricket, now, the most difficult 
of all games, the case would be different. 
The best cricketer in the world may miss 
a catch or get out for nothing. And 
even if you are a self-confessed or a 
detected ‘^rabbit,” no one despises you 
for it. But to miss one is anathema 
maranatha. 

The first drive begins. It is always a 
drive nowadays, which makes matters 
worse than they used to be. Over dogs 
I do sometimes hit. Once I even got a 
right and left. But at the end of a drive, 
when an officious keeper comes up and 
asks what birds I have got, attention 
is drawn to my want of success in a way 
from which there is no escape. When 
the next drive is over he doesn’t ask, he 
merely looks, and after that he doesn’t 
even go through the formality of looking 
for the birds which I ought to have 
shot. If by some lucky chance I do 
hold my gun straight, it makes no differ- 
ence ; the man next me, whom, privately, 
I consider to be almost as bad a shot as 
myself, always claims the birds, which I 
know I have killed, and I am fkr too 
generous, or, to teU the truth, far too 
certain that my protest will be unavail- 
ing, to dispute the point. Before lunch 
arrives (and, to add to my sufferings, the 
ladies) I have become one of the least 
self-respecting creatures on, God’s earth. 
Wild ideas of sending myself an impera- 
tive telegram next morning receding me 
to town, or ,of cutting my trigger-finger 
with my razor, flit through my disordered 
brain. But nothing comes of it. I stay 
oh to the bitter end. For the rest of the 
shoot, I dree .my weird, occasionally 


knocking over^ a sluggish bird, always 
when no one is looking. But nothing 
can restore niy self-respect until I have 
left the house and all its Nimrods, male 
and female, behind me. For the time 
being I and become a criminal and an 
outcast. And yet what is my crime ? I 
have tried to do the duty which England 
expects of ine.- I have gone out after 
breakfast and endeavoured to kill some- 
thing, and my only reward is the scorn 
of my fellow-creatures. Perhaps I even 
cause them pain, and that hurts me. 
Which proves that I am no true sports- 
man. A true sportsman never feels 
really bad about the pain he inflicts. 


MUSICAL NOTES. 

As erroneous reports of the name and 
contents of Richard Strauss’s coming 
symphony have been widely circulated in 
the organs of the hardware industry, we 
think it advisable to state the truth of 
the matter once and for all. It is not true 
that the title of the work is Symphonia 
Turhinia,'' or that it is dedicated to Mr. 
Chains Parsons, F.R.S. The sober 
fact is that the new work will be entitled 
^'Systematica Discordia,'' and that its 
aim is to translate into terms of music 
some of the most striking features of 
railway travelling. 

The first Section will deal with goods 
— in which especial prominence will 
be given to a strepitous episode for 
milk cans, — the relative merit of trucks 
pf the American and English patterns, 
and cognate topics. Attention is especially 
directed to an idyllic passage over which 
is written in the full score “ The Stoker’s 
Bath,” where the turbid character of the 
instrumentation is noticeable, while the 
composer’s preference for liquid fuel as 
opposed to coal is delicately indicated in 
the scale passages in the Coda. Sect. II., 
"Maestoso assai,^^ is headed “Parlia- 
mentary Trains,” and is of a uniformly 
tranquil character, punctuated here and 
there with an impressive lunga pausa. 
The principal subject is of a distinctly 
South Eastern type, and in the working 
out humorous employment is made of a 
characteristic figure representing an Irish 
engine-driver stopping suddenly to re- 
fresh himself at a wayside inn. Sec. III., 
“The Express,” is cast in the form of 
a moto^ perpetuo or non-stop run, which 
is niaintained with unflagging energy, 
passing without a brake into the superbly 
sonorous Finale (Section IV.) headed 
“ Collision.” Here Richard Strauss has 
exerted all his powers, with a result that 
can only be described as Pandemoniacal. 
Indeed the President of the Amalgamated 
Society of Boiler Makers, who has been 
specially retained to assist in the re- 
hearsals of the instruments of percussion. 
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PTTPTnrriTwn tttc' papttmt’ energy which is blown as “going to intention to come home as and when you 
PERFECmG THE PARENT. ^ indulging his parents please. 

[“ It IS a great development of the times in this little relaxation raxdy regrets his An ancient custom has decreed that 
Sa^SrtdJc?ed.mr^Sn^ ^he parent, wi& that bHnd the mde parent should be permitted to 

wiser than are Ms parents! It has occurred to hmnan nature ^ which, is his control the finances of the family, and 

me to suggest that after the eldest child reaches i^ost charming characteristic, may he- that the child should he giyen only 
twenty the parents should, therefore, come lieve that “ going to school ” and “ being a certain allowance upon which to 
^der the coiUrol of the children .”— a educated ” are synonymous terms ; hut, support himself. This ridiculous pre- 
letterto the GraphieJ ] course, the intelligent child inows judice has often before now led to em- 

P.pDiNG the time when the above sug- better. However, the sacrifice is so small harrassment, and it is full time that the 
gestion shall he universally adopted, we a one to make, and it is regarded by matter was given careful consideration 
have pleasure in submitting one or two parents with such evident delight, that hy the Children of the Empire. To 
hints as to the management of parents children who are earnestly endeavouring begin with, it is impossible for a parent 
which have been prepared for us by an to train their parents are all advised to to know the many calls which are made 
expert. ^ make it. ^ ^ upon a child, and therefore the allowance 

It is a great mistake to suppose that Of the two subdivisions into which which is made to the latter is invariably 
any parent is amenable to reason, and it parents may be divided, the female inadequate. There seems to be but one 


is because many children forget 
this point that so much friction 
is caused in a number of fami- 
lies. Fathers especially have Or 
most unfortunate idea that be- 
cause they have lived in the 
world some twenty or thirty 
years longer than their chil- 
dren, and have had more ex- 
perience of men and things, 
therefore they know better than 
their offspring what course i 
should be pursued in any given 
circumstance. 

Firmness as a factor in the 
successful rearing of parents 
cannot be too strongly insisted 
upon. The child that allows its 
father or mother to get the 
upper hand will inevitably 
regret this foolish lenience. It 
is not, moreover, a difficult 
matter, a weU-trained parent 
being as docile as a lamb. Pre- 
ferably this part' of a parent’s 
up-bringing should be com- 
menced wMe the child is stiU 
an occupant of the cradle. 
Should a mother attempt to 
move away from the cot while 
the hahe is awake, screams, cries, 
and, if necessary, comnilsions, - 



ANOTHER REFORM IN CHINA. 

Suggestion for an up-to date “ Willow Tattem,^^ 


. solution possible. Until he has 
reached the age of say twenty or 
twenty-one, the child shoulil, 
perhaps, allow the parent to 
retain his control over the 
finances. At that age, after the 
years of experience which he has 
had, the parent should know 
exactly what his own yearly- 
expenditure ouglit to he, and he 
should therefore be required to 
hand over the whole of his 
money to his child, who will 
make an allowance of the sum 
per annum which the parent 
thinks necessary to support him, ^ 
always provided that the demand 
is not exorbitant, and that the 
finances of the child permit the 
due and regular payment of the 
amount. 

Provided that obedience in 
matters of principle is insisted ' 
upon, parents may be treated 
with the utmost consideration , 
and kindness, and nothing hut ; 
good will come of it. Many a ’ 
child who to-day is most proud 
of his parents has granted them 
almost every facility for enjoy- 
ing themselves, and not- per- 
mitted their duty as parents to 


should he brought into play untQ the section (mothers) is by far the most become a burden to them, 
e^ant wonian returns. ^ The habits of difficult to cope with. Many a mother In conclusion : be firm but gentle, 
obedience thus learnt will not be easily who originally had the germs of a well- Remember that many parents are not 
forgotten. ordered obedience in her composition half “had sorts.” If you would have 

Tun fifteen years of has been utterly spoiled hy a too lax your parents a credit to you, spare no 

a child s life much inay be done in the indulgence of her absurd whims. Who, effort that will lead to the desired effect, 
way of tmining. For a child who has for instance, has not known the ridi- Then, when in years to come you are 
the well-hemg of his parents at heart culous disturbance created by a mother able to show them to your friends, you 
there are many courses open which, if on the first occasion on which a son does can say, with your hand on your heart, 
used intelligently wiU eventually cause not return home until after ten o’clock ? that “they have all been trained by 
them to look with pride upon^ their Some of them, indeed, have been dis- kindness.” 
father and mother. Too much strictness covered weeping, having convinced them- ■ ■ = 

with a parent is to he deprecated. They selves, on an entirely baseless ground, that Wedding Slodes for Women, 

shoidd be humoured in aH sorts of ways, something dreadful must have happened From answers to correspondents under 
provided i always that the indulgence *to such son. This weakness, if mani- the heading “Manners and Customs” in 
craved will not act to their detriment. fested in a mother, must he firmly and the Ladies’ FteZtZ we cull the following: — 
There is, for example, a very harmless immediately checked. She must clearly “Iejsh Gladys. — Certainly a frock-coat should 
little pleasure . which may he accorded to be given to understand that you will ke worn at a smart wedding. The correct style 
nearly aU parents; a pleasure which be seriously annoyed if the thine is a frock-coat, a high silk hat, a wMte 

never to failtod^ghttoem. It is occurs agam, and at the same time shl 

produced by that sacrifice of time and should be informed that it is your should be^^om, and smart black boots.” 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 

First nigkt of Winter Season, Thursday last, October 5. 
A good opening for any gifted person with a career before 
her, and when that gifted person is Madame Mjelba, the part 
her favourite one of Mimi^ the opera our (at one time) special 
favourite La BoMme (as played at Covent Garden with 
certain eminent persons whose names are not in the present 
biU), it may be fairly expected that the winter season will be 
highly successful, if all the operas promised are up to the 
generally satisfactory level of to-night’s La BoMme. 

For this premiere, our accepted Bohemian Girl, Madame 
Melba, was not at her very best ; yet did she not play and 
sing the part as only she can play and sing it? Has not 
the representative of Rodolfo, Signor De Marchi, a beautiful 
voice? Musetta, as represented by Signora Treotent, is full 
of '' go ” and melodiousness. The three Bohemians, Marcello, 
Golline, and Schaunard, have not been seen to better advan- 
tage than when represented by Signori Sammarco, Didur, and 
Niola, while landlord Benoit and the elderly beau Aleindoro 
were capitally impersonated by two artistic natures rolled 
into one under the delightful Anglo-Italian designation of 
Signor Wigley. 

The Conductor who led the band of orchestral brothers was 
Signor Mugitone, an Anglo-slangily suggestive name for a 
gentleman whose work compels him to keep his face (or “mug” 
as it would have been termed in the Aleindoro period) so 
entirely away from the audience as to give those who would 
speak of him behind his back considerable latitude. Eoyalty 
was present, enjoying itself and storing up all the best tunes 


for future delectation in India. BoMme is a great success, 
not a little of which is due to Signor De Marohi. But just a 
friendly word in the Syndicate’s ear : don’t overdo this opera, 
stick to the programme, and let there be variety. 

Friday, Oct. 6. — To witness the performance of Un Ballo 
in MascMra, the House was not by any means over-crotvded. 
Royalty conspicuous by absence. But there was little want- 
ing in “numbers,” as, musically speaking, every “number” 
was excellently rendered, and the performance as a whole 
was thoroughly successful. Signor ZmATEUJO as Rieeardo 
was first favourite both as singer and actor. Signor Sammarco 
as Renato, Madame Buoninsegna (Amelia), Signora kb Ciskeros 
(Ulrica), all sustained their well-established reputations, and 
Signor Mggnoee added to his as Conductor. 


The Metric System. 

Are we ripe for it? 

The answer seems to be No, if we may judge from the 
Daily Mails account of the Makrali- Jemins wrestling 
match. “ Though the American,” it says, “ stood nearly 
5 ft. 10 in., he was conceding a couple of metres in height.” 
This brings the Turk out at about 12 ft. 4 in. TriHv, a 
“Terrible ’’Turk! 

Has he come home ? — ^To the Small Mammals House at the 
Zoo has lately been added anArctictis Binturong, known in its 
native Assam as BhaLUllL We seem to recognise the name. 
Can it be our old friend Bhil-lalli under a slight disguise ? 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

taking up Mr. Perot Fitzgerald’s Life of Charles 
Dickens (Chatto and Windus), expecting to find it a revision, 
supplement, or extension of Forster’s classic work, will be 
'disappointed. It does not add anything in the way of 
biographical detail to information already possessed. It is, 
in truth, in no sense a Life of Dickens. Rather it is pleasant 
chat round a selection of quotations from familiar works 
by a man who knew and loved the great novehst. It is none 
the worse for that. The clippings, made from many volumes 
and brought together in one, cast new sidehghts upon 
Dickens’s character, invariably with the effect of endearing 
him more than ever to his disciples. We see him at work 
and at play, at which latter occupation he was always ready 
to lend a hand. His generous, bountiful nature shines 
forth in many incidents, half forgotten as the years have 
sped. Admitted to the inner circle of his intimacy, Mr. 
Fitzgerald came in contact with most of his chums. One of 
the best chapters in the book is the account of John Forster, 
whom my Baronite suspects Mr. Fitzgerald did not love in 
the fl^h, but to whose best points he manfully does justice. 
A letter from Dickens’s father, given in facsimile, dispels 
doubt, if any existed, that he was the original of the immortal 
Micawler. “Will you,” he writes to Messrs. Chapman, “do 
me the favour to deduct the £4 1 owe you from the enclosed bill 
for £20, due April 7th, with Bs. the .amount of interest, 
and let me have the balance, fifteen guineas?” In 'the 
recorded utterances of Mr. Micaicber there is nothing more 
delicious than this. With lofty air^qf conferring a favour 
he proposes that his creditor shall pay himself four pounds 
out of his own pocket, and, that indebtedness comfortably, 
honourably wiped out, shall advance on the airy nothingness 
of John Dickens’s security a further sum of fifteen guineas. 
Mr. Fitzgerald, in an ingenious passage, traces Dickens pere 
not less in Donnt than in Micaivher. He sees John Forster 
in Podsnap, Mrs. Manning Qiung in a satin frock) in Eortense, 
the French woman of Bleak House^ but does not accept the 
popular belief that Charles Dickens’s mcther sat for the 
sketch of Mrs. Nicklely. 

. H. H. the Raja-hRajgan Jagatjit Singh of Kapurthala, to 
give him his full title and postal address, has written a book. 
My Baronite warns His Highness’s enemies (if he has any) 
that they wiU not find in it opportunity of clearing off old 
scores. My Travels in China, J apan, and J ava (Hutchinson) 
is a brightly written record of travel by a shrewd observant 
man. Of China and Java the Raja has not much to say. 
Japan had for him the fascination it wields over all 
visitors. Arriving just before the outbreak of war, H. H. 
•had the opportunity not only of studying the people but of 
making the personal , acquaintance of the Mikado and the 
greater powers behind the throne. His Majesty appears to 
be lacking in conversational facility. “He asked me,” the 
'Raja writes, “ if I had enjoyed my visit to Japan ; if I liked 
the country and”— here was a flash of originality— “if I 
had caught any duck at the duck-hunt a few days before.” 
When my replies were translated the Emperor gave vent to 
a loud “ Ha-JIa-Hum-Hum.” A man of less courage than 
the Raja would have trembled at this signal. In accordance 
with familiar tradition, the natural sequence of the line would 
have been, “I smell the blood of a Kapurthala man.” It 
happily turned out that “ the remark was merely indicative 
of^ satisfaction or acquiescence in one’s reply,” A few 
minutes later the ^kado bowed out the Raja. AU was 
well, and Peace reigna between Punjab and Japan. The 
sprightly narrative is illustrated by many photogravures 
which add to its value. 


While reading The Hundred Days (Cassell & Co., Ltd.) it 


occurred to the Baron that on this occasion its clever author 
Mr. Max Pemberton, must surely have been inspired by 
a fairly clear reminiscence of one of Charles Lever’s best 
works, entitled Tom Burke of Ours. The Baron may be 
wrong, but he cannot help being struck by certain points of 
resemblance in the two stories. In Tom Burke the hero 
an Irishman, an exile from his country, enters the service of 
France under the Great Napoleon, whose officer he remains 
up to the time of the Emperor’s farewell at Fontainebleau. 
The romance of Lever's novel is intensified by the love 
shown for the gallant young Englishman by Minette the 
Vivandiere who is devoted to the Emperor, and by Tom's 
tenderness for poor Mmette. Tom did not behave well. In 
The Hundred Days, which of course is after Napoleon’s return 
from Elba and immediately before Waterloo, with which 
decisive event the stirring story concludes, Mr. Max Pember- 
ton’s hero of romance is a young officer (with an Irish 
servant) compelled to self-exile in France. Falling desper- 
ately in love, he follows the fortunes of a capricious girl 
who, though belonging to a Royalist family, is so mad a 
worshipper of the Emperor that she serves him in attire 
somewhat resembling that of a vivandiere, as she would 
sacrifice honour, religion, position, everything, in order to 
throw herself into Napoleon’s arms. Yet she returns the 
Englishman’s love, as did Minette that of Tom Burke; and 
in the end, when all obstacles have been removed, and when 
the Battle of Waterloo has put le petit caporal out of existence 
for ever, sending him to St. Helena, then, as Bonaparte is 
no longer to be had for the scheming, Mademoiselle Yvonne 
de Feyrolles, “the child of adventure and intrigue, her 
mission ended,” clings to her English lover, Bernard St. 
Amand, “as one who might save her from the dehdele." 
And so, knowing that the gates of her home are closed upon 
her, never again to be re-opened ; that all had been staked 
and lost on a Napoleon (including her — ahem — male attire), 
and that nothing was left to her out of this mad enterprise 
except a brave^ man’s love, she consents to become this 
brave man’s wife (brave indeed !) and returns with bi-m 
to England, where, being cleared of all charges against him, 
he can dwell in peace, if only Yvonne his wife will let him. 
Methinks, quoth the Baron, that our author has somewhat 
hardly treated his hero. Better for him, that is if we are to 
judge of the possibilities in the future of this adventuress 
by what has happened in her past, had his eccentric lady- 
love, to whom female attire has been comparatively strange 
and certainly unusual, met with the fate of Lever’s broken- 
hearted Minette and expired on the battle-field, as she might 
well have done, had her author been so minded. It is less 
a story than a well-arranged series of sensationally 
romantic adventures, vividly pictured. Napoleon always is, 
and ever will be, an intensely fascinating figure, and' this, 
the penultimate phase of his 
career, has for all of us the 
most profound and most pain- 
fid interest. The romance is 
called The Hundred Days, and 
we watch for the movements 
of the Emperor, listen for 
his words, and with anxiety 
await results in which his suc- 
cess or failure may be involved, 
rather than dwell upon the 
stirring parts played by the 
real heroine and hero of the 
drama. 


A Call to Arms. 

“Will any young gentleman with heroic instincts corre- 
spond with young lady, age twenty-four, good-looking, with 
view to matrimony ? ’’—TAe Pioneer (Allahabad). 
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mCOMMON PETS. 

The recent publication of Mr, Richard 
Bell’s interesting volume, My Strange 
Pets, has revealed the existence of numer- 
ous private menageries in England 
and Scotland, Further researches have 
brought to light the interesting fact that 
many of our leading men find solace 
from the strain of their professional 
duties in the companionship of animals 
not generally chosen as pets. 

Greeba Castle, the palatial residence 
of Mr. Hall Caine in the Isle of Man, is 
famed far and Tvide for its magnificent 
aviary, the special feature in which is a 
gigantic bittern, whose perpetual boom 
vies with the thunder of the caves of 
Bradda. This bird, which though tail- 
less, is of an extremely affectionate 
character, frequently accompanies its 
master when he is taking horseback 
exercise, and, perching lightly on his 
left shoulder, presents so formidable an 
appearance that it keeps the most in- 
quisitive Baconians at bay. 

Sir Oliver Lodge is also partial to 
birds, and keeps a small ostrich farm at 
Birmingham for the digestion of the 
materials required in his Psychical re- 
searches. He has also succeeded in 


training a secretary bird to use the type- 
VTriter, and is in the habit of dictating 
to his feathered amanuensis most of the 
lighter articles which he contributes to 
the society journals. 

Sir Hubert Parry, the gifted Director 
of the Royal College of Music, as be- 
comes an ardent yachtsman, exhibits a 
marked preference for denizens of the 
vasty deep. In a large tank adjoining 
the concert room in Prince Consort 
Road he keeps two whales, which he 
captured in a cruise to Iceland in the 
summer of 1903. They are both right ’ ’ 
whales, but one of them, curious to 
relate, is left-handed, or perhaps one 
had better say, left-finned ; and by an 
ingenious mechanical attachment, in- 
vented by Mr. Frank T. Bulled, every 
time they blow they sound a Pair of 
Sirens, which are found to exert a most 
stimulating effect on the students. Fur- 
ther experiments are now in progress 
with a view to teaching the whales to 
blow the organ, in place of the electrical 
apparatus at present employed. 

Sir Charles Staneord, whose command 
of the orchestra is only equalled by his 
mastery of the dryfly, keeps a sumptu- 
ous aquarium in his back garden at 
Kensington, where on the occasion of 


our representative’s visit he was playing 
on a mouth-organ an arrangement of 
“The Entrance of the Gods into Wal- 
hall” to an attentive bevy of rainbow 
trout. “ The curious thing about rain- 
bow trout,” remarked Sir Charles, “ is 
that, probably owing to their iridescent 
character, they evince a marked prefer- 
ence for coloratwr singing. Scale passages, 
again, appeal to them with peculiar force. 
I feed my trout frequently from my 
hand,” he continued, after a brief musical 
interlude. “ But the last time I offered 
that big fellow a chocolate cream, he 
took in the whole of my thumb instead. 
He soon discovered his mistake, however, * 
and was greatly distressed, rubbed his 
head against my hand, and seemed to 
fear some sort of punishment. Since 
that time I have had great difficulty in 
persuading him to eat unless I sing to 
him in the Mixo-Lydian mode or take 
him to my study, where he* wih lie in a 
finger-glass for hours together, with his 
head in my hand.” 

Lord CuRZON is another devoted lover 
of animals. The latest acquisition to his 
private menagerie is a splendid Thibetan 
porcupine which goes by the name of 
“The Brodder,” and needs very carefuL 
handling. 
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THE OLD SONGS. 

A Parentax Rebdke. 

[A contemporary lias been piiblisliing reminiscences of tlie comic songs 
tliat used to delight an earlier generation, and has issued a Trarning to 
our youth not to judge the taste of its parents too severely.] 

And so you find them somewhat thin, 

The songs that made your sire to grin 
When mid- Victorian modes were in ? 


NATURE STUDIES. 

The Butler. 


You snort at that historic wit 
Which once provoked in stall and pit 
The frequent apoplectic fit ? 

The hoai* and hallowed tag that got 
Home on the intercostal spot 
How seems the most amazing rot ? 

Yet were it rash, my boy, for you 
To entertain the impious view 
(Held, as I hear, by one or two), 

That, Humour having changed its style 
Prom what inspired your parent’s si^e. 

His taste was relatively vile. 

’Tis time that Time has dulled the fame 
(Almost, I fear, beyond reclaim) 

Of “ Champagne Charlie is my name ; 

’Tis true that rolling years obscure 
The subtle charm, the fine allure 
That underlay ''The Perfect GureT-^ 

But, en revanche^ the vogue of rhymes 
Which you have heard a hundred times 
Emitted by yonr favourite mimes — 

The last comedian’s lyric verse 
On which you waste your nightly purse — 
Affects me like a funeral hearse ; 

Or would, at least, affect me so 
If I could be induced to go 
To this depressing kind of Show. 

Therefore, my son, if you are wise, 

You will obser^m without surprise 
The wayward shifts of Humour’s guise ; 

Nor deem another’s taste is cheap 
If where you laugh he wants to weep, 

Or giggles while you go to sleep. 

You, too, in turn, may have a son, 

And marvel how he finds his fun 
In wheezes where you notice none. 

For here, on this terrestrial ball, 

Nations and markets rise and fall, 

But Humour wobbles most of all. 

No man may say, with hand on breast, 
Challenging Time to be its test, 

“Lo ! I have wrought a Cosmic Jest.’' 

And he alone of other folk 
Can still be stable as an oak, 

Who never made, or saw, a joke. 0. S. 

* "He following extract illustrates tlie tenor of wliat lias been 
described as *‘a colossal success of another generation ” : — 

** With niy hi gee-wo, 

There I do go, 

Por I ’m the perfect cure,” 


to In sketching, as I did last week, the idiosyncrasies of the 
Boy, I mentioned incidentally the Butler who sometimes* 
dusts his jacket. Let me now describe in such detail as the 
importance of the subject demands the essentials of the* 
Butler’s character. 

I have lived under the temporary sway of many Butlers 

principally, be it noted, the Butlers of other people -and I 
have observed that no specimen can ever be classed in the 
first rank unless he possesses to some extent that staid and 
solid demeanour which seems to permeate tlie frivolous atmos- 
phere of our daily life wdth an old-world dignity and a 
convinced sense of personal worthiness. Yet it is not necessary 
that a Butler should always be solemn and impressive. 
Indeed, if he is, the effect on those to whom he ministers is 
apt to be too ponderous for perfect happiness : he becomes a 
creature too bright and good for human nature’s daily food 
and its service to those who sit at table. 

It has been my good fortune, not once or twice in my 
rough island story, to visit the learned Lodges of those who- 
pe heads of Colleges at Oxford and Cambridge, and my 
judgment is that so far as mere weight of deportment and a 
deep sobriety of conversation go, the Butler of a Master or 
President is more highly fitted by nature and his acquired 
training to regulate a College meeting or rusticate an imder- 
graduate than the learned gentleman whom (for his own 
ends, no doubt) he serves. Never, while this machine is to- 
me, can I forget the chill that froze my heart and the leaden 
weight that settled on my being wlien the Butler of the 
Provost of St. Mary’s received me into the panelled hall of the- 
Provost’s Lodge. It was not merely that he was dressed in 
black— other Butlers are like that— or that the curve of his* 
lower waistcoat was both semicircular and ample, or that he* 
moved noiselessly and spoke his few words in a low and 
carefully articulating voice. All this I could have stood; 
but there was about him a sense of mystery which daunted 
my spirit as much as if he had been a haunted house. How 
cpae it, I asked myself (after I had recovered from my terror, 
hien entendu), that this man, whose only fit associates were 
Chancellors or Prime Ministers or Ambassadors, should have 
condescended to wait upon a mere mortal like the Provost, 
and to take from me my coat and hat and deliver cutlets to 
me at lunch? I have not yet found an answer to the 
question. 

The Butler whom I have in my mind is not quite so highly 
exalted in the hierarchy of servitude as the Collegiate one of 
whom I have spoken. Yet he, too, has his dignity and, so 
far as the Boy is concerned, his disHkes. Far back from the 
remote and misty days of childhood I can pick out the 
memoiy of him, can hear him rated by voices that have long 
since passed into silence for the faults that he joyously 
displays to this day, and see him moving across the domestic 
scene with all the cheerful and kindly abandon that still 
characterises him. A new generation, the third, is springing 
up about his knees, and impeding him in the performance of 
his duties, but he continues absolutely without change, the 
same to-day as when I first set eyes on him a tlionsand years 
ago. He was never — ^I quote the dictum of a feUow-servant, 
a contemporary and a friend-- one to mind the fires or to see 
that the footman or the Boy minded them. He had from the 
earliest times a weakness for tripping over the somewhat 
projecting back-legs of his master’s chair; and this after- 
noon he tripped over them with all his ancient agility and 
recovered himself with the traditional remark (muttered as 
though to himself) that he cannot make out how ever he came 
to do it. 

In ancient times it was his custom to forget an elaborately 



THE NEW JOHN BOIJLE-YAED. 

Mat ^av Londoit. “YOU SEE I’VE TAKEN A LEAF OUT OF YOUR FASHION-BOOK, ^^R.’ 
MATAAxnr. PABia. “YOU FLATTER ME, CHfiRIE. THE BOOK IS ALWAYS AT YOUR SERVICE. 

[The Municipal Council of Paris has been invited to attend the ceremony of the opening of Kingaway by His ^esty, Oetoher 18.] 
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detafled instruction, and lie still lias rare intervals of brilliantly 
accurate memory. In short, what he was years and years ago 
he still is and always will be, — a Butler with a share of 
human frailty and more than his due share of those service- 
able virtues that make of an old retainer an attached friend. 
His master, whom he remembers in knickerbockers and 
trundling a hoop, he treats with such indulgence as may be 
bestowed on a child who will never grow up to manhood, 
and who stiU shows those queer little freaks of temper which 
it is the part of a good Butler to sufer cheerfuhy and to 
forget readily. With his mistress, too, he exercises great for- 
bearance, considering her to be a little chit something 
younger and even more capricious than his master. The 
children are aU devoted to him. The friends of the house- 
hold are his friends, and so closely does he identify himself 
with his family that in their momentary absence he has been 
known to invite a favoured visitor to stay to dinner. He has 
just come across the lawn singing, and has tripped over a 
croquet hoop to the rapturous delight of the youngest of his 
tormentors. 


{ HOW TO BEAT THE NEW ZEALANDERS. i 

I Dear Sir, — ^All this hysterical outcry about new methods ! 
I and re-organisation of our Rugby football teams is sheer | 
1 feeble-minded nonsense. Our players are good enough forj 
' any country under the sun, New Zealand included. The 
j present trouble is merely caused by that immoral innovation 
of the wing forward, who, bei^ig neither flesh, fowl, nor good- 
' red herring, can only be stigmatised as a tweeny. The way 
; to meet the difficulty and ;Stop the contagion from spreading 
f in our own country is to produce a referee who will systemati- . 
^ cally penalise the methods of this tricky gentleman until he 
1 is forced to resume his proper place in the pack, ‘being glad, 
in fact, to hide his head anyv'here. If heroic measures of 
: this sort are practised it will be unnecessary to adopt the 
I suggestfon that New Zealand tries- shah count two, and goate 
j three points. Yours faithfully, Sportsman. 

; Dear Mr. Punch, — ^Is our National Physique Deteriorating, 
indeed ! Not a bit of it ! Look at Durham and the try we | 
scored. It may be said we were beaten, but when you take I 
into consideration the comparatively small number of points 
scored against us I consider, and many Durham people agree 
with me, that a moral victory was ours. Everybody knows 
we started two men short, but it is not, -I think, so well, 
known that Horsley had left his football boots in the train. 
Let them wait tiU Horsley gets his boots on — that ’s all ! 

Yours truly, Durham Lad. 

Dear Sir, — At a time like the present, when we are on the 
brink of a tremendous cataclysm in the football world, surely 
the petty considerations of tradition and convention must be 
thrust aside. When drastic changes are made in the 
modelling of our teams, when new styles and unexpected 
formations are the vogue, when each man plays with the 
strength of a Sandow, the speed of a Shrubb, and the wisdom 
of a De Witte, then, and not fill then, shall we top the score 
of our Colonial Cousins. I have watched the games at 
Torquay, Redruth, Bristol and Stamford Bridge, and I am 
convinced that to meet the New Zealanders on an equal 
footing we must arrange our team as follows: — 1 back, 
5 three-quarter backs, 2 half backs, 2 five-eighths, and 
8 forwards. Even thus we sh£dl be two short of the number 
of our opponents — that is to say, of their apparent number. 
If this suggestion is adopted I venture to predict that, though 
the Scetchmen are not to be awarded caps in the forthcoming 
match, it will be necessary to present the New Zealanders 
with fresh jerseys. Yours truly, Fair Play. 

My iffiAR Sir, — ^In consequence .of the representations of a 
great nephew, who was one of the players, I recently attended 


a football match at Torquay, and was much shocked at the 
conduct of our young Colonials. The barbarity of their 
behaviour was ruthless in the extreme ^ in fact, each time my 
dear nephew had the ball, one of the ungentlemanly fellows 
knocked him down and snatched it away from him, and the 
same thing occurred to his companions, all young men of 
good position, not once but many times. Is it spoi-t ? Is it 
even seemly ? It would not have been considered so in my 
young day, or in the young day of my brothers and cousins, 
who were aU excellent cricketers, and it is to be hoped that 
such an exhibition will never again be witnessed on an 
English ground. Believe me to remain 

Yours very truly, (Miss) Martha Myttens. 


THE GOLFER’S PROTEST. 

[“Many worthy golfers, w'ho do not know that they are speaking 
insincerely, attribute, in conversation, the pleasure they feel in pui*- 
suing their game to the agreeable surroundings in which it is 
pursued ; hut my secret belief is that they pay more attention to the lie 
of the little white ball, and the character of the bunkers, than to the 
pageantry of sea and sky.” — “FroTn a College Window^"' in ^^CoimhilV" 

A NAMELESS wl’iter in the Cornhill thinks 
That modern golfers, when they ’re on the links, 
Are so besotted by the little ball 
As to be deaf and blind to Nature’s call. 

This proposition, in my humble view. 

Is utterly malicious and untnie, 

As any honest reader will admit 
If he will listen to me for a bit- 

Thus, never seems the skylark’s note to me 
So shrill as when I foozle off the tee ; 

Never the duckling tunes a livelier lay 
Than when I throw an easy putt away. 

Nor do the feathered tribe alone arouse 
Emotion in the golfer ; sometimes cows 
Win stir him strangely, and a casual goat 
Has led to language that I dare not quote. 

To heedless minds, as Wordsworth sang of yore, 

A primrose is a primrose, nothing more. 

To me a blade of grass, however small. 

Becomes a portent if it touch my ball. 

Non-golfing persons, when they see a sloe, 

Or even several, do not care a blow. 

I never see a sloe but I am thrilled 
With memories of the gin therefrom distilled. 

I love the golden glory of the gorse — 

When I am in the middle of the course, 

And my opponent drives into the whins, 

Loses his ball, and scarifies his shins. 

Golf, too, has taught me clearly to disting- 
-uish heath (with bells) from heather, alias ling ; 
The latter, past aU question, of the two 
Needing more beef to whack the Haskell through. 

Golf also teaches me to note the habits 
Of various rodents, notably of rabbits. 

Whose burrows oftentimes have I explored 
Searching in vain for my Lost (rabber)-Cored. 

Again, I take an interest deep and keen 
In earthwoiTns, when I ’m playing through the green ; 
Likewise the operations of the mole 
Electrify at times my pensive soul. 

Need more be said ? The case is crystal clear; 

The golfer’s love of Nature is sincere ; 

The eye that “ from a college window ” blinks 
Has not the penetration of the lynx. 




A VOYAGE TO THE VINES. 

No. n. 

On hoard the Eirondelle, Between the Tovoer and Graves- 
end , — I explain to Jupkin, who does not seem to have taken 
kindly to the acquaintance just sprung upon us, that the 
Colonel is a man you won’t often meot. 

“ Glad to hear it,” says J udkin drily. 

“ Very amusing,” I observe. 

‘'Hope so,” says Judkin. 

“ Full of information,” I add. 

“ I have no wish to deprive him of any of it,” returns J udki^t. 
"He’ll want it more than I shall.” Then presently he asks, 
“ What is he a Colonel in ? ” 

Oddly enough, although I’ve known Colonel Billy Bioker- 
STiFF all these years — off and on — ^yet it has never occmred 
to me to ask in what, or of what, he is a Colonel. It is not 
in my nature to play the private detective or insidious 
inquisitor. If any hriend of mine introduces any friend of his 
as a " Colonel,” I take the rank for granted, and from &at 
moment, to me, that friend of my friend, so introduced, is a 
Colonel. A Colonel ’s a Colonel for a’ that, an’ a’ that. The 
man is what any man of respectability may be, but a 
Colonel, whether he bear the guinea stamp of Guards, Line, 
Cavalry, Infantry’, or Auxiliary Forces, is a Colonel for a’ that. 


Thus I am continuing to explain in detail when JunKnr asks 
brusquely, " Militia or Yeomanry ?’' 

There is something in his tone that I don’t care about. 
" What does it matter ? ” I return, with an assumption of. 
careless indifference I am far from feeling. Tliat a doubt 
should be thrown by Judkin on the genuineness of the pro- 
fessional rank of any friend of mine seems to imply a stigma 
on that friend as an impostor, and on myself as eitkmr 
idiotically, or knowingly, encouraging an imposture. 

"Hang it!” continues Junxm, widi irritating pertinacity, 
and after all it is really no business of his, " when a man 
has a distinctive title indicating a certain rank, he must 
either a professional, or an amateur. A Colond can’t bejn 
the Navy, can he ? ” 

"All right, old man,” I say cajohngly. "What BillY 
Biokerstiff’s rank in the regulars, militia ©r yeomanry may 
be, is a matter of no importance to anyone, except himself.” 

" It ’s evidently a good deal to him,’’ .puts in Judkin. 

For some minutes we stand side by side,, silently watcHng 
a mud barge. I never was so nearly quarrelling with a friend 
— ^and at the beginning of a voyage too [ 

La Hirondelle is a mere infant ship, just out of its cradle, 
built somewhat on the "P. & 0.” model. It will not offer 
many opportunities for getting away from anybody. If 
two men who have quarrelled are walking the deck at the 
same time (and it is ten to one th^ wiU be doing so) they 
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are bound to come face to face every other two minutes, and 
if there’s a ‘‘bit of a sea on,” the meeting would be 
peculiarly unpleasant. 

“Interesting, isn’t it?” observes Coloned Billy, coming up 
to us as we, Judxin and self, in the temporarily assumed 
character of two nautical pioneers, “ stand for’ard ” (as Judkin 
expresses it), silently keeping a rather dull look-out. 

“ Yery,” says Judkin shortly. 

‘ Most interesting,” I return emphatically, echoing his own 
word and throwing into the obser\^ation a slight but touching 
dash of romantic tenderness. I feel that tins is required — 
by way of a little sweetening for the Judkin-and-Billy mixture. 

“Let’s see,” continues the Colonel, looking round, “we’ve 
passed Greenwich, the home of pensioners, and the ‘ Ship,’ the 
House for Parliamentary^ whitebait dinners in my time, eh ? ” 

“ Xot now,” says Judkin, unyielding. 

“ Then there ’s Hampton Court,” says the Colonel. “ Capital 
' tap there — eh? — and tapestries too.” 

“My dear Sir,” interrupts Judkin testily, “Hampton 
Court is miles avray — ^beyond Richmond.” 

“ Of course it is,” continues the Colonel, jovially. “Fact 
is I was thinking rather of the dinners than the place.” 

“Ah! ” grunts Judkin. 

“Then there’s Purfleet — good dinner at Purfleet,” the 
Colonel says ; “ that ’s the place where Queen Elizabeth— 
eh?”^ 

“You ’re thinking of Tilbury,” grunts Judkin. 

The Colonel laughs. “Of course,” he says to Judhin; 
“you’re right” Then he quotes, “‘And in this fort of 
Tilbury,’ — eh ? — can’t- beat Sliaks'peare ! ” 

“That’s Sherida?!,'^ says Judkin, frowning. 

The Colonel seems to be quite astonished at his own 
mistake. 

“ What could I have been thinking of ? ” he exclaims. 
“ AVhy, Sheridan ! Everyme knows that. Now if my wife 
were here she’d give you chapter and verse and every line 
of the scene. Wonderful memory she has ! ” 

“ W^onderful indeed 1 ” I echo. 

“ What an escape we ’ve had 1 ” whispers Judkin to me, as 
the Colonel walks to the side to examine a large building 
through his glasses. 

“ That,” he explains, on returning to us, “ is the new Powder 
Magazine office ” 

“My dear Sir,” interrupts Judkin, “it’s a hotel. I’ve 
stayed there.” 

“Couldn’t have stayed there if it had been a Powder 
Magazine, could you, eh?” asks the Colonel, laughing 
jocosely. “You’re right, I’m wrong; the Magazine is on 
the other side of the river.” 

The undefeated Colonel points out to us BlackwalL for 
Southend, Gravesend for EosherviHe, Clacton-on-Sea he 
muddles up with Benfleet, loses himself geographically in 
the Isle of Dogs, and throws in a few other places of 
interest, accompanying every mention of them with anec- 
dotes of day^s long past, when Rosherville Gardens, which 
he confuses with Vauxhall, the Surrey, and Cremome, 
were in their glory. He is perpetually placing the right 
places on the wrong side or at the wrong end of the 
liver, from which position they are invariably, and with- 
out any sort of ceremony, removed by Judkin, and restored 
by him to their proper sites. Then, as La Eirondelle is 
taking its farewell of the river, the Colonel is in the process 
of shifting Erith round the corner into Essex, when Judkin, 
the land-restorer, rushes to the rescue, and returns it safe to 
the spot it has occupied with credit to its inhabitants for 
many years. 

* “I was wrong,” admits the undefeated Colonel, addressing 
Judkin. “ Of course you ’re right. I was thinking of 
Scarborough. Don’t know what made me think of Scar- 
borough.” Nor does anyone else. 


IN MEMORIAM, 

Jrttng. 

Boen, 1838. Died, October 13, 1905. 

Ring down the curtain, for the play is done. 

Let the brief lights die out, and darkness fall. 
Yonder to that real life he_ has his call ; 

And the loved face beholds the Eternal Sun. 


f“It is rmaoured that an alliance, to be known as the Quadruple 
Alliance, is projected between Great Biitain, France, Japan and 
liussia .” — Daily Paper.] 

This announcement opens the field to numerous possibili- 
ties. The following rumours are already afloat: — 

The German Emperor has announced his intention of form- 
ing a world-wdde alliance to include all the Powers save the 
Principality of Monaco. It is thought that moral reasons 
have dictated the elimination of this State. 

The Isle of Man has entered into an agreement with the 
Isle of Dogs. Mr. Hall Caine is leaving shortly to arrange 
the terms, and it is rumoured that he will be the first Head 
of the Twin Kingdoms. 

In view of the “splendid isolation” of the Republic of 
San Martino, it is said that that country will shortly con- 
clude an alliance with the Celestial Empire. 

The Minister of Tierra del Puego has frequently been seen 
of late at the Bulgarian Foreign Office, and it is wffiispered 
that the Sultan is preparing for eventualities. 

Great interest attaches to the recent launching of motor- 
boats on the Lake of Lucerne. A secret convention with 
Italy is said to be the reason of this grave step. 

The Queen of Madagascar and the King of Samoa have 
lately interchanged numerous visits. Their object is reported 
to be a coalition against France, Germany, and America. 

The Republics of Venezuela and San Domingo have con- 
cluded an agreement on the lines of the Monroe Doctrine. 
They have convey'ed an intimation to the Powers that all 
foreign interferences with the territory of the United States 
wiU be forcibly resisted by them. 


“PUSSY.” 

Extract from the Recess Diary of Toby, M.P. 

London, Monday , — It is hard to believe that more than fifteen 
years have sped since I last saw Earl Granville standing at 
Table in House of Lords pui-ring into the ear of the Markiss 
pleasantly spoken things that left behind a bitter taste. Am 
reminded of fact by appearance of Edmond Fitzmaurice’s Life 
of his old chief, issued by Longman in two fat volumes. 

Entering Parliament in the year Queen Victoria came to the 
throne, Granville for more than fifty years remained at work 
near the hub of the wheel of public affairs. To write the 
memoirs of such a man is to annotate the history of a nation. 
Lord Edmond has accomplished a stupendous task with skill 
and discretion. Effacing himself, he allows Granville to tell 
his own story in letters, memoranda, and diaries, supple- 
mented by the personal correspondence of his colleagues. 
In the thousand pages I do not recall a single intrusion of 
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the first person singular on the part of 
the biographer. He does -not even 
mention, what should be recalled as 
adding value to his work, that for three 
years he was Gilajnville’s colleague at 
the Foreign Office. 

Outsiders reading the biography will 
have borne in upon them the conviction 
that they habitually under-estimated its 
subject. The pet name which, among 
his wide circle of personal frietids, clung 
to Gr*vnville throughout his long career, 
as indicative of the error. “ Pussy ” sug- 
gests a velvet-coated, soft-pawed, benevo- 
ient-^dsaged personage lazily blinking in 
the sun. This particular “ Pussy ” could, 
upon occasion, scratch, as many contem- 
poraries beside the Maekiss discovered. 

I A truer metaphor is supplied by the 
' familiar reference to the steel hand 
beneath the velvet glove. 

Granville was the sweetest-mannered 
imn that ever sat in a Cabinet. Glad- 
stone happily described him( as' “ one 
holding a position of great impartiality 
in regard to divergent opinions.” He 
was constitutionally prone to approach 
•a man or a turn of circumstance with 
disposition to believe that he or it would 
turn out all right. But the kindliness 
.of his heart was not permitted to paralyse 
his unerring insight or dull the bright- 
ness of his intellect. Courteous beyond 
the manner of the average Englishman, 
he could, when necessary, lisp a scathing 
remark whose effect was the greater by 
contrast with his accustomed suavity. 

The curtain lifted from the door of 
the Cabinet Council, we see Granville 
in a light hitherto reserved for his 
colleagues. Whenever dissension broke 
forth — and it was equally rife in Glad- 
stone’s Second and Third Administra- 
tions — the disputants straightway sought 
out Granville. Both (or all) believed 
with equal confidence that if matters 
could be put straight, he was the man 
to smooth them out. The Prince Con- 
sort whilst he lived, Queen Yictorla till 
she died, were in constant private com- 
munication with liim on Cabinet affairs. 

At one time the Prince Consort showed 
a disposition to use Granville as a sort 
of Queen’s man in the Cabinet, one who 
would undertake to keep Her Majes'iy 
privily informed of what passed in its 
councils. Under date July 12, 1859, 
the Prinoe Consort, pleading “ anxiety 
I of the Queen about the deliberations 
I of the Cabinet,” tried to pump Gran- 
! viLLE. Here, among other examples, 

I was revealed the sterling character of 
• the man, sometimes obscured by the 
I laces and frills of the courtier. For 
j: a stih young man, the position 
suggested. Her Majesty’s confidential 
i representative in the Cabinet, was 
alluring. Granville replied with dig- 
nity and firmness. * ‘Lord Palmerston 
and Lord John Russeix,” he wrote, “are 
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“I’m taxing mt boy to the Zoo.” 
“Indeed! I’x sending mine to Eton.” 


the Ministers to whom it is natural the 
Queen should look for information re- 
specting discussions in the Cabinet on 
Foreign Affairs. They would resent 
such information being afforded through 
any other channel. They woxild con- 
sider it as a want of confidence on the 
part of Her Majesty and an improper 
interference on the part of a colleague.” 
This remarkable instance suggests that 
Royalty, like commoner folk, did not 
truly estimate the character of “ Pussy.” 

As disclosing the secret history of 
successive Liberal Governments Lord 
Edmond’s massive work supplements 
Morley’s lAfe of Gladstone as a price- 
less contribution to modern history. 
Correspondence passing between occu- 
pants of the Front Opposition Benches 


in both Houses proves afresh how history 
repeats itself. In 1879 the end of 
BisiLVELi’s Government was close at 
hand. But the certainty of Liberal 
triumph at the poll was marred by 
personal dissensions among ^ ex-Libert 
Ministers. “ The varnish is off the 
Governmeut,” Granville wrote. “But 
the Opposition is not popular.” Twenty- 
six years later the apophthegm^ would 
pointedly and accurately describe the 
political situation. 

For the Liberal Party sorrow cornes 
in with the reflection that the wise 
counsel, the genial good-humour, the 
shrewd judgment, the persuasive per- 
sonality of the Peacemaker is no longer 
at the service of his colleagues and his 
Party. 
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PRIVATE VIEW OP “PUBUO OPINION.” 

There can be no^ doubt as to the complete success of Mr. 
E. 0. Carton’s FiMic Opinion at Wyndham’s Theatre. It is 
neither ‘‘a light comedy” nor a ‘^farcical comedy,” but it is 
' “ a farce,” a genuine farce ; quite a tour de farce. And it is 
thorougUy original, owing nothing to any French piece 
bowdlerised to make a Londoner’s evening entertainment. 
There is not the slightest^fault to be found with the farce 
until the Third Act, when there is just some slight danger, 
at a ^ critical point, of wasting time on what looks like a 
repetition and over - elaboration of ‘‘business” that has 
already served its purpose. It may be that ere this criticism 
appears the excision will have been made. But what a 
cast ! Mr. BOenrt Kemble has only to appear as the Hon. 
Mr.^ Justice ^ MuLley to be received with shouts of laughter, 
which are intensified as the difficulty in which he finds 
himself is clearly placed before a sympathetic and highly 
appreciative audience. Mr. Kemble is immense, and as his 
brother, Sir Bahington Mulley, F.H.C.P., the eminent fashion- 
able physician, Mr. Chabues Atjjvn is so artisticalfy made up 
as to bear towards him just that unemphasised facial 
resemblance which is the very note of what' is known as a 
family Irkeness. Their high social position compels respect, 
and they are both faced by the awful probability of a dreadM 
e^osi. If the compro m i si ng revelation be made, if their 
indiscreet love-letters come into open court, there is an end 
to the career of the judge and of the eminent physician. 
Both parts are excellently played. 

Capital is the incisive sketch of character given by Mr. 
Charles Crawford as Viscount Boffley, the loose, careless 
young cub who, when we last see him, has engaged bim,gftlf 
to PaTisy Bliyh>^ of the halls.” This fascinating^adventuress 
finds an apt representative in Miss Annie Hughes. She is 


sprightly, she is sweetly demure, playfully in earnest, and a 
ve^ tiger c.s-t when thwarted. It is one of the best things clever 
Miss Annie Hughes has done. Pansy has troubled the life of 
the Judge, of the Doctor, and of Lord Percy Kilgour (neatly 
rendered by Mr. Athol Stewart), whose intended marriage 
to Phillis Dagenham, prettily and vivaciously impersonated 
by Miss Daisy Atoerton, has been placed by the designing 
music-hall artiste in considerable j eopardy. Then Pansy Bligh 
has another victim in Horace Wihsey, the solicitor, in which 
character Mr. George Giddens is immensely amusing. Mr. 
Fred Kerr, too, as Spencer Troughton, O.B., ex-British Consul 
at Honduras, is at his very best ; in fact this must be said of 
them aU, as from first to last the fun is never allowed to drop 
for an instant. 

Then the plot is so good, so simple, so easily followed ; 
for 'Miss Compton as Lady Diana Galdershaw carries it right 
through from beginning to end. Quietly, unobtrusively, 
making every line and every action teU, her character is a bit 
of artistic workmanship, both for hers^ and for the author, 
which may well be taken as a model. The serious interest 
in the farce is with her, and the delighted audience closely 
watch her every movement, and won’t let a word escape them. 

The small pmts are all good. Neither Mr. Henry Stephen- 
son as the Solicitor’s head clerk, nor Mr. Howard Sturge as 
Fincherp the junior clerk, could possibly be improved upon. 
Miss Ethel Burnand, as Charlotte the music-hall artiste’s 
n^id and dresser,” gives a sharply observant bit of low-type 
chsaKacter. . Mr. Druce, as Towers the much-tried respectable 
man-servant of the peppery ex-British Consul, is a perfect 
little sketch, highly amusing, very natural, and not in the 
least overdone. How good* they all are, and what a laugh it 
IS from beginning to end! Congratulations to the Frank 
Cuezon management, and to Mr. and Mhs. Carton, who will 
have “ Public Opinion ” in their favour for some time to come. 
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MEN AND MOTTOES. 

Mb. Softroe out Hunting. Family Motto— timebb. 


MOEE ABOUT THE ‘‘PSYCHIC PAECEL POST.” 

After tlie doso of tlie recent dnircli Congress at WeynK^th, 
as a correspondent of die Daily Mail has informed its readers, 
a “prohibited” lecture on Spiritngdism was delivered by a 
popular Archdeacon to a crowded audience, “ which included 
two Bishops at least and fifteen clergymen.” ^ The lecturer, as an 
illustration of Spiritualism, gave the following highly interest- 
ing personal experience: On a particular Friday in June, 
1876, he was, it seems, cycling from Southsea to Chichester 
with several yards of white muslin under his clothes next his 
skin. Feeling, not unnaturally, “ no little discomfort,” he, on 
arriving at Chichester, made “ an unwrapped-up small bimdle 
of the attire,” and, loosely pinning his card to it, with no 
.other address, made a surprise visit, accompanied by his 
fiancee, to “a young lady medium of his own developmg. 

■ Close on midnight, “ after supper, and two hours of music, he 
placed the bundle on the little medium’s lap and saw it lade 
away and melt like vapour.” He had willed it to go to 
London, to a friend who did not live there, and whose address 
he did not know. At Southsea next morning he had a 
telegram and letter from his friend to the effect that, having 
been to the opera and missed his last train to his home out oi 
London, he had gone to a hotel, where the bundle had laHen 
upon his face just as he had gotten into bed. It was afte3> 
wards found that the muslin ** and card so insecurely pinned 
to it” had done the seventy miles from Chichester in some- 
thing under five minutes 1 , , t i j 

Mr. Punch frankly admits that, had this anecdotajreached 
him on the [authority of any lesser ecclesiastical digmtaiiy 


than an Archdeacon, he might have regarded it with some 
misgivings, at least until it was confirmed by documentary 
or other evidence. . . . 

However, he has received so many communications on the 
subject from writers whose good faith he has no reason to 
distrust, that he is now convinced that such occurrences are 
by no means so singular, or even unusual, as, in his ignorance 
of psychic matters, he had previously imagined. 

He regrets that he can .only find space for a very few of the 
letters with which he has been favoured : 

No.L 

Dear Me. Punch, — 1 observe that a well-known Archdeacon 
has lately described, in the course of a lecture on Spiritualism, 
how he once, in 1876, despatched a bundle of white muslin 
from Chichester to London by Psychic Parcel Post. May I, 
without egotism, relate a somewhat similar, though I venture 
to think, even more remarkable experience of my own? On 
Thursday last, the 12th of October, I had to go down to 
Birmingham on business. On taking up my newspaper and 
noticing the date, I suddenly remembered that it was the 
wedding-day of two very dear and intimate friends, to whom 
I had forgotten to send the customary offering. After arriving 
at Birmingham and having luncheon at a hotel there, I went 
to themearest silversmith’s and selected a suitable gift in the 
fonn of a copper stand with spirit lamps for keeping break- 
fast dishes warm. To this I affixed my card with best wishes. 
After wrapping it up in brown paper, the assistant asked me 
to what address I wished it forwarded. I smiled and told 
! the man that I had means of my own for ensuring its delivay. 
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I shall never forget liis dismay when the parcel, which was | 
rather a bulky one, slowly shrivelled into nothing on the 
glass counter between us. 

It was then (as far as I could judge) about two minutes to 
three ; I had willed the thing to my friends, and dismissed 
the matter from my mind till the next morning, when on 
opening my paper, what should I see but the following, 
which I will quote rerhatim : — 

“SENSATIONzVL OCCURRENCE AT A SXART WEDDING. 
“Titled Bride axd Bridegroom laid low I!Y Mysterious Missile. 

“ The marriage of Lord ‘ Algy ’ Cockshott -^vith the Hon. Coca H^’UTT, 
to witness which a large and aristocratic crowd had assembled in Saint 
George’s, Hanover Square, yesterday afternoon, was interrupted in an 
i nsxpected and, at the time of our going to Press, entirely inexplicable 
manner. Shortly before three o’clock, just as the happy pair were 
about to exchange their vows, some heavy object, which is believed to 
have emanated from the free seats in the gallery below the organ- 
loft, caught them both on the backs of their heads with so much force as 
to prostrate tliem at the feet of the Bishop of Kuocktopher (Ireland), 
wlio was conducting the ceremony. After their injuries had been 
attended to by a distinguished surgeon, who, by great good luck, 
happened to be among the invited guests, the unfortunate couple were 
removed to their respective residences, being too much upset to pro- 
ceed any further wifli the service that day, though it is hoped they 
may he sufiBciently recovered to do so by this aftemoon. We under- 
stand tliat the missile, on being examined, W’as found to consist of 
metal of some kind, but, beyond the fact that it is stamped with the 
name of a Binningham firm, there is no further clue to the author of 
the outrage.” 

Thus, Sir, I realised that my little token had reached its 
destination in excellent time, though evidently the card I 
attached to it had, less fortunate than the Archdeacon’s, 
somehow failed to re-materialise during transit — which, 
seeing that it was accomplished (so far as I can calculate) in 
less than ninety seconds, and Birmingham being forty-three 
miles further than Chichester from London, the increased 
rate of speed will sufficiently account for. I need hardly say 
that I wrote at once to let my friends know that I was the 
person to whom they were indebted, but (and this is, to my 
mind, the only realhj extraordinary circumstance in the case) 
I have not hitherto had any letter of thanks, or even acknow- 
ledgment ! I am, Sir, Your obedient servant, 

AiiFRED Davitt. 

iNo. n. 

Sir, — ^I feel it my bounden duty to testify that it is per- 
fectly feasible to transmit any object by psychic current by a 
simple effort of the will, as is proved by the following 
instance : — 

On a certain night last July, while walking home fi*om an 
evening party at North Kensington, I happened to pass a 
street in which there was a house on fire, and stopped to 
enjoy what was not only a grand, but a gratuitous, spectacle. 
I was wearing a valuable gold repeater, engraved (inside the 
case) with my name and address, and, observing that the 
crowd in which I found myself was of a somewhat disorderly 
character, I wished with all my wiU-power that I had not got 
the watch upon my person. A moment after, on feeling in my 
pocket, I satisfied myself that the watch was no longer there. 
I went home in the firm expectation of seeing it lying on my 
dressing-table, but found that for some reason it had not arrived. 
However, strange to say, the very next morning a person, 
quite unknown to me previously, called with the intelligence 
that my watch had been found inside the pocket of another 
gentleman, also a complete stranger ! 

The latter’s story— in which, let me say, I have implicit 
credence — was that, on putting his hand in his pocket, he 
had been astounded to discover my watch, which he was 
actually on his way to restore to me when he was apprehended. 
I am glad to say that my evidence prevented a miscarriage of 
justice, as the magistrate took the view that, seeing that I did 
npt press the charge, and had admitted that I might uncon- 


sciously have myself placed the watch in the prisoner’s pocket, 
he was entitled to a discharge. Whether I failed to concen- 
trate my wiU-power sufficiently to transport the watch at once 
to the desired destination, or whether some irregularity in the 
psychic current caused it to go astray, is not for me to decide. 
But that it did turn up eventually will only surprise those 
who are still ignorant of the great Force which, if we but 
knew it, is at the sendee of aU alike. 

I remain, yours faithfully, * 

Cymon Purefoy, 

No. HI. 

Honoured Sir, — ^As a high-class pun^eyor of meat and firm 
believer in Spiritualism for many years, should be glad to 
embrace this opp^ to inform you that what that Archdeacon 
said at Weymouth touching the Phsycic Parcels Post 
was nothing particulary out of the way. Sir, take my own case. 
Genrally speaking, I have executed all orders by ordinary 
trade vehicles, such as a cart and trycicle. Lately, however, 
I have took into my employment a young person as book- 
keeper who has turned out to be an advanced medium, which 
has enabled me to supply customers direct with aU but prime 
joints per Physhic Parcels Post, and give satisfaction. I will 
not say that the sistym is always reliable. There have been 
complaints, as when two kidneys and a lb. of beef suet 
ordered by a most particlar customer by some regretable 
oversight materalised inside of the grand pianno, not being 
detected till days afterwards and occasioning some unplesant- 
ness. Also it have been asserted that meat has been known 
to lose weight during psichyc delivery, which (after aU) is 
only what you might expect under such cercumstanses. 
An^^how the plan works so well that I am already thinking 
of disposing of my horse and cart, if not the trycicle. I 
enclose price-list, and hoping for the esteemed favour of yoiu: 
patronage, remain Yours respectfully, 

Elijah Walker. 

Mr. Punch feels that, in the face of such testimony, of 
which the above is only a sample, the most hardened sceptic 
must be reduced to a reverential silence. F. A. 


MASCULINE AND FEMININE. 

[According to a contemporary, the mannish element is to be intro- 
duced into feminine fashions once more, and the modern girl will not 
merely wear masculine dress hut will also expect presents such as have 
hithei*to been considered suitable only for men.] 

KriTY’s birthday ’s to-morrow ; say, what shall I get her ? 

A diamond heart, or a locket of pearls ? 

Or think you a necklace or belt would be better ? 

Or tortoiseshell combs for her dear little curls ? 

A brooch for her throat, or a ring for her finger ? 

A boa or a tippet ? New kerchiefs or hose ? 

A desk, where the scents of the Orient linger ? 

At trifles like these she would turn up her nose. 

For Kitty this winter would have you believe her 
Tlie like of her possible master and lord. 

A cabby or coachman would covet her beaver, 

Her collars and shirt-fronts are stiff as a board. 

Her dresses are cut by a tailor of fashion, 

Her jackets are homespun, her coats are of frieze, 

For knick-knacks men love she’s developed a passion 
That almost amounts to a kind of disease. 

Away then to Bond Street, for clear is my mission. 

I ’ll buy her a cane, or a glass for her eye, 

Some links, of the kind that are known as “ perdition,” 
A hundred cigars, or a masculine tie. 

For Kitty ’s a man, and you must not forget it, 

But sometimes I wish, though I dare not complain, 
That Fashion, most captious of tyrants, would let it 
Be chic for our girls to be women again. 







The above Gentlemen would have been only too pleased to go to the Congress as Delegates op Great Britain but for a previous engagement entered into some time ago 

FROM WHICH THEY SEE NO IMMEDIATE LIKELIHOOD OF RELEASE. It SEEMS A PITY, TOO, FOR THEY GOULD HAVE SPOKEN WITH CONVICTION AND ALMOST LIFE-LONG EXPERIENCE ON SUCH QUESTIONS 
AS PRISON FARE, MECHANICAL OONTRIVANOES FOB REGULAR HEALTHY EXERCISE, ETO, 
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unAni VAriiM. presented with a Sa 

The rumour that Russia is desirous has heen well received. 

that her strained relations with ourselves . 

shall cease, is now confirmed. A Rus- In America the civil 


suggestion that each of them shall now It was stated at a meeting of the 
be presented with a Savings Bank Book Blackburn Town Council that a man who 
has been well received. is now working for the Council had been 

7-7-; ^ in its employ for sixty-four years without 

In America the civilization of blacks a break. How many domestic servants 


sian ice-breaker has recently arrived in by whites is progressing. Last week can make a_ similar boast even for one 

the Tyne. in Georgia a mob of negroes lynched a year? 

negro who was accused of an offence 

We understand that the South Ameri- against one of their own race. ‘‘A mare’s nest” is the description 

can Governments have consented to ^ ^ given by the National Zeitung of the 

participate in the new Hague Peace Con- American multi - millionaires are reported negotiations for the transfer of 
ference conditionally on no attempt being threatened with beggary. Commander German South-West Africa to Great 
made to interfere with their internal Rodney, D.S.N., proposes that it shall Britain. That may be a very good name 

Revolutions. be made illegd for anyone to hold a for the rumour, but the country itself is 

fortune exceeding £2,000,000. just now more like a hornets' nest. 


fortune exceeding £2,000,000. just now more like a hornets' nest. 

The Ser\'ian Government is again 

negotiating with the British Government The re-opening of His Majesty’s Membersof a band of young Hooligans, 
with a view to the resumption of diplo- Theatre was made the occasion of the known as The Silver Hatchet Gang * '' 


re-opening 



matic relations. King Peter, we under- 
stand, has pointed out that he is happy 

to be able to state that ; 

no Sovereign has been ' 
assassinated in his conn- ^ / 

try for some time now. , / 


The Khedive has pre- 
sented the Sultan of 
Turkey with an electric 
motor-car. We under- 
stand that his Sublime | 
Majesty chose this in | 
preference to a motor- 1 
bicycle. i 

: Apparently thej 
struggle between the | 
motorists and the anti- 1 
motorists in Prance is ; 
about to enter upon ! 
an interesting phase. ' 
Prizes are being offered ; 
by Lij J oumal to makers ' 
of automobiles for a field ; 
gun mounted on a motor- j 
carriage. I 

It is denied that the [ 
birch is to be abolished - 


issue of a special souvenir booklet con- wear a silver hatchet ’on the lapel of the 
‘ taining a portrait of Dickens, and one of ' coat bearing the motto, Tried, trusted, 
^ and true ! ” ^ One of 













Peofessor Walker, writing on Pheasants, says that he noticed some of 

THE MORE intelligent BIRDS HAD OONSTRUOTED FOR THEMSELVES BULLET-PROOF 
COVERINGS ; THESE WERE MOSTLY MADE FROM THE LIDS OF CIGARETTE TINS LEFT ABOUT 
BY PICNIC PARTIES. 


A locomotive jumped 
the rails at Parson’s 
Green Station last week. 
The Anglican clergy 
regard this as a fair set- 
off to the recent athletic 
meeting at the Vatican. 


Lady (accosted ly little 
girl with collecting cardy 
headed “ Centenary of 
Nelson ”). Do you know 
wliat this is for ? What 
does “ Centenaiy of 
Nelson ” mean ? 

STuall Girl (after long 
and thoiightfvl 'pause). 
I think, M’m, it’s to 
help to bury him. 

We are glad to see 


at Eton ; -on the other hand, the Mir. Tree. His admirers are asking, advertised The Proper Psalms. We 

and Civil Gazette infoims us that Mr. “Why only one of Mr. Tree?” trust that “all to the contrary ” will not 

Webster has secured patents to do away be allowed to appear. 

with the haimful propensities of tannin. The Daily Mail has published an We anticipate much amusement from 

article on “ The Inside of a Havana Angry RaspheiTies, which has* probably 
“ Nothing short of a good stout rope,” Cigar,” by Mr. Mackenzie, but we under- been suggested by Cross Cun^ents. 

says Mr. Winston Churchiix, “ and two stand that its accuracy is to be challenged 

strong horses will ever move Mr. Balfour by the Editor of the Paper Trade Gazette. A Costly Fowl, 

from Ae position he occupies. Ve -- — Under the general heading of “Poultry, 

hope that after this pronouncement we It is denied that there has been any EggSy &c.^' the East Anglian Daily Times 
shall hear no more of donkeys making change in the proprietorship of prints the foUowing advertisement 

the attempt. Nineteenth Century, and After. The -p AOTAM, very strong frame, all plated and 

dementi is necessary in view of the -D enameUed parts in splendid condition. 

The Admiralty have made it known Kaiser s assertion that the Twentieth Price £3. 
that in future aU officers of the Royal Century belongs to the Germans. [ 

Navy occupying cabins will have their Tbs New Hair Bestorer. 

pay increased by the sum of one penny The greatest indignation, not umxdxed The management of the Scala Theatre 
per diem. The announcement, we hear, with a certain amount of amusement, has is now advertising its patent remedy on 
has caused great satisfaction to those been aroused among dogs throughout the omnibuses. Thus : — 
concerned, and every day little ^oups of the country by a decision of Judge POP THE CROWNT. CARROTS, 
officers may be seen gravely discussing Addison awarding damages against a FORBES-ROBERTSON, 

what.tli^^ shall do with the increase. A man for killing a cat. Mr. G. R. SiMS must look to his laurels. 


hope that after this pronouncement we 
shall hear no more of donkeys making 
the attempt. 


Navy occnpying cabins will have their 
pay increased by the sum of one penny 
per diem. The announcement, we hear, 
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A-DT?-D A rn-A FloHa Tosca vct slic 8601116(1 Compelled to nse greater 

OPERATIC Is OTES. force in production than ought to have been necessary. Her 

Monday, October 9. — satisfactory operatic night. As an acting rose to the height of her topmost notes ; it was 
habitue of Covent Garden during the regular opera season, admii*able, and the song, ^^Vissi d' arte e amor, in the 
I confess to having been at first rather bothered by the novel Second Act, most feelingly rendered, created a deep impres- 
surroundings in the arrangements of the auditorium. When sion. Signor de Marchi, as Mario Gavaradossi, showed him- 
the place is full, these novelties are decidedly advantageous, self worthy, both vocally and histrionically, to bear a name so 
What is called The Grand Circle is far preferable, both in operaticaUy celebrated as M.U110. 

appearance and for convenience, to the sort of private pigeon- For the amusing part of II Sagrestano, no better operatic 
holes into which, dming the season par excellence, the reserved comedian could be named than the artist with the distinctly 
dove-cots are divided. Whether such a “redistribution of and pre-eminently Italian appellation of Signor Wigley, who 
seats ” as is now obser\^ed at Covent Garden, with popularisa- play^ and sang it to perfection. 

tion of prices, would be a lasting financial success is quite It is impossible to forget Signor Scorn as the villain Scai^ia, 
another matter. yet it will not be taken as detracting from the merit of 

Manon Lescaut, Puccini’s, not Massenet’s Manon (which I Signor Sammarco in the same character to say that “honours” 
fancy would be found the more popular, as it certainly is in this case might be considered as “easy” between the two. 
the more dramatically effective), was given to-night with The part is difficult from every point of view, 
great success. Signora Giachetti was charming as Manon, The enthusiasm at the descent of the curtain on Act IT. was 
and the part of her lover Bes Grieux was admirably rendered immense, and then came modestly but gaily on the stage Con- 


I by Signor Zenatello. Signor Sammarcjoi ductor Mugnonte, and after him, to finish 

was a perky representative of Lescaut ! fortissimo, appeared the real Simon 

The ill-treatment that Geronte, capitally | Pure, Puccini himself. Giacomo Puccini, 

played by Signor Wulmann, receives atj “bom 1858,” and thought much of since 

the hands of the vivacious cocotte, seemed I — 1870, a star that ought to have been 

to have slightly affected some of thej ^ f \ visible to the naked eye on Monday last, 

naughty old gentleman’s notes. The; ^ ^ beams to-night. Better late than never I 

stage management in the First Act was, j Immense enthusiasm ! 

I regret to say, exceptionally ineffective ; S r Thursday. — Alda. A fine performance, 

and though it was better in the Second | ^ Exquisitely staged. Signora Buonin- 

Act the action was not by any means | *~==-vir' ^ segna as the heroine channing. Third 

clearly intelligible. Towards the close ! ^ triumph. The AmneHs of Signora 

of the Second Act the following stage | de Cisneros was great ; the Eadavies of 

direction occurs in the book: “Afl ^ Signor Zenatello superb, both in acting 

LescauVs exclamation an indescribable] and singing. Signor Thos, as II 

confusion takes place This was in a excellent. The applause was deservedly 

most praiseworthy manner carried out unstinted. The scenery was, as it 

to the very letter. always is for this opera at C()vent Garden, 

There was a hearty recall for the - loaost effective, and the staging was more 

quartette. Signor Zenatello, Si^ora usual high-water mark. 

Giachetti, Signor Sammarco, and Signor The entire performance must be recorded 

Wulmann, followed by prodigious ap- distinct and decided success. And 

plause for somebody who, at the first sum- this, so far, is true of the series, 

mons did not appear It was whispered r ^ ==_=_= 

that Giacomo Puccini (bom I808) was in — 

the house, so all hands went for Puccini, __ ^ Very Proper Modesty, 

and on the curtains being drawn apart, The following notice hangs in the 

there we saw the quartette j ust mentioned d:ecid^dly so. " fitting-rooms of a prominent ladies’ tailor : 

evidently having exerted their power of “ As the principal fitter desires to try on 

adding one to their number by dragging into the centre an his own garments personally, customers are requested not to 
apologising, smiling, bowing, protesting, skipping little call between the hours of one and two.”- 

gentleman in evening dress. ' Rounds of heartiest applause. — 

“ That,” said someone next to me in the stalls, with the air New Source of Pood Supply. 

of (Dne who Imows, ‘ isPucciM ! ^ ^ should not Londoners consume their own fog? It 

Indeed! cried a delighted visitor, his neighbour. 4.^ 




“Is MIXED Hookey dangerous?” — We only 
PLAYED IN ONE GAME — ^BDT WE THINK MOST 
OUCIDEBLY SO. 


ductor Mugnonte, and after him, to finish 
up fortissimo, appeared the real Simon 
Pure, Puccini himself. Giacomo Puccini, 
“bom 1858,” and thought much of since 
1870, a star that ought to have been 
visible to the naked eye on Monday last, 
beams to-night. Better late than never I 
Immense enthusiasm 1 

Thursday. — Alda. A fine performance. 
Exquisitely staged. Signora Buonin- 
segna as the heroine channing. Third 
Act a triumph. The AmneHs of Signora 
DE Cisneros was great ; the Eadames of 
Signor Zenatello superb, both in acting 
and singing. Signor Thos, as II 
excellent. The applause was deservedly 
unstinted. The scenery was, as it 
always is for this opera at Co vent Garden, 
most effective, and the staging was more 
than up to its usual high-water mark. 
The entire perfonnance must be recorded 
as a distinct and decided success. And 
this, so far, is true of the series. 


A Very Proper Modesty. 

The following notice hangs in the 
fitting-rooms of a prominent ladies’ tailor : 
• — “ As the principal fitter desires to try on 


That, said someone next to me m the stalls, with the air Mew Source of Pood Supply, 

of (Dne who Imows, ‘ isPucciM l ^ ^ should not Londoners consume their own fog? It 

Indeed! cned a deligMed visitor, his neigHiour. to be done in the more enterprising of the Provinces. 

Down went glasses, np went hands, and voice, with Bravo, ^he Doncaster Gazette, for instance, advertises 
PnnnrvT ” . .. 


Puccini 1 ” 

Herr Ganz stood at my elbow. Now what Herr Ganz 
doesn’t know about operatic people isn’t worth remembering. 

“ Ganz,” I asked quickly, pointing towards the little black 
figure on the stage, “ is that Puccini ? ” 


“ FOPi. SALE, to b3 eaten off, 15 acres of fog ” 

A Portifisimo Finale. 

According to the Musical Times, Mr, Wilhelm Backblvus’s 


“No,” answered Herr Ganz immediately, “that’s Mugnone.” English Tour is to end somewhat noisily. “At its con- 
To my enthusiastic neighbours, both stiH shouting vivas elusion,” we are told, ''he will he heard in Germany, Austria 
for PucciNT, IjDent down and said,“ That ’s not Puccini, that ’s and France.'' 

Mugnone.” They stared at me blankly ; the shock had been ~ “ 

too much for them. “Mugnone, the (?on(iuctor,” I whispered To bring order out of chaos we beg to suggest to the Dublin 
impressively, as I hastened away. The poor men had collapsed. Corporation that, instead of abolishing the office of Lord 
Ganz had gone. Mayor, as one member proposed, they should merely reduce 

Wednesday Might. — Opera going strong. House not Kis rank to that of Euight Mayor : thus allowing the official 
^eat but good. . La Tosca is rather trying for the pHma title to indicate, by suggestion, the mutiial relations of Head 
donna, and excellent as is Signora GiACHETn in the leading and Corporation. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

j If we are to take Nelson and the Twentieth Century, ky 
Arxoij> White and E. Hallam Moorhouse (Casseix), as a fair 
sample of tlie books for which the Nelso:n* centenary year is 
responsible, we may be thankful that we shall not live to 
witness another crop in the year 2005. The book is a farrago, 
and not well mixed at that. KTo doubt the chapters on 
“ Dockyards ” and Discipline ” may be useful — though it is 
certain that, if there is substantial truth in the allegations 
contained in the latter chapter, a very searching inquiry 
ought to be made into the condition and treatment of our 
sailors — ^but the rest is poor stuff, not calculated to do much 
honour to the great shade of Nelsoit. Was it, for instance, 
necessary, or even proper, that in pleading for the erection 
of statues to Nelson’s captains, the writers of this book 
should speak in a tone of scarcely veiled contempt of Napier, 
Havelock, and Gordon, three of the noblest and most chivalrous 
names in the history of British warfare ? “ Where British 
heroes of the sea ought to stand,” they say, “ statues of 
George IV. and Sir Charles Napier occupy places of honour. 
A sum of £30,000 would cover the cost of erecting statues 
to ten of our sea captains in Trafalgar Square, and of 
transferring the effigies of the three major-generals and the 
First Gentleman in Europe to fitter spots for the commemora- 
tion of their valour and their virtue.” I make the authors a 
present of George IV. ; but if they suppose that Nelson or 
any other man can be shamed by association with the three 
major-generals, I can only submit, with deference, that they 
are mistaken. Of the Preface, contributed by a “nameless 
writer ” (so the^ authors describe him), it is difficult to speak 
with due restraint. It is a mere exercise in hysterics, having 
the inaccuracy inseparable from hysterics. It was Danton, 
not Napoleon, who spoke of “L’awAice” thrice over as the 
“secret of victory;” and if a great French Admiral ever 
wrote of “La genie de Nelson^' he was less highly educated 
than most French Admirals are. Besides, if my memory 
serves me, “ the golden words on Nelson attributed to Mr. 
Gladstone ” were, as a matter of fact, spoken by Mr. Joseph 
Chamberlain with reference to Mr. Gladstone himself. But 
it is in his reference to Lady Hamilton that this nameless 
writer becomes most gushing. “What fearful effeminate 
folly,” he says, “has been written of Nelson and Lady 
Hamilton. It was perhaps the only time he erred, and did 
he even then reaUy err ? ” — ^with more to the same effect in 
eulogy of the worthless woman who enslaved Nelson and was 
painted by Eomney. ^ The authors of the very book to which 
lids is a preface provide in some degree an antidote to it, and 
if more is wanted it can be found in the sober pases of 
Mahan. 

If Mr. Arnold Bennett has not made sympathetic study in 
the art of novel writing as it is ordered in France, it is 
because, coming to him % nature (like reading and writing to 
some others), the discipline was superfluous. The only criticism 
my Baronite offers on Sacred and Profane Love (Chatto and 
W iNDUs) is that the English language is not a suitable 
conveyance for the story. It should have been written in 
French. ^ Only once does the indestructible British style 
obtrude itself. At the height of her career, unblushingly 
recorded, Mr. Bennett’s heroine dies of appendicitis 1 A 
Parisian novelist would have rounded off with a fetality 
much less prosaic. Nevertheless it is a powerfully presented 
picture of the class we prim insulars usually keep with its 
face to the wall. 

Once upon a time Mr. H. Piker Haggard made an undeni- 
able hit in romantic literature with She, To express it in 
cocfaey forin, “Be an’ She made a ’It.” Why was he not 
satisfied ? Or was he so hopelessly under the spell of She^ 


who-musthe-oheyed that wherever the enchantress, mounted 
on Pegasus, saddled with a pillion licensed to carry two, 
chose to take this Eider as her companion, he was perforce 
compelled to go ? And so, when we meet with Mr. Eider 
Haggard’s Ayesha (Ward, Look & Co.), we are not at aU asto- 
nished, though indeed somewhat disappointed, to recognise 
our old friend She (may we be pardoned for speaking of her 
in so familiar a manner), who, in no way changed from what 
she was before, is simply “ continued in our next.” 

Mx. Haggard has made a gallant attempt to revive the first 
fresh enthusiasm with which She was originally received. 
He has tried to exploit some new properties, to burnish 
up the tinsel, and to intensify a flagging interest which it is 
difficult to keep up to anything like the highest pitch of 
excitement. Eare, very rare, are the instances of success 
attending the revivification of a once favourite character. 
Eolly, Kahma and Leo, people of Mongolian, or Mongoosian, 
type who were true to the K6r de Bally, ah, as the story pro- 
ceeds, become less and less real, and then gradually wearisome. 
Much as the Baron objects to illustrations to stories, yet he 
has no hesitation in saying that not only are Mr. Maurioe 
Greiffenhagen’s excellent, but they are of the greatest assist- 
ance as stepping-stones to the weary narrative-tracker. 

There is nothing new to be told in the life story of Sir 
Joshua Eeynolds. Few painters have been written about so 
continuously and from so varied a range of approach as the 
P.E.A. of the mid-eighteenth century. Boswell began it. 
Horace Walpole, Mrs. Piozzi, and Fanny Burney frequently 
chatted about him. From the publication of Northcote’s Life 
in 1818 to Sir William Armstrong’s quarto published in 1890 
there has been much making of books on the topic. In 
presenting his Sir Joshua Beynolds (Methuen) Mfr. Boulton 
makes due acknowledgment of these sources of information. 
Whilst admittedly he has nothing new to say, he has gleaned 
the rich stubble land with skih and sympathetic care, 
presenting what may be accepted as the last word about the 
popular man, the supreme painter. He gives half a hundred 
reproductions of Eeynoids’ best work, a picture gallery itself 
worth the price of the volume. 

Had Dion Clayton Calthrop been content with wilting this 
amusing and eccentrically clever story entitled The Guide to 
Fairyland (Alston Eivers), and had he employed the services 
of one or more masters of the black and white art, whom 
we could name, to do the illustrations, we might have had a 
work to which, though it spe- 

cially appeals to Christmas fan- THE jBHjj BAROl^ 

cies, we could have justly 

apportioned a place of honour 

on the bookshelf at no very great 

distance from the immortal Alice 

in Wonderland. The illustra- (1 

tions are best when least preten- 

tious, and those making any 

claim to artisticvalue are lacking 

in humour. This is a pity, as the 

writing is light, and full of lively 

fancy. Had it been half its 

length, its literary value would 

have been doubled. 








In the Daily MaiVs account of Ameriha, the new Hamburg- 
American liner, jwe read of a play-room for cosmopoHtan child 
passengers where “ nursery heroes of three nations are painted 
on the walls. French Pierrot grins at the Pied Piper of 
HameHn, while the British Jack Sprat stuffs himself in a 
corner.” ^ There seems, however, to have been no recogniti« 0 n 
of the claims of the Jack Horner who could eat no fat. 
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DUCAL DEBUTANTES. 

(TFit^ aehnoicledgments to the ^^Evening Standard 

and St. James's Gazette ” of the 19 tli inst.) 

A GOODLY company of dangliters and 
granddaughters of Dukes are likely to 
he among the debutantes of the winter. 
Foremost amongst them is Lady Votolta 
Borvil, third daughter of the Duke and 
Duchess of Oxford. Lady Vinolta is a 
tail, handsome, spacious girl, with terra- 
cotta hair and a salmon-pink complexion, 
and is an accomplished musician, playing 
eq[uaUy well on the gramophone, the 
jamhoon, and the kinkajou. 

Lady Betsinda Borage, youngest 
daughter of the Duke and Duchess of 
Mull, is just sixteen, hut wih prohahly 
spend the winter with her mother in 
the Canary Islands. She is, for the 
daughter of a Duke, a distinctly good- 
looking girl, and, like many of her con- 
temporaries, of a decidedly athletic turn, 
being generally admitted to he the hest 
titled lady hockey player in the island 
ofMuU. 

The Duchess of Donnybrook’s three 
daughters. Lady Peggy, Lady Ovoca and 
Lady Bonanza Dargle, are not triplets, 
though their resemblance is so remark- 
able that the Duke constantly mistakes 
one for the other. Lady Bonanza’s birth- 
day, curious to relate, is on February 14, 
which interesting date she shares with 
Harry Vardon, Mr. Arnold WmiE, and 
Admiral Togo. Lady Bonanza is a lovely 
girl, tall and willowy in figure, with a 
superb Wellington nose, dusky hair and 
wonderful large eau-de-Nil eyes with 
pale pink pupils. Her elder sister, 
Lady Ovoca, has a rich contralto voice, 
and sings in better tune than many 
untitled amateurs, besides playing a 
good game at “snooker” pool, and 
weighing just on 11 stone. 

Lady Marsala Daviot, eldest daughter 
of the Marquis and Marcliioness of 
Cuiix>DEN, and granddaughter of the 
Duke of Leith, is sure to come out at 
some of the country winter gaieties. She 
is extremely winsome, with wonderful 
gamboge hair, emerald eyes, and an 
astounding complexion. Lady Marsala, 
who is a great favourite with the Duke, 
has marked literary tastes, and makes 
quite a handsome income by her con- 
tributions to the Leith Pilot and the 
OentlewmCs Magazine. Her presenta- 
tion was to have taken place last spring, 
but was postponed on account of an epi- 
demic of measles, from which, happily, 
she has now completely recovered. 

Another Duke’s granddaughter whose 
debut is imminent is Lady Hester Salsify, 
the eldest child of the Marquis and 
Marchioness of Seasoale. Lady Hester, 
though a pronounced vegetarian, never 
misses a meet of the Thirhnere Stag- 
hounds, and has several silver-mounted 
brushes as trophies of her equestrian 


prowess. Lady Hester is known to her 
intimates by her charming second name 
of Vaseuna, derived from the fact that 
one of her ancestors took service under 
Gustavo's Vasa. She is a bright, cheery 
girl, with rich chestnut hair and a 
brilliant colouring, though she has re- 
ceived the most careful home education. 


“Can any lady recommend a reliable 
flat servant for a single lady?” This 
seems to be the plane cook’s chance. 


THE BETTER PART. 

(Coneeming the Kimherley-’Sa'pwell duel, 
yrojposed and abandoned.) 

“ I ’ll shoot you dead ! ” cried Tweedle- 
dee, 

“ Let ’s catch the evening boat.” 

“No guns,” said Tweedledum, “for me,” 
^d shed his little coat. 

With rage their little hearts were hot, 
Tin peaceful Ffolkes cried “ Don’t ! ” 
“ Wdl, if you think we ’d better not,” 
They both replied, “we won’t.” 
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ENGLAND EXPECTS? 

(ThougTits on the Nelson Centenary, Oetoher 21.) 

Ip earthward you could wing your flight 
And look on London’s central zone, 

Seizing that eligible site 
Where stands your counterfeit in stone, 

I wonder, Nelson, if your eye 

Would even form the faintest image 
Of what emotions underlie 
This tumult, this stupendous scrimmage. 

Could you desert that heavenly place 
Where sailors know their pilot-star 
To view the many-peopled space 
Named by the name of Trafalgar ; — 
Eemembering how your signal ran, 

That stiU remains a thing of beauty, 

You might expect that every man 
This day, as then, would do his duty. 

Alas ! we have no ships afloat 
Upon the basins in the Square ; 

It is the landsman’s lusty throat 
That rends to-day a sdtless air ; 

And, save from such as hold the main 
To guard her pride among the nations, 
England has ceased to entertain 
Much in the way of expectations. 

0 yes ! they ’ll shout all right enough ! 

It costs them little ; noise is cheap ; 

But have they hearts of quite the stuff 
That made your loyal pulses leap ? 

They ’ll roar you till their midriffs ache 
Under the bunting’s brave devices, 

But wouldn’t lift a hand to make 
The least of all your sacrifices. 

A wind of words — ^and nothing more ! 

But if the test were sought in deeds. 

If England asked the sons she bore 

Each man to serve the Mother’s needs ; — 

If she “ expected” such a debt 

To stir &e blood of those that owe it, 

The sole response that she would get 
Would be, No thanks ; not if we know it.” 

Just now they pipe a patriot tune ; 

Anon they ’ll wonder why they spent 
A precious football afternoon 
Mafficking round a monument ; 

And myriads who go mad to-day — 

Give them a week, they ’ll go yet madder, 
Watching the modem heroes’ fray, 

Where hirelmgs hoof a bounding bladder. 

Much you would have to marvel at 
Could you return this autumn-tide ; 

You ’d find the Fleet — ^thank God for that — 
Staunch and alert as when you died ; 

But, elsewhere, few to play your part, 

Ready at need and ripe for action ; 

The rest — ^in idle ease of heart 
Smiling an unctuous satisfection. 

1 doubt if you could well endure 
These new ideals (so changed we are) 

Undreamed, Horatio, in your 
Philosophy of Trafalgar ; 

And, should you stiU “ expect ” to see 
The standard reached which you erected, 
Nothing just now would seem to be 

So certain as the unexpected. 0. S. 


SOMETHING WANTING. 

The Perfect Laver strikes me as an imperfect play. It is 
described by its author, Mr. Alfred Sutro, as “ an original 
play,” and no one, who has seen it, will care to deny either its . 
title to origmality, or the merit of its well-written dialogue. 

It is acted for aU it is worth, and its literary and dramatic 
value is considerable. That Mr. Sutro does not aim at 
pointing a moral is evident. In the entire list of characters 
there is none that doeth good, except the irresponsible young 
daughter. The high-principled-man falls before a very slight 
temptation ; his ordinarily good wife has done so before him, 
and to her he yields. Thus far they have the model of 
Adam and Eve. The criminal act of Jose'ph Tremhlett (Mr. 
Lewis Waller) aids, abets, and encourages the criminality of 
Lord Gardeio (Mr. Prank Mills), of Lilian Tremhlett (Miss 
Evelyn Millard), and of the Hon. Susan Lesson (Miss 
Henrietta Watson) ; the last of whom renounces her principles, 
her preaching, and her practice, in order to give the sanction 
of her respectability to the crime of her nephew and her god- 
daughter. What becomes of this trio of criminals the author 
does not teU us. With the fall of the curtain they have dis- 
appeared, and then are heard of no more. 

Too late the unfortunate Jose'ph Tremhlett and his wife 
Martha (touchingly impersonated by Miss Edyto Olive) repent 
of their digression from the path of virtue. William Tremhlett, 
the villainous brother, instigator of the deed which has 
caused the crime, — part strongly played by Mr. Norman 
MoKinnel, — indeed, had the play been called The Perfect 
Villain, the reason of the title would have been more evident, 
— takes nothing by his motion, as Joseph, returning to the 
path of virtue, destroys the deed which would have given 
him twenty thousand poimds and would have made his 
brother a millionaire. 

So the wicked brother, who did love his wife, but didn’t 
show it, and whose wife didn’t love him and did show it, 
loses his chance of making a fortune, and loses his wife 
into the bargain unless he chooses to follow her to Canada, 
where, if the Hon. Susan Lesson shall have insisted on Lord 
Garden) and Lilian being ever with her, always in her 
presence, on absolutely platonic terms, he may find that 
there is really no harm done, and that Lord Gardew and Mrs. 
TreToblett, having become pretty considerably bored by being 
fettered, watched, and preached , at by Miss Susan (aunt and 
godmother), will both be only too ready to part company, when 
William Tremhlett will return to England as a really devoted 
husband with a vastly improved wife. This is how it ought 
to end unless all principle be thrown to the winds, and 
Lord Gardew, his aunt Susan, and (as she must be) his 
mistress, Mrs. Tremhlett, become a trio of scamps. 

What is it aU ? It may be simply described as an incident 
in the life of J oseph Tremhlett, an incident which is fraught 
with awful consequences to everyone except Joseph, who 
momentarily renounced his principles and went au diahle, but 
returned safe and sound. Quite possible, but as a play most 
unsatisfactory, suggesting the idea that the author had got 
his characters into a hopeless mess, out of which he could 
not rescue them without having to reconstruct the play 
or to add an Act by way of epilogue. Who is The Perfect 
Lover 9 Why the name ? Does any one believe in the per- 
fection of a love which induces a married woman to desert 
her husband, and go off with her old lover, even though there 
be a third person singular present to play propriety ? 

As I have said, all the parts are capit^y played, nor must 
the disreputable John Gollis of Mr. Arthur Lewis be omitted, 
as it is one of the very best things in the piece. Miss Evelyn 
Millard makes aH that seems possible of a part that offers 
few opportunities. Miss Henrietta Watson has a telling 
character, and it loses nothing in her hands. Miss Eve 
Titheradge is nice as May, the very youthful daughter, but 




TO THE MEMORY OF HENRY IRVING. 






OUR EVENING ART CLASSES HAVE COMMENCED. 

Mr, X. (pur dear Professor, w7w always puts things so tellingly'). “In oonclotion, I can only befeat what I last Teru It s all 
LIGHT AND SHADE, LaDIES, WHETHER YOU ’RE PAINTING A BATTLE-PIECE, A BUNCH OF GRAPES, OR A CHILD IN PRAYER. 


slie has to invest with a natural air a creation that is neither 
child nor woman. Miss Titheradge does it well, perhaps she 
may yet improve upon it ; but if there be a reaUy difiScult 
part in the piece to render naturally it is this. 

As Lord Gardew Mr. Frakk Mills is excellent. ^ That Lord 
Gardew (aged between twenty-three and thirty), being a steady, 
sensible man, should be absolutely indifferent to making his 
fortune by coal unexpectedly discovered on his estate, or that 
he should not effect in some way a compromise between his 
sentimentalism and ids commercial instinct, is indeed most 
difficult to admit as within the bounds of probability. 

Incidentally in the Second Act, Miss Bew Ferrers cleverly 
renders an absurd vulgarian, Mrs. Morphitt, most acceptable 
as some hght relief to the serious interest of the play. 

As to Mt. Lewis Waller, he is impressively natural. ^ His 
long speeches are rattled off as outbursts of passion, which is 
just what they are intended to be. There is no fault to be 
found with his impersonation, except flashes of self-conscious- 
ness when the personality of the actor dominates his assumption 
of character. This never occurs in the earlier portions of the 
play. But do not we all feel that Mr. Waller is depriving 
us of some rare impersonations by choosing plays in which 
he has to appear in conventional modem dress ? Cavalier, 
Puritan, Monsieur Becbuedire, a Shatespearian character, or a 
hero of romance — ^what you will in costume, with passion and 
declamation, such are par exeellence the parts for Mr. Lewis 
Waller. But, exeeptis excipiendis, modern up-to-date draw- 
ing-room comedy let him regard with affectionate distrust. 


will be ever memorable in the history of the stage, as will be 
also the fine acting of Mr. Tree, whose Fagin, rendered mth 
hardened conscientiousness, is the most fiendish, ghoulish, 
repulsively humorous villain, a perfect realization of all the 
infernal, cowardly, murderously malign instincts with which 
the lurid imagination of Charles Dickens endowed this 
repellent monstrosity in human form. It stands apart among 
Mr. Tree’s many weird impersonations as a triumph of 
histrionic genius. When he first started in this career of 
crime he was a bit uncertain, but now he’s as perfect a 
devil as anyone could desire to see. 

Well contrasted with this monstrum hon'‘endum is the Oliver 
Twist of Miss Nellie Bowman, just the very weak little 
mealy boy” of Charles Diokens. Where aU are so good 
it is difficult to single out anyone for special praise, but 
it would be impossible to pass over the Mr. Grimwig 
of Mr. George Shelton, a difficult, eccentric, thoroughly 
“ Dickensy ” part, in which with one touch of nature, when 
he begs the “mealy-faced boy’s” pardon, he wins the hearty 
and well-deserved applause of the audience. Mr. Comyns 
Carr is once again to be congratulated on the success of his 
remarkably clever adaptation. 

It is officially stated that the air on the Underground 
Railway is becoming purer every day, but it would be 
premature as yet to look for the establishment of a Garden 
City between Portland Road and Gower Street. 


At His Majesty’s, Oliver TvAst is going strong. Mr. Lto Sdbmaedie A 4, wMcli nmly cans^ deatii of her crew 
BEabding’s Bill Sikes is a performance no less striking than in Stokes Bay, now stands in the dock charged with attempted 
Mi'ag OoHBTAtroE Coluee’s Nancy. Both these impersonations murder. 
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TBE SPADE’S PROGRESS; 

OK, SOME ADYICE TO LADY CIODHOPPEKS. 

[“ Spade parties represent one of the latest 
outcomes of the mysterious delights of the 
herbaceous border in ‘week-end’ country 
homes, and they cost a hostess almost as much 
careful consideration as the male head of the 
family exercises when he makes his plans for a 
battue* And the woman who is invited to 
‘ bring her spade ’ feels not a little of that 
sense of prowess implied which a man expe- 
riences when reminded not to forget his gun.” 
— Lady^s PietorialJ] 

The recent development of spade 
husbandry in country-house society 
renders it imperative to add a new 
chapter or two to Mr, Punches Book of 
Etiquette, W e have pleasure in appending 
the groundwork or subsoil of the same. 

In the first place, as smartness and 
vulgarity are now practically synony- 
mous, no lady, whatever her looks, 
banking account or antecedents, need be 
ashamed to call a spade a spade. To 
term the now fashionable plaything a 
heclie or a hequille is going out of the 
way to confirm the entente cordiale, 
besides confusing the gardener, who has 
already as much Latin as he can manage. 
Young girls in their first season should 
be chary of using dialect. It is at any 
rate safer to make a little m>ue when 
tossing off such phrases to an admirer as 
“Fetch I the spud, matey,” “Where’s 
the bloomin’ shovel, Bill? ” and the like. 
Young married ladies who are sure of 
their ground can of course be more racy- 
of the soil, as occasion demands. If their 
vocabulary runs short, any enterprising 
under-gardener will no doubt oblige with 
a few private lessons. 

The more considerate country hostesses 
now engage “spade-caddies” for their 
guests. These intelligent lads are of 
service in carrying the garden imple- 
ments from flower-bed to flower-bed, 
and also — ^it is whispered — in keeping 
an eye on amateur disarrangements of 
the landscape. It is as well, therefore, 
to take their advice as to the lie of the 
various geranium or calceolaria plants 
that you may propose to dig up, or when 
badly bunkered, say, by a tree-root. ^ As 
the end of October approaches, there is 
quite a furore for “ pleasaunce-goH.” 
The fun, it is almost needless to say, 
consists in uprooting a nine — or eighteen 
— parterre course with as few strokes of 
the spade as possible. It is best played 
in a foursome, as the Bogey score some- 
times runs into four figures. A practised 
goKer will of course avoid “topping” 
and “slicing” her hostess’s hardy 
annuals. The new lofting-spud will be 
found invaluable for aU doubtful strokes 
and approach shots. It will ensure the 
“lying dead” of any lobelia or begonia 
you may be called upon to tackle. The 
“putting” into the flower-pot can then 
easily be effected with a trowel. 


Lady spade-wielders must be prepared 
to encounter an occasional earthworm. 
There is really no need for fear, as these 
reptiles have never been known to bite. 
With a little firmness and manipulation 
the worm can usually be coaxed on to 
your neighbour’s patch, if you can 
manage to distract her attention in the 
meanwhile. It is waste of time trying 
to discover which is the tail end in order 
to put salt thereon. If the creature 
appears recalcitrant and likely to cause 
a scene, the true sportswoman will keep 
her presence of mind, and retire slowly, 
and with dignity, behind the nearest 
hush. It is bad form to bandy words 
or enter on a personal struggle with a 
common or pleasure-garden worm. 

AU ladies who have any regard for 
convenance should take care that the 
bahy-ribbons round the spade-handle 
match their costume, and that ecru or 
batiste fi'iUings are continued down the 
shank as far as the blade. The instru- 
ment should be carefuUy wiped and 
scented with eau-de-cologne before being 
put away in its case for the evening. 
There it must be left in repose, as it is 
quite unnecessary to hand your treasure 
round the Bridge-tahle, or to exhibit it 
ostentatiously, should the same happen 
to be jeweUed. 

When digging, however dainty and 
weU-turned your ankles may be, do not 
try to put both feet at once on the blade. 
Very few ladies can successfuUy imitate 
the spade-dance as seen in the music- 
haUs. Also, avoid splashing, as the 
lady opposite, if you have a vis-a-vis, 
may resent having a shower of mould in 
her face. Practise at home until you 
are proficient in the moves before dis- 
playing your prowess as a clod-hopper 
among the landed gentry or the homy- 
handed nobility of the realm. 

Zig-Zag. 


NOTABILIA FIOTA; 

Or, Wise Words of the Week, 

A Lesson feom Over-Seas. 

The success of the New Zealanders in 
the football field is perhaps the greatest 
evidence of the value of the Simple Life 
that has been forthcoming in the last 
decade. These stalwart Colonials, who 
are always in the pink of condition, 
though they wear black jerseys, have 
never heard of Harris tweed or suffered 
from over-pressure. Need I say more ? 
— Sir Jarnes GricJvton-Browne in **The 
Daily Scare.” 

A Luminous Suggestion. 

The re-cementing of friendly relations 
with Germany is at the present moment 
hy far the most important problem of 
our foreign policy. As a simple but 
impressive inauguration of the new era 
I shQxjld suggest that the street connect- 


ing St. James’s and Regent Streets 
should he re-spelt “German” Street. — 
Lord Lonsdale in “ The Spectator,^* 

Our Frugal Aristooeaoy. 

On Newmarket Heath Lord Boodle 
had only a single pint Malmaison in the 
buttonhole of his exquisitely fitting pale 
grey frock-coat. — in The Per- 
fect GentLemanP 

The Danger of “Tipping.” 

Ladies do not realise how the system 
of “ tipping ” destroys the whole spirit 
and comfort of Club life. The servants 
themselves are degraded by this injudi- 
cious system. From “tipping” to “tip- 
pling” the transition only requires a 
single liquid. — “Araminta” in ^"^The 
Woma7i AhroadP 

A Great Historian’s Joxe. 

The British cavalry, now that it is 
possible to get into it without examina- 
tion, may be fairly styled “ Our Head- 
less Horsemen.” — Mr, Frederic Harrison 
in “ The Positivist Review,'' 

Home Truths from Teddy. 

Non omnia possumus omnes» Golf is 
a game for Prime Ministers, Grand Dukes, 
plutocrats and professors. But a Presi- 
dent might as soon do crewel work as 
frequent the links. Bear-shooting, bare- 
back riding, boxing — ^these are fit pastimes 
for the leaders of men. But to waggle 
a flimsy stick at a little ball and then 
miss it is unworthy of the strenuous 
youth of our great Commonwealth. — 
President Roosevelt in “ The Oyster Bay 
Bulletin," 

A Tribute to our French Visitors. 

Wherefore in strains of melody profuse 

I, wearer of imperishable bays, 

And weaver of unprecedented 
rhymes, 

Salute you, and your leader, Doctor 
Brousse, 

In this the latest of my loyal lays 
Communicated solely to The Times. 
—Mr. Alfred Austin, in a sonnet 
addressed to the Paris Municipal Coun~ 
cillors in ^'The Times." 

Ideal Criticism. 

Books should always be reviewed by 
their writers, for that is the only way 
to ensure that they have been read by the 
reviewers.— Mr. Bernard Shaw in “ The 
Licensed Victuallers' Gazette," 


more Commercial Candour. 

Everybody is Crazy 
after 

EILPANG 

The Great 20th Century 
Toothache Cure. 



Old Lady. 
Old Woman. 
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A VOYAGE TO THE VINES. 

No . in. 

Ahodrcl La Hirondelley en route for Bordeaux, between 
10 and 11 p.m . — With, the exception of a group of three men 
and two ladies, forming a whispering, arguing, laughing, 
earnestly chattering committee, poring over maps and penchs, 
eager to hear casual witnesses and to take evidence with 
advice, the maj ority of our fellow passengers have gradually 
disappeared into their bunks. Perfectly calm night. I 
should like to read myself to sleep in my berth, but the 
electric light has been so craftily arranged that I foresee the 
trouble of ha^dng to get out of my berth to extinguish it. 
To do this involves thorough awakening ; and what is the 
use of going back to your bunk when you are completely 
wide-awake? I decide to renounce the luxury of reading 
myseK off to sleep in my bunk Will finish reading outside : 
then when sleepy will extinguish light, -i.e. turn out and turn 
in. This last-mentioned operation, which has to be at first 
performed with the extreme caution of an amateur experi- 
mentalist, may be ultimately achieved with consummate art. 
Kneeling, bending, doubling myself up, or rather, halving 
myself so that by stealthily laying myself out to advantage 
on one side I may get the maximum of possible comfort with 
the minimum of hopeless disarrangement of bedclothes. 
One thing is evident, that as I choose my side so I must lie 
on it. I close my eyes, feign perfect rest, until sleep comes 
and catches me absolutely napping. 

5^ 0 ^ O 

Morning. Splendid day. Out on the ocean, somewhere. 
Calm. Marvellous appetites for a meal at 8.30, which on 
shore I should have called a heavy mid-day lunch, only that 
we have tea, coffee, and porridge. Breakfast over, and all 
aboard fresh as larks ashore, that is, as fresh as uncommonly 
weE-fattened larks would be after ^ such a breakfast. Gulls 
and other sea-birds, having been out aH night, look pale and 
tired ; they are sleeping lazily on the water, yet they keep 
abreast of us. 

Colonel and Mrs. Colonel are on deck. 

Mrs. Colonel is in raptures about the gulls. “Beautiful! 
Such poetry of motion ! ” she exclaims. 

“ Divers 1 ” cries the Colonel. “ There they go I ” 

There they have gone. AH disappeared. 

“That was a red-breasted Merganser, dear, wasn’t it?” 
asks the lady. 

“No, dear, that was a Surf Scoter.” Then, turning to 
JuDKiNT and myself, whose attention the Colonel evidently 
wishes to attract, he says, “ Curious thing, I remember off one 
of the Indian Islands seeing what I thought was a Scotus, but 
it turned out to be a Merganser, genus Mergus, I knew it 
instantly by its bill.” 

“One recognises many queer birds in that way,” says 
JuDKiN. I nod to him patronisingly, as forgiving him this 
time, and the Colonel, quite oblivious of the pun, continues — 

“Now a curious thing about these Mergansers and the 
Smew, too — ^by Jove, there goes a Smew ! ” and he points out 
to us something flying away, but as it does not carry round 
its neck a legible descriptive label from the Zoological 
Gardens, we take the Colonel’s word for it, and ask 
inquiringly : 

“ What did you say the name of that bird is ? ” 

“A Smew, Sir. Greenish patch in the eye, known in some 
parts as ‘loons,’ — ^found ’em frequently in the Hebrides. 
When cooked^ — excellent 1 ” And the Colonel appeals to his 
wife. 

“Yes,” answers the lady very quietly, “they are very 
delicate. But, dear,” she adds reproachfully, “not to be 
compared with the dusty Qreenshanh and the Squacco 
Keronr^ 


“ True. My wife ’s right. The Squacco is first-rate. I ’m 
not sure,” the Colonel says deliberately, looking round at his 
audience as if to challenge an adverse opinion, “I’m not sure 
that a Squacco, in autumn, isn’t the best bird that flies.” 

His wife shakes her head at him reprovingly. “My dear 
William,” she says reproachfully, “ you forget the l&perviery 

“Lightly done through, on toast, perfect!” cries the 
Colonel. “I don’t know how it escaped me. Yet it is a 
curious thing,” continues the Colonel, looking puzzled, and 
addressing us as if for a consultation, “why the Whimhrel, 
the Phalarope, the Knot, and the Dunlin, should all choose 
this particular time of year to migrate, to travel across the sea, 
to go to Africa, or America, or Southern Europe, so that not 
one of the lot is to be found in the British Isles : not one,” 
repeats the Colonel emphatically, with the air of a man 
resenting a personal injury. 

“Dear me! is this so?” we say, at least I do. And I 
am inclined to blame Nature for not having consulted the 
Colonel previous to making her final arrangements. 

“It is so,” asseverates the Colonel, and, warming to his 
subject, he goes on putting to us questions as problems which 
neither individually nor collectively are we able to solve. 

“Where’s your Uittle Grebe^^^ says the Colonel warmly. 
“Where’s your Sclavonian Orelef Where’s your Eider? 
Where’s your Pochard? and where — look where you will 
in the north and see him every day up to now — where,” 
finishes the Colonel, with an air of universal defiance, 
where is your Ferruginous Duck ? ” Quite a small crowd has 
gathered about him and his wife, as the latter repeats sadly, 
“Ah, where indeed!” At this point a perfect stranger, a 
small man with a bristly beard 'like a convict, and a dull 
grey flannel suit differentiated from a gaol costume by the 
absence of the broad arrow, puts himself forward and asks in 
a husky voice, “ What is a Fermiginous Duck ? ” 

But the inquirer does not take much by his motion. 
Everybody turns, looks at the cause of the interruption, and 
laughs deprecatorily. The idea of anyone being ignorant 
concerning a Ferruginous Duck! And if ignorant, why 
expose ignorance by asking a question ? This is conversation, 
not a lecture class. So sdvuntur tabulce risu, and our party 
disperses itself. 

“Bless you! ” says the Colonel to his wife as they walk 
away, “ he knew what a Ferruginous Duck was well enough. 
I was ready for him.” 

Captain Twinkler looms gradually out of his deck cabin. 
His jovial countenance lights up the deck as would a visit 
from the rising sun. Our Captain is a man of few words, 
and all to the point. Evidently he is much amused. 

“ Some people know a lot,” says Captain Twinkler, winking 
knowingly to himself, Judkin, and one or two other messmates. 
“ I ’d h& a mind to ask our good friends if they ’d ever come 
across a certain kind of old bird that ain’t to be caught with 
chaff 1 ” Then he soars to regions up above, where he repre- 
sents the cherub that keeps watch up aloft for the safety of 
crew and passengers. 

0 0 0 0 

Later in the day, "when we are in view of nothing except an 
expanse of sea bare of any ships — ^and where they have aU 
got to is a marvel to me — coming on the Colonel when he is 
“ conning ” — ^taking observations and making none, except to 
himself — ^I ask him to tell me whereabouts we are. 

“Well,” he saySj frowning a bit as though he might 
p'ossibly make a mistake by just the millionth part of a 
logarithm as to precise latitude and longitude, “I make it 
that we ’re just off Cherbourg.” 

Our Captain happens to be passing, and to him I repeat my 
inquiry, embodying the Colonel’s information. 

“ Off Cherbourg ! ” repeats the jovial Captain, smiling ; 
“ see that haze just lifting there ? ” I do, and as the Captain 
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WHAT SHALL WE DO WITH OUR BOYS? 


Father, “Now, Sir William, I want Jack to go into business — his Mother wants him to read for the Bar. Jack’s undecided. 
What do you advise ? ’’ 

Sir William Grubbe. “You GO into business, my boy. See what it’s made me I ” 

Jack (emphatically). “Oh, Sir William, I’ve quite decided to take the Mater’s advice.” 


speaks, tlie objects, two big rocks, loom clearly out of tbe very 
far distance. 

“ Let me see,” says tbe Colonel, and tbere is, perceptibly, 
a sHgkt and unusual hesitancy in Hs manner, that ought to 
be Cherbourg, oughtn’t it ? ” 

“I won’t Tenture so far as to say what it ought to be,” 
returns the Captain, with just the glimmer of a wink at me, 
“ or what I might want it to be. But that ’s The Gaskets,*' 
And the Captain rolls up aloft, vanishes, disappearing into 
his watch-box. 

“Tfee GasketSy Colonel,” says Judkin slily. “Don’t you 
recollect? — on which the Portia nearly came to grief in 
Shakspeaee’s time.” 

“How ridiculous!” murmurs Mrs. Colonel, who having 
qyiietly approached now takes her husband below to comfort 
himself with tea and biscuits. 

Prospective Novelties. — 'Eow to get ThinneVy by the author 
of General Princvples of the Law of Gorporations, 

The Tudor Loaf, by the author of The Plantagenet Boll. 
With a Table and Plates. 

Mb. Charles Brookfield, who has recently returned from 
the Black Forest, says that it is not half so black as it’s 
painted. 


THE COON AND THE TIGER. 

A small dark Coon was walking one day in the desert for 
the sake of his appetite, when he ran full tilt into a large and 
comparatively h^thy Tiger. The Coon realised, instinctively, 
that he would require to exert all his wits to keep things 
going on as satisfactorily as usual. And so he spoke up in 
a perfectly candid way. 

“ Good morning,” he said to the Tiger, who did not answer 
but looked at him rogaishly. 

“The desert air is very fine this morning,” continued the 
Coon, and the Tiger smiled in a humorous manner. 

“But I derive no benefit from this very fine air,” pro- 
ceeded the Coon, “for I am ill. Yes, I have taken poison!” 
he went on, with a feverish look in his deep brown eyes. 
“ Last night I ate a pailfiil of strong arsenic which I mistook 
for whitewash. My physician tells me that I am so saturated 
with poison that, if anything only just touches me, nothing 
could postpone immediate death. If you, for instance, 
touched me with your teeth only it would kill you instan- 
taneously. Nothing could postpone death ! ” 

“ Why wish to postpone death? ” said, the Tiger, cheerily. 
“ I may tell you that I consider this meeting sheer good luck, 
for I am tired of life, and came out to commit suicide .... 
Kindly stand stiU, so, while I spring. A little further to the 
left, please . . . Thank you ! ” 
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THE MACDUFFER GOES STALKING.-No. 3. 

As HE SAID AFTERWARD3, FLESH AND BLOOD COULBN’T STiSD IT mY LONGEE,— HE SIMPLY SAD TO S WBfm [ 


/ V 

: 'VxX 


I JOHN THE POST. 

We live aloft in lieatlierland ; the only link we toast 
With others, onr brothers, is worthy John the Post. 

0 John, we watch the road for you and wait the moment when 
We see you, like J ehu, come driving down the glen ; 

For then with all the gossip of the countryside you feed 

ncr - . Our need; 

1 ou never fail to sort the mail, and as you sort you read. 

Ye re comin for a wee bit ride ? There ’s room upon the box — 
Uu aye, Sn ^jist try, Sir 1 Sit in amang thae cocks ! 
lhat s richt ! As ye were sayin’, Sir, it ’s bonny by Loch Dhu, 
Hut then, Sir, d ye ken. Sir, the spot they ca’ Queen’s View? 
ihere s aye a pictur’ postcaird in the mail-bag. Na ! no yon,” 

u T* • • . John, 

J ist stir again ! Aye, here is ane, frae Mistress Epeie Don. 

“Eh, Sirs ! I ’m wae to think of it ! She ’s writin’ here, ye see, 
io flEaTOE, th Inspector, her hrither in Dundee. 

Puir thing, she s sair forfoughten, for her man’s list deid 
an’ sae, ^ 

To double the trouble, her coo is deein’ tae. 

Her man was no great loss, mebbe; he aye was gey an’ fou’, 

r, J, . . But ou, 

1 m feared her hairt will break to pairt wi’ sic a bonny coo. 

^ye, yonder ’s Casfle Clunie. Na, the lair d’s nae longer there ; 
Me s let It to Pettitt, the mustard millionaire. 

They say his shootin’s m^erfu’ — the fouks are a’ at one 
Admirin his firin’ an’ wond’rin’ hoo it ’s done. 

Aye, Clunie shows the mixedest bag o’ ony shot this year, 

hiae fea r 

Ae sheep, twa hogs, sax collie dogs, ten gillies an’ a steer. 

“ That r^ds me^I ’d a •wire for him— a lang ane, a’ aboot 
borne cnsis m pnees— we endna mak’ it oot * I 


I studied it wi’ Loney— he’s the postmaister— but, ’faith, 

It lookit sae crookit it fairly beat us baith. 
An’noowhauris’t? Ioanna mind. Can I hae let it drop ? 

But stop ! 

1 Nae doot I ’ll find ’twas left behind in Peter Loney’s shop. 

'a ^ Dinna fash yersel’ ; sae ’s ither things, ye ken, 

An Petoitt will get it next time I ’m doun the glen ; 

Twill likely be on Friday, for I ’m busy wi’ the corn— 
startin the cartin’ — I ’ll no be here the morn. 

- Weel, here’s the ‘ Pleugh ’—I ’U no refuse a drap o’ Hielan’ dew 

Wi’ you — 

- Weak— halted-half— Na, dinna langh ! I ’m ’maist teetottle 

^ noo.’ 

"^^ANT!!^, the Q-IRL who helped a lady with a leg down a coalhole 
' » on bunday afternoon between 3 and 4 o’clock .... 

Manchester Evening Mews. 

The descriptive phrase, **a lady with a leg,” seems lacking in 
the preciseness which makes for recognition ; hut the number 
01 ladies, with or without a leg, who on any given afternoon 
would he likely to he “helped down a coalhole,” must be 
very smaH. So the good girl is likely to get her reward. 
Unless— homd thought— the leg belonged to her, and she is 
wanted, in the more sinister sense, on a charge of having 
used it to help the lady down the coalhole. 

Nature Note.— A reindeer ^ was recently horn in Edin- 
burgh. The Daily Mirror believes it to be the first reindeer 
ever born in the United Kingdom. What makes its position 
still more exceptional is that (according to the same autho- 
rity) it was a female reindeer that gave birth to it. 

It IS rumoured that Mr. A. J . Balfour proposes to compete 
on the Turf under the name of Mr. Arthur James. 
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THE INTERVIEW THAT FAILED. 

FoLmwiNG the somewhat indistinct 
directions of a small and impertinent 
errand boy, we sought out the Great 
Man’s chambers, and knocked at the 
Great Man’s door. Receiving no answer 
or assistance from within, we admitted 
ourselves, and beheld the Great Man 
seated at his desk, with his back 
towards us. For a while we stood 
unobserved, till at last, by coughing for 
a third time with offensive noisiness, we 
attracted his attention. 

Without turning round, he addressed 
us in the following gracious and out- 
spoken manner . . . . “ I have paid my 
Income-Tax, I cannot give you bread, 
money or Hospital Tickets, nor do I 
stand in need of anybody’s Back-Ache 
Pills. You need not, therefore, stay.” 

‘‘Excuse us,” we replied, “we are 
neither tax-collectors, beggars nor touts.” 

“In any case,” he said, “ you will find 
the door behind you.” 

Encouraged by this genial welcome, 
we proceeded to the object of our visit, 
and arranging in our minds a series of 
questions as to the Great Man’s past, 
present, and probable future, his own, 
his wife’s, his children’s, and his ser- 
vants’ Domestic Pets, we opened with 
the usual question : — “ You are, we 
believe, the renowned Mr. Ettseteeer? ” 

“ I am,” he replied, “ not.” 

Feeling that father interrogation was 
as unnecessary as it would be impolite, 
we wished our host a cordial “Good- 
night,” and, whistling merrily, took our 
leave. 


THE ALCHEMY OF WK: 

or, Eeroinea a la Mode, 

The girl who put the damask rose 
In point of loveliness to shame, 

Whose purely decorative nose 
Suggested petals of the same. 

Whose locks absorbed the morning sun — 
This lady has been overdone. 

Ho longer novelists aspire 
To paint Clorinda void of flaw. 

The pink-and-white complexions tire, 
The sylph-like figures fail to draw ; 
To-day the daughters of their brain 
Are introduced as “almost plain.” 

Yet, after reading for a while. 

We find this mem. : “ Her pallid face, 
Thanks to a rare mysterious smile, 

Was rescued from the commonplace;” 
And (being there when this occurs) 

The hero twine his heart in hers. 

Proceeding, with a pained surprise, 

We hear that Mr. Tompkihson 
Observes a glory in her eyes 
That has not glowed in Chapter I. 

(Not mentioning the “ Titian red ” 

That now transmutes her sandy head.) 
















mm 









CUB-HUNTING. 

(Only a retainer 

Elderly Sportsman, “Here! Hi! You young oub, didn’t I give you a shilling to catch 
MY Horse ? ” 

Young Ghawhaeon (keeping at a distance), “Zoo YE did, but it’s another ’arp-a-crow now 
’e be ketohed ! ” 


A laugh (accustomed to elude) 

Exposes teeth resembling pearls 
With more precise similitude 
Than those possessed by other girls ; 
And vagrant blushes tend to flow 
Through Chapter XXXIX or so. 

She proves the goddess in her walk, 

A grace attends her every act ; 

One notes when she begins to talk 
The compromise of truth and tact ; 
While half her beauty seems to dwell 
In what is termed a “subtle spell.” 

Till when at last the loyal swain 
Has squared it with the archer-god. 
And Love’s true course runs smooth 
again 

After 300 pages odd, 


When bells unite the lucky brace 
And “ Finis ” stares us in the face — 

Once more we mark the well-known tints 
Connected with a peach’s bloom, 

The eyes that drop celestial hints. 

The Peerless Type, in fact, on whom. 
Lit by the sun’s ingenuous glare, 

There shines the usual golden hair. 


A Chance for Collectors. 

From the chapter on Museums in a 
book on Denmark by Margaret Thomas 
we extract the following interesting piece 
of news : — 

“Entrance is free, the arrangements so 
excellent tibat no object in the collection can 
be missed.” 
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MY TAILOR'S BILL. 

’Tis ever thus. My noblest aberration 
Results in wisdom — after the event ; 

I never yet conferred an obligation 
Of which I didn’t bitterly repent ; 

I never paid a tailor’s bill 
(And after this I never will !) 

But that I shivered for the precedent, 
o ^ 

Brief was the scene, yet moving while it lasted. 

At the first shock, when he beheld the Boon, 

The noble fellow looked quite flabbergasted, 

Turned a pale green, and seemed about to swoon ; 
While all his chorused tailorhood 
Marvelled, and praised me where I stood 
Balmily beaming, like the bland, grave, Moon. 

Anon, with watery smile and due obeisance, 

He bore the rare and curious receipt, 

And gave me peace ; and I, in full complaisance, 
Patted him thrice ; and moved upon my beat. 
Exuding merit, till the mood 
Waned, and I felt strange doubts obtrude, 

If, in my action, I had been discreet. 

True that to such impulsive generosity 
SeK-approbation lends a fleeting charm, 

Yet, save we learn to curb impetuosity. 

Our afterthoughts will fill us with alarm : 

For pauper’s dole and Tailor’s cheque 
Alike may bring a soul to wreck. 

And Charity may do a power of harm. 

Ay, many a vessel’s lot has thus been blighted ; 

Men have been moral, even to excess ; 

When lo ! a windfall came ! They got excited ; 
Threw off their cloak of frugal stodginess, 

Rose up, and did so carry on 
That they, and all their dross, have gone 
Down to Gehenna, leaving no address. 

I trust that no such prodigal backsliding 
May lure my gentle Tailor to his fall. 

The loss of one so patient, so confiding, 

Would do me injury beyond recall. 

His homely faith is much to me ; 

And, failing him, I fail to see 
Whom I should honour, how be clothed withal. 

And what if in his breast the Dun should waken ? 
What if I have but edged his Vampire-tooth ? 

And he should be so grievously mistaken 
As to seek blood — ^more blood ; and, void of ruth, 
With foul and ghoulish lust assail 
His unsuspecting clientele 9 
The dear gods hold him ! This from me, forsooth ! 

Myself, I fear him not. But much I tremble 
Lest he should pass the news to other ears, 

And round my gates a ravening horde assemble, 
Sharp with the concentrated hopes of years. 
Thinking (vain optinnsts !) to find 
Their patron squeezably inclined, 

Till I be wearied of their vile arrears. 

It is such doubts as these that come in legions : 

Such thoughts as these that pierce me to the core ; 

While deep, deep down in mine interior regions 
I hear my muffled inward monitor 
Mourning the loss of such a sum 
To that financial vacuum 
Which, as a child of Nature^ I abhor ! Dum-Dum. 


OPERATIC NOTES, 

Saturday, October 14. — Bigoletto, that melodramatically 
effective opera, to-night. Madame Melba singing ; but even 
this, somehow or other, does not bring an overwhelming 
crowd. Yet the pAma donna is a favourite, the opera is 
popular, the story well known, and Le Roi s' amuse in French, 
and The FooVs Revenge in English, have yet some hold 
on the stage. Can it be that the public, regarding the 
printed programme of the week’s work, is suddenly struck 
by the awful appearance of a black hand with index finger 
sternly pointing to a notice stating that the Management 
earnestly requests every one to remain until the end of 
the last Act, or to turn themselves out, as neatly as possible, 
‘‘ during the interval immediately preceding it ? ” Laudable 
in intention, but absolutely impracticable. Who that cares 
for music and money, will consent to lose any part of what 
he has purchased simply for the convenience of others who 
certainly are utterly indifferent to what may become of him as 
long as he doesn’t bother them 9 Why not let the vendor at 
the ticket office ask, “ Can you remain till the end ? ” If 
the reply be, “I and my party must leave just when two- 
thirds of the last Act are over,” then let seats be allocated 
to them in such a part of the house as will not be disturbed 
by their departure. The outside numbers of the Stalls, the 
back row of the Grand Circle, and certain Balcony Stalls, will 
meet these requirements. The occupants of Private Boxes 
can come in and out as they like (quietly, of course) without 
causing inconvenience to anyone. And remember, those who 
wish to support the Opera for the love of music are at liberty 
to take their seats, pay their money, and stay away altogether 
should they consider that their leaving too early, or arriving 
too late, might possibly interfere with the enjoyment of 
others. However, that ’s as may be,” and so back again to 
the Opera, though this notice must necessarily be somewhat 
belated, as, if Rigoletto be given again, the cast ali*eady 
announced will be somewhat different from the one now under 
review. 

As Oilda, Melba at her very best. Yet the audience did 
not respond. And this indeed is the summary of the even- 
ing’s entertainment. Signor Giorgini, as our friend IL Duea, 
did not make his hit until the last scene with Maddalena 
(Signora Aranda, who has a fine contralto voice), when he 
fully atoned for any previous deficiencies. 

As Rigoletto, Signor Stracctari was passable; “compari- 
sons are odorous.” Signor Didur’s rendering of the music of 
Sparafucile was excellent. Apparently Signorina Capellt’s 
view of the wicked old, or very middle-aged, Gicwanna (do we 
not remember MUe Bauermeister’s sordid avarice in this 
part?) is that she belongs to the souhrette order of light 
comedy. Such a novelty in rendering this part seemed to 
make Signorina Capelli somewhat nervous. 

During the week the operas represented have been Trova- 
tore, Manon Leseaut, Aida, La Tosea and Un Ballo in 
Maschera, whose record will have been already found in 
these “notes.” 

Inciting to Crime. 

The Daily News gives publicity to a letter “just received 
from Johannesburg by a prominent British politician.” The 
writer, in language at once legal and colloquial, describes 
himself as “an interested party re the treatment of Chinese,” 
and goes on to say: “I would not be a bit surprised to see 
them (the Chinese) rise some night and murder half the people 
of the country, and as far as I am personally concerned, they 
would be quite justified^ What the writer has done to merit 
such violent conduct does not transpire ; but even so, one can- 
not help feeling a strange admiration (faindy indicated by the 
italics) for the gentleman’s astonishing frankness. 
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“ Wiat’s her Lamdicap ? ” “ Ethel ? I know one or two Ethet r 

LILLIAN. “ScratcL” I wonder ” 

IV.-A EiviL nr the Field. ^ 

Oh. no, let ’s see, it s three, I think.” went on hurriedly. ‘‘Her real name is 
If ever I find the author of Jane Three sounded so much more truthful Henrietta — ^Henrietta Daintry.” 
Herring, I shall probably treat him to somehow. Any fool could think of “ Which is why you call her Ethel” ? 

something in the half-Nelson line. At scratch. '' Well, I couldn’t caU her Henrietta ” 

present I am looking for him. “ Very clever ? ” I said sharply. ’ 

In Jane Hemng the hero starts on ‘‘Not so very,” I said carefully. I “And when are you going to see her 
page 253 pretending that he loves some- wanted her to seem decently human. again ? ” 

body Margaret to vdt. On page “ What do you mean by ‘ not so I felt on safe eround aeain. 


-‘■w- UXi-O JLLClii-X> CiOUJJl AJ.JJLC. XI. U 

present I am looking for him. 

In J ane Heinnng the hero starts on 
page 253 pretending that he loves some- 
body else — Margaret to nut. On page 


289 the heroine is in his aims, full of very ’ ? 


remorse, jealousy, love, hysterics and I hadn’t expected to be cross-examinei 
other emotions. At page 299 I closed like this. 

the book and said to myself, This is a “ Well, what do you mean byclever ? ’ 
good thing. I wiH go and do likewise.” I said, rather smartly, I tMnk. 

The difficulty in my case was to find “ Does she make her own things, an( 
the Margay^et, There was simply nobody so on ? ” 

in the neighbourhood that 


“ Which is why you call her Ethel” ? 
“ Well, I couldn’t caU her Henrietta,” 
I said sharply. 

“ And when are you going to see her 
again ? ” 

I felt on safe ground again. 

“Next Wednesday,” I said. “I’m 


Lillian would be jealous of ; 
and, anyhow, aU the single 
ones were engaged about 
three deep. Ours is rather the 
county , for that sort of thing. 

After thinking it over, I I 

decided to pretend that there ~ fl — 

was somebody in town who 

loved me. I had, and indeed f (\ 1 )'• , 

still have, a veiy regular corre- U ' i 

spondent in the West End, / Ri W >> 

who writes most charming 
little notes. (The last one ^ 
said: “Eeferring to our re- J 

minder of last month, may we 1 M m 

ask what you propose to do \ 
in the matter ? ” The obvious 
answer was : “ Let ’s go on as . M/ 

we are.’^) As a reward for Mr 

his perseverance he should be fl 

my Margaret, f ^ J 

For the next few days I I | 
acted my part before Lillian, 1 \ 
and Tree himseffi in a new 1 \ 
make-up wouldn’t have done 
it better. I used to take-out " 

my letters and sigh, and read ^ 

them over and over, and then H EAR D 

sigli ag^— and I give you Tethered Gritie. “Wot ! 

my word that before the week 

was over Lilliah was caugkt. “WIlo “Ok, yes. 
is ske ? ” ske asked suddenly, and I got tkem.” 
out tke landing-net. “ Wkick ? ” 

“Wko is ske, Diok?” I looked shf 

“ Wko ’s wko ? ” I said, wkick is began, 
really a quotation. Musical ? ” 

“Is sbe dark or fair ? ” The technics 


TT- J ij. i T A 1 • 1 • , J. paiU.. 1 m 

i naan t expected to be cross-exammed just running up to town, and we shall 

T I , probably do a lunch and a matinee 

Well, what do you mean by clever ? ” together.” 
said, rather smartly, I think. ^ “ Wednesday ? Why, how splendid ! 

Does she make her own things, and Father and I are going up on Monday 

for a week. We might all have tea 
— together.” 


HEARD 

Tethered Critic, “ Wot ! 


“Well, Ethel is not quite 
^ . certain yet whether it will 

Wednesday or the one 
' ^ She says here” — I took 

^ letter from my pocket — 
cc where is it ? Oh yes — 

\ ^ 

) { goin^-to do about Ae matter.’’ 

^ ^‘MatinSe was what I said. 

^ SW I am reading her actual words. 

‘ What do you propose to do 

“ Well, what do you pro- 

“I think we shall get better 
« ^ \ Wednesday 

^ ^Well,I suppose she’ll write 

Qj^ yes, ” I said confidently. 

I / On the Monday Lillian went 

town. My last words as 
I saw her off were, “ It will be 
^ W ednesday week after all, I ’m 

afraid.” But on Wednesday 
morning I got a telegram. I 
THE FAIR. opened it, and gasped. It ran: 

RAINING TQ^ TPE BaLLET, ABE TEE ? ’* ^9^ letter at 

“ — Post Office. Forgot your 

That IS — er — some of I address in the excitement of hearing 


“I don’t know what you mean” I forme. 


HEARD AT THE FAIR. opened it, and gasped. It ran: 

*iiic, “ Wot ! Training fo|i tee Ballet, are ter ? ’* Please call for letter at 

“IT Office. Forgot your 

Un, yes. inat is — er — some of address in the excitement of hearing 
. , « „ . , from you so soon.— Henrietta Daintry.” 

Wluck? saidLn^. As soou aa I kad recovered I made for 

I looked skarply at ker. “Eeally,” I tke Post Office., I went in feeling— and, 
- TOO ^ expect, looking — an absolute idiot. 

Musics • , , Tke grocer’s daughter, wko manages tke 

Ihe technicalities of music always do P.O. side of the place, smiled all over as 
**,,^®* „ T me a letter with “ To he 


it safer. 

“ I suppose she can sing in tune ? ” 
“I suppose so,” I said crossly. 
“Well, that’s something.” 

There was silence for a little. 


4j — I oiio jj.cuiu.c;u xucj a leiuer wiiiL lo oe 

said, pretending to be awfully em- ^ “No,” Isaid, empkatioally. Itkougkt caZZed /or ” written on it. I took it away 

i- ’ r + >> s^er. ^ ^ into a quiet comer of tke grounds, and 

, I suppose ske can smg m tune? read tke following : 

Tken you re wrong. Ske s got blue “Irappose so,” I said crossly. “Dear Mb. Diok,— I may call you Mr. 

eyes, and tke lovekest golden kair. “ WeU, that’s sometking.” Diok, mayn’t I ? It will be this Wednes- 

^ B^utiM figure and ^tkat?” Tkere was silence for a Htfle. I dayafterall! I will meet you at Prince’s, 

llivine, i sighed, with a far-away didnt quite know what to do, I lit a and we will go to tke Haymarket after 

^ 1 , j. 1 . • 1 1 1 lunch. I shall be wearing my kair dark, 

n suppose die thmks games and What s her name?” said Liut ak- but you can recognise me by tke pink 

all ^tai^y wrong for women, and suddenly. bat, wkick I trimmed laysdf. (You Imow 

walks about m a stetdy way— ^ repeated vaguely. I make some of my oto things, don’t 

She s most fearfully good at golf, I Nomenclature, said Lhman. you?) And ok, Mr. Dick, there ’s just 

“Ere-ETHBL.” one thing I want to say, and you won’t 


into a quiet comer of the grounds, and 
LB ? ” read the following : 

“ Dear Mr. Diok, — ^I may call you Mr. 
Diok, mayn't I ? It will be this Wednes- 
ble. ^ I dayafterall! I will meet you at Prince’s, 
I lit a and we wiE go to the Bfeiymarket after 
lunch. I shall be wearing my hair dark, 
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mind, will you? It’s tHs. I don’t 
think I quite like the name of Ethel that 
you have given me. I know Henbietta 
isn’t pretty, but I have a poodle called 
Ethel, and somehow it doesn’t seem quite 
eom'plimerdary, does it ? Would you call 
me some other name, say Lilllan’, on 
Wednesday ? I think Lillia^i’ is pretty. 

“Goodbye. My golf handicap went 

down to one last night. Wasn’t 

that good? But it’s up to 
three again this morning. 

“Yours sincerely, 

“Henbietta Daiotby. 

“P.S. — To save time I 
bought the tickets for the Hay- 
market, and you can pay me 
back when we meet.” 

That ended the third page, 
but there was a little note on 
the fourth in Lillian’s own 
undisguised writing : 

* ‘ P.P.S. — ^You ’ll have to 
run to catch the train, won’t 
you?” 

I ran and caught it. It was 
an expensive day, coining on 
top of the friendly enquiry as 
to what I proposed to do about 
the reminder of the month 
before ; and, though I enjoyed 
it very much, I still wish to 
meet ike author of Jane Her- 
ring. Let him take care. I 
have a clue. 


CHARIVARIA. 

To every one’s surprise the 
centenary of Trafalgar has 
come and gone without a 
single German newspaper 
asserting that the battle was 
really won by Bluoheb. 

The Poet Laureate, in 
writing to M. CiiMENOEAU on 
the subject of Trafalgar, ad- 
dressed him in prose. Mr. 
Austin has always been a true 
friend to M. Ol^menceau. 


decide the future of his country. He has 
been requested to mind his own business. 

It is not, we believe, generally known 
how the release of the British officers 
captured by the Moroccan brigands was 
so promptly brought about. According 
to our information, formal notice of our 
alliance with Japan was sent to the Chief. 


at Simla, Lord Cubzon said that he was 
probably the only person on the ground 
who had broken both a shoulder and an 
arm at the game. Whose, we wonder ? 


“ It is now certain,” says the 

■■ "*« ™™ “"S iSS «£■« EIIT«A«CES." 

be decorated on January Ist Intending Passenger on the Eled/rified District (inseHing himself as 
next.” It wonld be a graceful ^ “I® EAxuro-aun l-aiu ! Hei^! 

complment ii lie steeplejack — ^ ^ Brooklyn. New York,” says the 

who attemded to the Nelson Column At one time, exaggerated reports of Express, “whose valuable pearl necklace 
were to oner to do the work. the incident, conv^ting it into a grave was stolen on her wedding day thirty 

— ■ disaster to the British Army, were years ago, has just received it back in 

. an oversight the enterprismg current. It was declared that the two good condition in a neat postal packet.” 
journal which, on Trafalgar Day, issued prisoners were Cavalry officers, and the We are ashamed to say we had forgotten 

an account of the battle as it would have only ones we have left. the incident, 

appeared in a modern newspaper, 

omitted to double the figures. By-th^by, to may mistaken, but We are pleased to be able to state, 

rni- a i TVr i , • IS 3 iot Mr. Walteb Eaeeis’s annual from exclusive information, that tailor- 
ihe bultm of Mobdooo has objected kidnapping due about now? made clothes are to be the faiahinTi for 

to Algeciras being (iosmi as the luting- _ men, as well as for women, in the coming 

place 01 the Conference which is to Speaking to the Army football-players season. 



While President Roosevelt was re- 
ceiving the delegates of the American 
Bankers’ Association the other day, a 
man arrived with his wife and eight 

children. The Pbesident 

shook hands with him, and 
called for three cheers. With 
characteristic American enter- 
prise a large General Em- 
porium is, we hear, now 
advertising that persons de- 
sirous of having the Pbesi- 
dent’s handshake supple- 
mented by three cheers may 
hire children at twenty dollars 
a dozen by the day. 

The Liberals are jubilant 
over their continued success at 
the polls. They do not realise 
that such success is merely due 
to the politeness of their oppo- 
nents. The Conservatives are 
keeping them waiting so long 
^ that nothing could be more 
natural than to allow them to 
take a seat. 

We are pleased to be able to 
announce that the behaviour 
of the clergymen who accepted 
the invitation to see The 
Prodigal Son at Drury Lane 
was so exemplary — there was 
not a single case of disorderly 
behaviour — ^that the Manager 
hopes to repeat the treat next 
year. 


There is, of course, no such 
thing as pleasing everybody. 
We hear that Mr. Hatt. Caine 
himself was much annoyed on 
hearing that, at the conclusion 
of the performance, there were 
loud cries of “Author ! ” Mr. 
Caine considers that every one 
ought to have followed his 
movements sufficiently closely 


“Mrs. Jennie Cobwin, of 
Brooklyn, New York,” says the 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The DisGovery, whicli set forth in the surmner of 1 901 to prohe 
I more deeply the mystery of the Antarctic region, triumphantly 
accomplished her mission. Captain Sco^rr and his dauntless 
crew came nearer in touch with the South Pole than the foot- 
steps of man had hitherto carried him. Through two perilous 
winters, with the temperature so far helow zero that the 
record seems fabulous, they made sledge excursions into Ae 
unknown. They added a new territory to the British Empire, 
naming it after King Edwaed, who, with the Queen, was 
among the last to bid the explorers farewell when, from snug 
anchorage at Cowes, they sallied forth. They solved the 
mystery of the Great Ice Barrier that baffled Sir James Ross. 
They came upon a magnificent mountain region undreamt 
of in man’s geography. They enriched Science and Natural 
History by many prizes taken with dredger and gun. Here be 
great achievements. But my Baronite regards as their supremest 
triumph the testimony, splendidly renewed, of the indomitable- 
ness^ of the Britisher when he takes a tough job in hand. 
In his^ record of The Voyage of the Discovery (Smith, Elder) 
Captain Scott, whilst simply narrating the daily doings of 
himself and his companionsliip, makes light of danger and 
disconofort. Only once does he comment unfavourably on 
the situation. To do him justice, it was comparatively early 
in the voyage, before he had become inured to his hourly 
privations. As he was prospecting for safe harbour through the 
coming winter, a furious gale swept down. The ship was in 
close contiguity to a dangerous ice-fioe, above which towered 
many bergs. So little control had they over the ship they 
could not alter their course by tacking. The wind blew ' 
with the force of ninety miles an hour. As evening fell 1 
they were helplessly driven down on a line of pack among ‘ 
several small bergs, raising in the driving gale clouds of 
spray that froze as it covered the anxious crew. This is * 
pretty bad : so bad indeed that it leads Captain Soott to his ' 
solitary protest appearing in a book of a thousand pages, i 
‘'Our situation was not pleasant,” he writes. Pleasant is a ] 
good word. After this it is comparatively naught to read of ] 
the captain, caught in a blizzard, jotting down in his diary 
the remark, “ I shall remember the condition of my trousers t 
for a long time, they might have been cut out of sheet-iron.” + 
Or again, in other circumstance of temperature, "If one + 
exhales a deep breath one can actually hear one’s breath f 
freezing a moment or two after it has left the mouth.’” The 
South Pole is all very well in its way. But to stand about 
en route in sheet-iron trousers listening to your breath freezing 
is a stiff price to pay for nearer acquaintance. Captain Scx)*]? e 
set forth to beat the record on the southward track through 
Antarctic wilds. Hungry, thirsty, frost-bitten, scurvy-smitteh, t] 
snow-blinded, he won his way. Not less plucky and uncom- ^ 
plaining were his officers and crew — a dauntless company 
worthy of such leadership. Written in the simple literary 
form in which brave men naturally narrate their doihgS, ho 
more glowing narrative of adventure is to be met with in ’the 
English language. Its value is vastly augmented by nearly 
300 photogravures and sketches, some in colours, taken on ^ 
the spot by Dr. Wilson and Chief-Engineer Skelton. oj 
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were done by Mrs. Lang out of the old romances.” It is a 
delightful book, full of gallant adventures, great excitements 
)e fights, magic, splendid knights and lovely maidens. Mr! 
ly Henry Ford has adorned it with beautiful pictui'es. Alto- 
3s gether it is as good a six-shillingsworth as any one can want 
t- to buy. 

IS ~ — 

Le ^ost of us read Sir Frank Bdenand’s Records and Remini- 
seenees (Mkthden) when, in 1904, they appeared in a 
3 ^ couple of volumes. Having in eighteen months run through 
jg three editions,^ which shows the public knows a good thing 
g when it sees it, they are now being brought out in cheap 
g one-volume form. Those who read the story before wii 
5 _ like to renew the pleasure. For those who did not earlier 
t read, my Baronite advises them straightway to run and order 
I the book. Thus it will come to pass that, as of old times 
g he who nms may read. ’ 

- nowadays do we get anywhere within ba.H of 

Ohristmas without being reminded of one of the most charm- 
< mg of ad charming legends associated with the festive season 
^ by having brought before us some new edition of Washington 
Ikvings immortal story, Hip Fan WiuWe. THs present edition 
^ produced by kfr. Heinemann, is worthily got up, its first merit 
r being the finely-pnnted and thoroughly legible letter-press. 

^ Jim. KAOKHAMisin the main to be congratulated on the artistic 
^ character of his distinctly original illustrations. Unqualified 
praise the Baron can confer on aU the drawings for their hVJII 
pd techmque, but he feels that the artist has in several 
mstances failed to catch and reproduce the overpowering awful- 
ness of the author’s weird idea. The very last effect that the 
sight of these quamt grim-visaged old phantoms, solemnly 
pJaying their thunderous game of bowls, had on Rip, was to 
, make him laugh. He was overcome with fear. About his 
gnom^like gmde, for whom Rip carries the keg, there was 
something that inspired awe and checked familiarity.” This 
gnome, as represented by Mr. Rackham, is an odd-lookino' 
pantomimic mannikin, decidedly comic. When Rip finds hinv 
self among the queer goblinesque assemblage “his heart 
bounds withm him and his knees smite together.” Hothino' 
grotesquely ludicrous in this description ; yet Mr. Raokham’s 
representation of it is more suggestive of a comic nightmare 
toan of anythmg fearful. But apart from these dealings with 
the supernatural— a very difficult matter— Mr. Raokham’s 
Illustrations are charming in design, tone, and colour. 

_ Mrs_. OouLSON Eeenahan has a delightful touch when deal- 
ing with ordinary country Hfe in Heland, and it is just this 
^pabihty of hers that inakes some chapters of A ViOage 
Mystery (F. V. Whito & Co.) pleasant reading. OtherwiL 
the story is somewhat dull. “Missing caskets” are weU- 
"P^op®^ties” of melodramatic romance, 
but the incidental sketches of genuine Irish character are the 
Story s apology. 


Wben folks get to praising a writer called "Handasyde” 

It shall certainly not be my function to stand aside. 

To praise him (or her) I am all the more willing 
Since his volume (or hers) costs no more than a shilling. 

It is just — so to speak — a collection of posies. 

As fragrant as thyme, as attractive as roses ; 

And the angriest man will abandon his scowls -'o 
As he reads The Four Gardens (it ’s published by Foulis). 

. Mr. Andrew Lang has edited The Bed Booh of Bomance 
(Longmans), but he,tells>s that “the stories in this book 


Now, ladies and gendemen, practised novel readers in want 
of a rehsh, ^ow t^ Baron to recommend you The Vampire 
Nemesis, and other Weird Stones 

of the China Coast, by Dolly THE • BARON 

(author of China Coasters), 

which, contained in one fiTn?^■n 

pocket-volume of Arrowsmith’s 

British Library, will hold you 

enthralled for just about an hour 

before going to bed. That is the 


I time for reading The Vamp 
and Death Grips, To ladi 


and Death Grips, To ladies, 
perhaps, the place for settling 
down to these weird stories is the 
bed-room, before a good fire, 
within easy distance of bed. 
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THE SELF- ELEVATOR. liis shoulders. He would iu all proha- hero, whea they placed Nelson upon a 

, T_ n* 1 j hility have received a very different Column in Trafalgar Square. You will 

VvE have determmed to put the Golden name, and that for the largeness of his find no fewer than Five Columns upon 
Key of Success into the hand of every brain, had he but lived to enjoy the Nelson in The Self-Elevator, 
person in the Land, at no matter what advantages of T7ie Learned The Self ■‘Elevator covers the whole 

cost to oinselves. The possession of he certainly was, for he lived in an age of Life, and does not merely touch its 
that key will cost you a halfpenny a day when there was little to leam. Yet fringe. It contains a short History of 


— Si mere nothing- 
point. The point 
is. Can you afford 
to do without that 
key? 

The Self-Elevator 
is not an old book ; 
every word of it 
has been written 
for you within the 
last week, and abso- 
lutely no time has 
been lost in revis- 
ing it before’going 
to Press. 

Sir Isaac Newton 

was a great man. 
That we willingly 
admit. He dis- 
covered the law of 
gravitation and 
made a great name 
for himself, but Sir 
Isaac Newton knew 
little or nothing 
about Voice- pro- 
duction, Cider- 
making, Hall-marks 
on Silver, How to 
take Stains out of 
Carpets, or the 
respective merits of 
Wood-block or 
Asphalte Paving. 
You, however, have 
no excuse. All this 
is Yours for a half- 
penny a day ! 


-but that 's not the 


in these days of cheap education how ( the World from the beginning of All 

— — Things up to the 

elevation of Cardiff 
to the rank of a 
City, and including 
the result of the 
match between the 
‘‘All Blacks” and 
the Midland Coun- 
ties. 

This is not an old 
History. 

Every word of it 
' has been written 
for you within the 
last few days by 
fperhaps) some of 
the brightest minds 
in the Kingdom. 

The Self-Elevator 
will lift you from 
the humblest posi- 
tion and deposit 
you upon the high- 
est pinnacle of 
Fame, and 


It will Cost you 
NOT A Penny! 



(but a halfpenny, 
a day.) 




yA.'./S'.vi' 






We are informed 
that the Automobile 

Clob, for the^^p^r- 

What, for instance, 2i/r, Binhs. One of my ancestors fell at Waterloo.” * 

did he know of Sam- Lady Glare. Ae? Which platform ? ” . Can you men- 

tary Steam Laun — — tion any instances 

dries. Shorthand, Dust Destructors, Septic ignorant he would appear 1 Plato knew where by travelling in excess of the 
Tanks, Tonic Solfa, Celluloid Combs, nothing about the Manufacture of Glues speed limit you reached a patient in 
Fret-work for Amateurs, or How to Make and Adhesives, ' Practical Bee-keeping, time to save hfe when otherwise you 
and Fake Photographs. Yet You may Dry-rot in Timber, How to read the Gas would have arrived too late ? ” 
revel in all these things for a halfpenny Meter, or the Duties of the Housemaid. We suggest a supplemental^ question 
a day, by getting The Self -Elevator, To The Self-Elevator is a fountain of learn- to this effect : “Will you kindly state 
give one more instance. Let us take ing on aU these points. And the price ? at the same time, in round numbers, how 
Plato : — “ A haKpenny a day ! many men, women, children, dogs, etc., 

PJ^to Our fathers could think of no better you have killed with your motor in the 

received his uatyip. from the largeness of way of perpetuating the memory of a course of these life-saving excursions ? ” 


Mr, Binhs. “ 
Lady Glare. 


One of my ancestors fell at Waterloo.” 
Ah ? Which platform ? ” 


T 
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INTELLIGENT ANTICIPATIONS. 

[Adapted from Lord Boselerys speech at Stourbridge,] 

My Liberal brethren, we are on the eve 
Of such a boom in styles of long ago 
As yon might possibly not well believe, 

Unless yonr old friend came and told yon so : — 

A boom that gratifies ns all the more 
After the weary slnmp that went before. 

Ask not the warrior blinded with the fight, 

Who scarce can gather how the day has gone ; 

But rather those that from a distant height 
Enjoy the vantage of the looker-on ; 

Ask me, in fact, who have at leisure brooded 
Over the dismal decade just concluded. 

I say the Tory citadel is doomed 

(1 have observed the slain as thick as flies) ; 

And from its ashes, when the place is fumed, 

I look to see a peerless structure rise ; 

Even the phoenix, cited in the fable, 

WiU stand abashed before that Tower of Babel. 

Already I remark that certain folk 
Clanionr for booty in the by-and-by, 

Itching, like Horner (Little J ack) to poke 

Their thumbs within the half-baked Liberal pie ; 
It does disgust me when I see a comrade 
Showing such greed about a private plum-raid. 

For who can gauge our strength when aU is done ? 

Men cut their clothes according to their stuff,^ 

And our desires may reasonably run 
To trousers, yet the cloth be not enough ; 

And then our Party— so e^erience teaches— 

Will have to be content witii Irish breeches. 

One awful heritage we have to face ! 

England has earned the enmity of some ; 

And we must therefore use, to meet the case, 
Infinite tact in perils bound to come 
As the result — if I foresee the end — 

Of making everybody else a friend. 

Well, we must try and see the country through 
This legacy of danger, nor decline 
The claims of pledged affection, though ’tis true 
Such things are not in our peculiar line, 

Whose forte has ever been to keep the nation 
Orbed in a sphere of dazzling isolation. 

Further, the Government will have to cope 
With the great mass’s more immediate needs ; 
And here our various leaders rightly hope 
To find a common ground in aU our creeds ; 

It is their dream to have the country fed 
Gintis on most enormous blocks of bread. 

But, since the people’s stomach ill would thrive 
If on their nobler parts no care were spent, 

We shall, for good example’s sake, revive 
The pristine dignity of Parliament, 

And what of manners used to be the code 
When last a Liberal Party set the mode. 

Where is that ancient pattern stamped so clear 
As in oiir leaders (few, I grant, but fit), — 
Redmond, the glass of fashion, yet austere ? 

Lloyd-George and Winston, types of courtly wit? 
Where is the old-world grace more fine and rare 
Than that of Campbell-B., the debonair ? 0. S. 


NATURE STUDIES. 

The Jeunesse Doree of the Village. 

Lord Granville relates (the letter is printed in his Life) 
that when John Bright dined at Osborne he amused Queen 
Victoria by quoting to her his brother’s remark : — ^Whero, 
considering what channing things children are, do all the 
funny old men come from. For myself 1 have often wondered 
how a village child, which is normally a pleasant, cheerful, 
well-mannered little specimen of its tribe, can ever develop 
into a thing so obtrusively disagreeable as the hobbledehoy 
who haunts the village corners on Sunday afternoons and 
evenings. How this same hobbledehoy ever becomes a steady 
respectable member oE the male community is a matter even 
more surprising. 

It is, as I say, on Sundays, that the members of our jeunesse 
doree emerge into the light. It is possible that during the 
working days of the week they are tradesmen’s assistants or 
industrious doers of such other jobs as the village affords ; 
but it is quite impossible to recognise any traces of a useful 
and laborious life in the surly Adonises who, with shiny 
faces, bright and meretricious ties, stiff and inconvenient 
clothes, creaking boots, and slabs of hair (“quiff” is, I 
believe, the technical term) plastered down upon their fore- 
heads, infect the Sunday air with their coarse loud jests 
and their studied air of uneasy defiance to all powers 
human or divine. There is a butcher’s lad with whom 
I often exchange the salute of courtesy as he drives a high- 
paced pony along our roads. He smiles, we both smile, 
as the good-mornings pass between us. He is a courteous 
youth, and it is a pleasure to receive and acknowledge his 
greeting. Sometimes, when an unkind fate has forced me 
to pass a group of the Sunday gilded ones, I have vaguely 
imagined that in one of the scowling faces I caught some dim 
familiar marks reminding me of this not unamiable boy. If 
it be indeed he, I know not why he puts off his courtesy with 
his working clothes, and why he considers a garment of 
defiance to be the only suitable wear for one who has 
belaboured his hair with grease and stuck a straight-cut 
cigarette between his lips. 

The time spent by these young men at their corner is 
almost inconceivably protracted. It cannot be that they 
delight one another’s thirsty souls with the sparkling waters 
of intellectual conversation. Coming upon them unawares I 
have occasionally overheard their remarks, and, if I may infer 
the whole from the part, I judge that they mostly tell one 
another that “ Elf ’ad a proper ole beano last night ; ” or 
that “ ’Erry’s gal — ’er with the nose — ^fetched ’im a cop o’ 
the jaw;” or again that “I tole ’im I warn’t goin’ to ’ave 
none of ’is lip and when ’e giv me some of ’is back-talk I 
jest called ’im a blanky mole-ketcher.” With the inter- 
change of such light-hearted railleries the hours are sped 
upon their way ; and, having seen them morosely eyeing the 
world and one another at 11.30 A.M., you will come upon 
them in the same attitudes at 3.30 p.m., and again at 6 p.m. 
It is just possible that they may have budged during the 
intervals, but, for myself, I do not think they have. Some 
unearthly messenger, I believe, deposits them there as a living 
warning during the morning hours, and fetches them away 
again after their duty is fulfilled and when the rest of the 
village is wrapped in sleep. 

I am told that the country and its villages are losing their 
interest for the male portion of our youth, and that the towns 
are overcrowded with those whom the rural parts need. 
For the jeunesse doree of such villages as I know, nothing, 
so far as I can judge, has ever had the least semblance of 
interest (I speak only of Sundays,^ remember), and no human 
force could uproot them from their stands at their favourite 
Sabbath corners. Now and then a soldier or a sailor, a 
native of our village, comes to us on a visit, and it is not 
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Goin to shoot this mobhin’ ? ” “No. Fact is, I ’ii beginsih’ to think shootih’ is bather an effeminatb amusement.’ 
Goin’ eocno the links?” “Mr dear ohap, that’s one worse!” “What abb you goin’ to bo then? 

Well, fact is I promised to arrange the flowers foe the dinner-table to-night. That ought to be rather sport what 
Good! I’ll come and help you.” ’ 


without amusement that one notices the contrast between the 
sullen affectations of the jeunesse and the simple, breezy 
carriage of the man who has gone through discipline and 
learnt a lesson of conduct. Some day, no doubt, the hair- 
plasterer will be enslaved by a ffiir and will walk out 
with her. Eventually he may be married to her, and may, 
forswear the boon companions of his period of gilt. But 
there are middle-aged men anrl even old ones who belong to 
the set, and these are, perhaps, the most dreadful and hope- 
less of the gang. 

OPERATIC NOTES. 

Tuesday.— Very fine night; as indeed it ought to be, 
exceptionally fine, for the public appearance of a Butterfly in 
Covent Garden. And let Signor Puccini, Messrs. Eehule and 
Fojrsyth, and every one concerned, be heartily congratulated 
on the excellent performance of Madama Butterfly. Not for 
one night only by any manner of means, as seats being in- 
sufficient for the crowd on Tuesday, the Butterfly had, willy- 
nilly, to come out for another flutter on Thursday last (also 
is announced for next Thursday’s matinee), and when or 
where the Butterfly will ultimately settle is a matter for the 
syndicate, which may consider their catch of the season” 
to be this fine Japanese specimen. The house, crammed 
and jammed, was enthusiastic. The presence of Her Majesty 
the Queen added additional brilliancy to what was akeady 
exceptionally briUiant. The staging of Puccim’s work was 
admirable, and Conductor MuGNOira has added another note 
of honour to his operatic score. 


^ As Gio-Cio-San, Signora Giaohetti, singing and acting weU- 
nigh to perfection, may be described as rendering the little 
heroine ahnost great. It cannot be forgotten that Madame 
Destdjn originally played and sang this part, her singing not 
being quite on a par with her playing ; and to have proved 
. herseH a rival of so distinguished an artiste may indeed be 
accounted as something for Signora Giaohetti to have achieved. 
Madame Gilibert-Lejeune’s Suzuki is already well known 
here; her impersonation had lost nothing of its intensity, 
nor her voice of its charm. Signor Zehatello was good as 
Butterfly's lover, Lieutenant Pinkerton, U.S.N., but he was 
not a second Caruso. The role of Mr. Sharpless, U.S. Consul 
at Nagasaki, was perfectly rendered, both as to singing and 
acting,^ by Signor Sammarco. Uncommonly fortunate were 
the United States, at the period of this story, to have possessed 
! such a representative. After Act I. the Pall of the Curtain 
was followed by a tremendous Eise in the enthusiasm. The 
aHistes, every man and woman of them, were true to their 
calling, and being summoned by the delighted audience at 
least five times, responded as often and as quickly as if every 
fresh summons had been a legal one. 

The parts of lesser importance— it would be incorrect to 
describe them in an opera as “the minor parts” — were 
played and simg excellently. Signorina Maharihi was delight- 
ful BiS Kate Pinkerton ; Signor Bam very good as Ooko, as also 
was Signor Niola representing 11 Principe Yamadori, BtiUer- 
fly's rejected lover. Prom first to last the entire perform- 
ance of tliis opein must be recorded as a big success for all 
concerned, and in om: opinion a large share of such success 
was due to the Gio-GioSan of Signora Giaohetti. 
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VOYAGE TO THE 

No. IV. 


VINES. 


‘‘I suppose you haven’t been back here for years ? ” asks a 
casual listener. 

‘‘Not to reside,” the Colonel explains, “but to stay here 


Aboard L'EirondeUe . — During the day the amusements on for weeks, or months, every year. I may say of myself as I 
board are much the same as on other vessels several times said of my parents, I am more French than a Frenchman.” 


larger. There are Quoits for those who affect that game of 
skill, and Cricket with a stick and a very soft ball, played 


“Volts en avez Vair, M. le Colonel,'’ says Judeht. 

“Quite so,” returns the Colonel, glancing at my friend cut 


in the space between the first and second-class divisions, of the corner of his eye ; “ the air is perfect, most healthy.” 
There are cards, a smoking-room, and a ladies’ small saloon Judkin coughs drily. “All I ask for is fishing, shooting, 
with a piano in it. This instrument is apparently patronised boating. In fact, sport.” 

by two or three sets independently of 'one another. “Set A.,” “What shooting did you get out there?” inquires a tall 

for example, has its singers, pianists, and audience aU com- burly man with little bright inquisitive eyes, turning his 
plete. During this concert “ Set A.” has the saloon entirely to gaze in the direction indicated by the Colonel. 
itseK, and enjoys its own performance. “Set A.” having “ Oh,” replies the Colonel, “ pretty well all sorts.” 

retired, “Set B.,’’ so to speak, “takes the flure,” entirely to “Wild fowl?” asks the big man, earnestly pursuing the 

its own satisfaction, with a totally different entertainment, subject. 

“Set A.” has solo pieces, classical, an occasional solo song, “No end,” answers the Colonel, “and not infrequently 
and a duet or two, Italian. “Set B.” avoids the classical, Dotterel, Snipe, and a lot of small birds, rather like Wagtails, 
indulges in pianoforte duets, solos (English), trios, and peculiar to this country, which I ’ve never seen anywhere else.’’ 

/nmQT*f£i+C! T-p iQof A ** licsfonc! +r\ ■rrmci+ J ^ ^ 


boating quartets. If “ Set A.” listens to “ Set B.” it must be 
at a distance outside, as none of that party are in the saloon ; 


“ Beancoup de Macreuse 9 ” inquires Judkin. 

“They may be so. I’m not quite sure,” answers the 


and precisely the same thing happens when the ‘* B.” tap is Colonel guardedly. Judkin nudges my elbow to intimate 


turned on. 

The remainder of the passengers, sitting out on deck, keep 
open ears and an entirely open mind. 

“Well,” says the Captain, smiling, to me on Monday, the 


that his next question is only part of an artful scheme. 

“And how about les Roitelets and les Ohoucasf” JxTDKm 
wants to know. 

“ Well, it is not a great place for them’’ the Colonel on 

_ . /I _ j • _ I Til 1 ^ 


second morning of our voyage, “how did you like the Bay of reflection, must candidly admit. ’ . 

Biscay ? ” - “ Point de Beeasse f ” asks Judein. 

■” « . . . Aha !” says the Colonel knowingly, hut I am inclined to 

Yes I do, returns the Captain. “ We were in it yester- think that he adopts this mysterious manner because he has 
day, and we ’re out of it now. Terrible place, eh ? ” failed to understand the question, and is rather shy of being 

“If the Bay ever wants a good character,” I say, heartily, forced to request Judkin to repeat it. 

“ let it come to me.” “ Any Woodcock ? ’’asks the burly man, deferentially. 

“ Don’t be in too srreat a hurrv.” savs Jirmn-NT ! “rftTnp.TnbAr 


“let it come to me.” 

“ Don’t be in too great a hurry,” says Judkiit; “remember 
you ’ve got to get back again.” 

Better defer final opinion until I am safe at home again. 

“ Uncommonly pretty country on this side,” I say, pointing 
to the left bank as we enter the mouth of the river Gironde. 


“Oh, as to Woodcock, 7iow you’re talking,” replies the 
Colonel as if the subject had now been mentioned for the first 
time. 

JuBKiN appears amused. So am I, on his subsequently i 
referring me, in strictest confidence, to a list of birds in an 


“Very,” assents the Colonel, after an excellent breakfast, old French-English conversation book. 

But not much t other side. Prettier still farther up and Our Captain has descended the staircase from his observa- 
right away in the distance over there,” he adds, directing tory and, unnoticed save by two or three of us, is leanino- 
our attention to a blurred landscape hazily visible in the against the capstan, occasionally passing his hand over his 

distoce.^ T p o „ -r . . . , iLis eyes, on catching those of Judkix and myself, 

You ve been here beiore ^ says Judkin inquiringly. give an extra merry twinkle. 

Been here before! echoes the Colonel, and then answers The Colonel, unaware of the Captain’s proximity, has an 
his own echo with a most hearty “Rather ! ’’ bestowing upon audience all eyes and ears. Outside this semi-circle is' Judkin 
his audience,^ which gradually increases while he imparts us with the air of a cynical Mephistopheles awaiting an oppor- 
his information, a knowing look as if he could teU them a tunity.* Captain TwinkIer appears to be watching the 
thing or two about this country if he liked. manoeuvres of some sea-fowl as iUustrating, so he puts it 

You know It then, I venture to guess?” says Judkin afterwards, various flights of fancy, 
suspmiously. + rf 1 1 • i i ''You see,” the Colonel is saying to his audience, pointing 

Jinow it. repeats the Colonel, in a lowered tone of to a bifurcation of the river, “the stream is divided at that 
almost affectionate regard. “My dear Sir, I’ve been here— I point.” 

and my wife— have been here since — (‘the Conquest,’ murmurs “ Where are we now? ” asks an interested inquirer 

Judkin)— weU, we ^ve been here at different times ever since ^ “Noiz?,” returns the Colonel, addressing the casual inquirer 
1 was a small boy. in an authoritative tone, “ we are in the river Garonne, which 


“ At school here? ” asks Judkin, deferentially. 


is split in two, as it were, by an island— capital shooting and 


^ JNo, bir, answers the Colonel, raising his voice as he fishing there — ^where I used to spend my holidays when I 
quits sentiment and comes to mere statement of fact, “I was was a lad.” j j 

at school in England— Eiigby and so forA. My parents, who “What’s the name of that island?” inquires a little 
were rather French thm English, owned the greater part of scrubby-bearded man, note-book in hand, 
thatland there and he scoops a large space out of distant “Name?” repeats the Colonel; then, before any one can 
space. JieautiM woods, capital shooting, and one or two utter a word, he says, with the air of a maTi putting a stop 
vmeyards producing a grape c^ed.MonostZ, which, if it could to all debate, “its name is Massidan, and,” he goes on 
be OTown in any quantity, would give Lafitte a second place.” quickly, “it was near there, at a place called Briwes, that we 

^ I ueyer ^^-^d of it, I say, with an effort to recall some spent our honeymoon ” 

r 1 , , “No, not Bnm, my dear WiLLUM,” interrupts, hesi- 

r excuses me. Very few kaue h^rd of it tatingly, a gentle voice. It is that of Mrs. Colonel Biokeestiff, 

vf Vr ^ all over the very much muflBed up ; both the voice and the Lady. 

^ as I have. Delightful recollections ! ” “ My dear ! ” prot^s the Colonel. 
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“Bj'ives/' continues his wife, very 
gently, “is beyond Perigueux, a long 
way.” 

The Colonel yields at discretion. 

“ Very likely, my dear,” he says, in 
an offhand manner; then he distracts 
the attention of his audience from what 
may prove rather dangerous ground by 
peremptorily requesting them to notice 
how the river, which leads to Bordeaux, 
being divided by a peninsula, has an 
entirely different name before it has done 
with us. “There,” says the Colonel, 
indicating the stream just mentioned, 
“ is the Ton.” 

“Not the Yoriy William,” pleads his 
wife. 

“ Yes, yes,” he returns testily, and is 
about to enlarge on the text, when 
Captain Twinkler, indicating the penin- 
sula just mentioned, observes, 

“Don’t think you’ve been ashore 
there for some time, eh. Colonel'? ” 

“Why?” asks the Colonel, turning 
on him with some asperity. 

“ Well,” answers the Captain, who has 
unrolled a map, and with the assistance 
of JuDKiN is keeping it open before him 
on the capstan (or whatever it may be, 
as I make no pretence towards special 
nautical accuracy), “the river Yon is 
a precious long way hehind us, and 
Brives is half again as far ahead of 
us.” 

“ Is that so ? ” asks the Colonel sus- 
piciously. 

. “ There ’s no contradicting the chart,” 
returns the Captain, apologetically. 

The Colonel admits the authority, 
and having examined the map he hands 
it back to Captain Twineler. 

“And where are we now?” sternly 
puts in the big burly man, who a few 
minutes ago had been subserviently 
inquiring about Woodeoeky with a look 
towards the Colonel, and in a tone that 
gives us aU clearly to understand that 
his confidence in the Colonel has been 
rudely shaken. 

“Well,” says Captain Twinkler de- 
liberately, and giving the map as corro- 
borative evidence, “we are now in the 
river Gironde, We’ve passed Boyan, 
which serves as a sort of Brighton to 
Bordeaux ; that ’s where they get the 
excellent little fish, Royans. At that 
point,” which he indicates with his 
finger, pointing it out in the distance, 
“jutting out some way ahead of us, the 
Gironde becomes the Garonne, on the 
Bordeaux side, and the Dordogne on the 
Bourg side.” 

“ Yes, that ’s the division, of course,” 
exclaims the Colonel emphatically, yield- 
ing to the weight of evidence against 
his previous assertions. Then, genially, 
addressing the few left of tKe crowd who 
but twenty minutes ago had been ready 
to pin their faith on him, the Colonel 
says, “Impossible not to get names and I 


places a bit mixed up when one is con- 
stantly on the move.” 

But the confidence of even the most 
stalwart has been hopelessly undermined, 
and one by one they desert him and 
walk towards the other end of the vessel. 
JuDKiN and self remain. The Captain 
addresses Mrs. Colonel and her husband. 
“Nothing easier,” says the Captain, 
consolingly, “than to get names a bit 
wrong now and then. Maybe Madame 
and you, Sir, would like to refresh your 
memory with the maps? We shall be 
im before dinner time.” 

“ At Bordeaux ? ” asks Madame. 

“ Yes, certainly,” answers the Captain: 
Whereupon with many expressions of 
gratitude the Colonel declines, for the 
present, to avail himself of the chance 
of putting his geography in order before 
landing, as he would rather bestow all 
his care on his luggage, in case, as he 
says, “our good friends should arrive 
suddenly, when, by permission of the 
Douane, we might be able to leave the 


ship to-night.” And as the unexpected 
happens and the good friends arrive, 
Col. Billy and Mrs, Bickerstief are 
enabled, by the kind ofiBces of Captain 
Twinkler on their behalf with the 
Douane, to take their departure within 
an hour of their arrival at Bordeaux. 
Subsequently everybody goes ashore 
for the avowed purpose of stretching 
their legs, returning between ten and 
midnight, consideraUy 'fatigued by the 
operation, but much delighted with the 
brightness of the town, the Caf^s, the 
Restaurants, and such amusements as are 
going on in Bordeaux. 


Still more Commercial Candour. 

A Northampton tradesman gives pro- 
minence to the following notice : — “ No 
person can be supplied with fireworks 
under thirteen years of age.” 

After so fair a warning the purchaser 
has only himself to blame if these 
antiquities refuse to go off. 
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EXTRACTS FROM THE DIARY OF A 
LIVELY SCHOOLMASTER. 

October 25. — Hare just read Wells’s 
article in tlie Westminster Gazette. Yes, 
there is no doubt about it, we are a 
dull lot and largely responsible for the 
stupidity and inefficiency of our pupils. 
StiU, it is never too late to mend ; I am 
only twenty-nine, and surely not too old 
to cultivate the vivacit}^ and indepen- 
dence which are bound to react upon the 
boys in my foinn. I have decided, there- 
fore, to remodel my life, conduct, and 
teaching on the general principles indi- 
cated by Wells, and henceforth it will 
be my aim, 

(1) To become an Authentic Man. 

(2) To eschew the obvious and conven- 
tional in dress. 

(3) To proclaim my adhesion to So- 
cialistic principles. 

(4) To affront public opinion at least 
once a week. 

(5) To cultivate a vivid and “prehen- 
sile” style. 

(6) To forswear fly-fishing and take 
to flying-machines instead. 

(7) To write a good and lurid novel. 

October 26. — One must make a begin- 
ning, and I made it to-day. Went into 
early school in knickerbockers and a 
frock-coat. Slight emeute amongst the 
form, which I soon quelled by handing 
round a box of cigarettes, and observing 
that, as Livy was a dull dog, I proposed 
to devote the hour to reading extracts 
from the Memoirs of Casanova. Com- 
plete success of the experiment. Occupied 
the last quarter of an hour in explaining 
to the form the duties of the Authentic 
Man, and the stimulating effect of a life 
of crime. Hearing, however, at break- 
fast in common room that the Headmaster 
had got wind of what I had don^, 
restuned my normal garb for 10 o’clock 
school and exacted a pledge of secrecy 
from the form. How contemptible are 
these evasions ! But one must go slow 
at first. Nemo repente fuit turpissimus. 

October 28. — This being a half-holiday 

I went up to look on at a house-match 
and created some excitement by booing 
at intervals and crying out “Muddied 
oafs!” Evidently, however, the boys 
really approved of my criticisms, for I 
distinctly heard one of them reply to 
one of my sallies, “ Good old Ba^s ! ” 
BafleSy as I subsequently learned, is 
a successful gentleman burglar in a 
favourite work of fiction, so that the 
compliment was obvious. 

Took preparation in the evening and 
caned a boy for addressing me as “ Sir,” 
explaining that I preferred to be called 
by my Christian name or, if they pre- 
ferred it, Baffles. 

October 29. — Sunday. Obtained leave 
of absence and went up to town, where 
I marched in a Socialist procession, 

lectured in Hyde Park, and dined at an 
Anarchists’ Club in Soho. Travelled 
back first-class with a third-class ticket 
as a protest against the cowardly con- 
formity of a sophisticated civilisation. 
On reaching my rooms, feeling that my 
style was growing more prehensile, sat 
down and began upon my no'\"el. Before 
going to bed, wrote an anonymous letter 
to the Headmaster telling him that he 
was a lifeless twaddler, whose grovelling 
deference to decorum was as dangerous 
as it was disgusting. 

October 30. — W ent into morning school 
without a collar. Enlarged on the 
moral of the phrase splendide mendax 
whicli occurred in the Horace lesson, 
pointing out that while it was per- 
missible to be strictly truthful in small 
matters, lying, to be efficient, must be 
on a large scale, and that in the noble 
words of Wells, in these days “ an un- 
blemished record was mere evidence of 
the damning burial of a talent of life.” 
Read aloud to the form the opening 
pages of my novel, In Quest of Crime, 
in which the hero commits bigamy while 
still at a private school. My young 
auditors were strangely silent, but 
applauded the poem which the hero 
recites on his eleventh birthday, ending : 

“ Down with the cmmbling fabric of the ages, 

Down with the Old Greed, and up with the 
New.” 

October 31. — Pioneers must always be 
martyrs. At second school to-day I found 
a round robin on my desk signed by all 
the form. It was short but very much 
to the point. “Dear Baffles it ran, 

“ we like your cigarettes and can put up 
with your clothes, but if you are going 
to give us any more of that rotten novel 
we shall simply let the Head Beak know 
aU about your goings on. There are 
occasions, as you have told us, on which 
it is permissible to tell the truth.” In- 
formed the boys that I would let them 
have my answer to-morrow. "VlYote at 
length to Wells explaining the situation 
and asking him for ad\dce by wire. 

November 1. — ^No wire from Wells. 
Distributed copies of The Clarion and 
Justice in the quadrangle after tea. 
Dined with the Headmaster. Took the 
opportunity of asking his wife if she 
had ever loved unwisely. She bridled 
and said, “EeaUy, Mr. Jopp, you do say 
such extraordinary things 1 ” but evaded 
my question. 

November 4. — Received letter from 
Wells — ^ really most offensive. He says : 
“I am afraid that little good can be 
expected from your belated and isolated 
experiment. Besides, your respectable 
antecedents and unblemished record 
render you quite unfitted to assume the 
rdle of a hierophant of antinomianism. 
Your style, again, is almost as non-prehen- 
sile as that of Mr. Gilkes of Dulwich, and, 
in short, I cannot honestly encourage you 

to head a rebellion againsj; that dulness 
in which you are obviously steeped to 
the lips. Boys who are to be free, 
masterly men, must hear free men talk 
freely of religion, of philosophy, of conduct. 
You are at best the semi-serf of a vicious 
tradition, and had better either resign 
the attempt or your mastership.” Con- 
found the fellow! If he was within 
reach he ’d soon find that my style was 
prehensile enough ! 

November 5. — Announced to my form 
abandonment of experiment. Burned 
Wells in effigy. 

SOCIETY CHATTER. 

(Broyn ike Side-Glancer^^ — with which is 

incorporated “ Bach Stares'") 

Some House Parties. 

There were a good many house parties 
for Midch ester Races. Unfortunately, 
the particularly cheery one at Larkington 
was by way of being marred by the bad 
form of an outsider. He was only 
invited for his Bridge-playing; but 
outsiders are never safe. One evening, 
when everyone was tired, too, with 
playing catch in the passages, he began 
to hold forth about the Empire and its 
Defence, of aU stodgy, middle-class 
subjects! Lord Larkington apologised 
to his guests later, and it seems the 
person left next day. 

At Rippintowers very good fun was 
enjoyed one evening, when everyone 
put on pinafores and bowled hoops 
up and down the picture-gallery. Mr. 
“Baby” St. Aubyn, whose colt “Rotter” 
had won the Midchester Cup in the 
afternoon, showed splendid form with 
his hoop. 

What People are Doing, 

There is no doubt Hoop-bowling has 
caught on. Indeed, it is by way of 
becoming quite an obsession with some 
people. Many smart women are having 
dresses built specially for it. The most . 
chic is a sort of Bloomer dress, in fine 
cloth or velvet; tall bronze boots are 
worn with it ; and ganntlet gloves and 
a baby-hoy’s bat complete a costume in 
which a pretty woman, with nice feet 
and ankles, looks really “devy.” 

Lady Thistledown is doing a long 
rest-cui’e. Everyone sympathises so with 
her over the regrettable conclusion of 
Thistledown v. Thistledoivn and Hurling- 
ham. A good deal of indignation is felt 
at the merciless cross-examination she 
underwent at the hands of Mr. Lasher, 
K.C., which is directly responsible for 
the fainting fits she has suffered from 
since. Lady Thistledown, who is one of 
the prettiest and most popular women 
in Society, will pay a round of visits 
when her rest-cure is completed, and 
will then go to Cairo for the season. 
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ILL-CONSIDERED. 

“ Bin inspectin’ o’ them noo Prize Cottages. Teby ain’t no good ! Iron banisters to the stairs : ’ow do»they expect ter to 

BE ABLE to LIGHT THE FIRE WITH THEM? An’ BiLLT ’eRE — AND ’iM SO GIVEN TO PRIZIN’ HP THE FLOOR-TILES AND THINGS IN ’iS LEISURE 
HOURS — WHT, they’ve- PUT ’EM IN WITH CEMENT ! ’Ow’S HE TO GIT THEM OUT? WhY, THEY’d BREAK THE PORE CHILD’S ’ART ! ” 


A Romantic Engagement. 

Smart Whispers is quite wrong in 
speaking of Captain “Dolly” be Lacy 
as the fiance of Lady “Dickie” Sandys, 
Lord and Lady Ramsgate’s pretty 
daughter. It is to Lady “ Dickie’s ” 
grandmother, Ropsy, Lady Ramsgate, 
that the popular young Guardsman is 
engaged. The happy couple have heen 
overwhelmed with “ congrats.” by their 
hosts of friends. They were dining at 
Fitz’s the other night, Popsy, Lady Rams- 
gate, looking radiant in a picture frock, 
with some pretty bits of jewellery, and 
her hair dressed in the new hSbe style. 

Where People Are. 

Though Society is scattered up and 
down the land, there are quite a good 
many people in town just now. The 
Duke of Dunstable was alighting from 
a hansom at the entrance of the Senior 
Fogeys’ the other day, and paying the 
cabman with half-a-crown, or a two- 
shiUing piece, I can’t be sure which, 
but I think the latter. Trixie, Lady 
Larkington, was whizzing along Picca- 
dilly on her motor-cycle, with Captain 
Mashem in the trailer. (By the way, her 
action for libel against The Planet for 
mentioning her, in describing her grand- 


son’s c6ming-of-age festivities, as the 
Dowager-Countess, will not come on, a 
settlement having been effected.) 

Mrs. “ Croppy ” Vavassor, in smartest 
black with something pinky in her toque, 
was shopping in Bond Street ; and quite 
a number of smart women were at Olga 
Fiton’s, looking at some simple little day- 
frocks she is showing at quite absurdly 
low prices (from forty guineas upwards), 
and at her novelties in cigarette-jackets, 
chatting-coats, and other pretty-pretties. 

Dancing People. 

Mrs. “Bosh” Tresyllyan’s little 
impromptu dance in Hill Street the 
other night was quite a cheery affair; 
indeed, she is making quite a little 
reputation for these “spur-of-the- 
moment” parties. Though the invita- 
tions were only sent out the day before, 
and simply consisted of postcards with 
“Come and twirl” on them, everything 
was quite beautifully done, the dancing- 
rooms and supper-room being made 
pretty with red and white “mums.” It 
was quite a “ boy-and-girl ” dance, no 
one much over fifty being present. 

The “Hopeless Sufferers” axe to he 
aided by a Fancy Head Dance next week, 
which promises to be a very smart affair. 


Several hostesses will give “Hopeless 
Sufferers” dinners, and will take on 
parties. 


THE INDUSTRIOUS HEN. 

[“The Swiss village of Zofingen,^ in the 
Ganton of Aargau, was decorated with flags 
yesterday in honour of a hen which had laid 
its thousandth egg .” — Daily Express,'] 

Her thousandth egg ! To what a height 
May perseverance mount ! 

Did she with this result in sight 
Maintain a careful count ? 

Nay, rather let us think of her 
As careless of applause, 

And heedless of the civic stir 
Her industry might cause. 

Could any hen foresee the fame 
A feat like this would bring ? 

I ’m confident no fowl could claim 
To think of such a thing. 

Like that of Scott’s Last Minstrel one 
With truthfulness may say, 

This surely must have been an “ Un- 
premeditated Lay ! ” 


An Infectious Alien. — ^P rom The Liver- 
pool Daily Post and Mercury's “For Sale” 
Column. — “Spotted Dalmatian doctor’s 
carriage Dog ; cheap.” 



int MACDUFFER GOES STALKIWP — a 

I ^ ” ‘•~ " 


after the long- vacation. 

Di^ f a ^orld forlorn 

U± JNature s ncli Autnmnal hnes • 

No chant of birds at early morn ' 

dew?-'^ glistening 

No lowing Hne upon the lea, 

WbereTer that may be. 

Vista of chimneys, rain-wet roofs, 

1 sbppery streets and swayins vans • 

■ngkoo.dhp^.ft.d^a™ ’ 

Rattle of chains and milkmen’s cans : 
The steady swish of wheel-flung sSie 
liiat hits yon every time ! ' 

I i®^^oa<ion— this the spot 

Oi^ssed with ^e the fairest grot 
I TTT-r^^ ever faced a classic shore 

I Whose air (I said) for giving ton; 

I Surpassed the raw ozone. 


^ scarlet surcoat drave 

Or 7o? cleek-head from the tee : 

^ lannched my bark upon the brine, 
When It was nice and fine. 

And when September drew to an end 
And wood and coppice ruddier 
gleamed, 

I steyed in Berkshire with a friend : 

A r, ;? fi ^ *^® Vacation seemed !) 


^0’^ as Deal) 

Heme 

I ■^^led of ; I ceased to feel 

Those early hours of healthful rest 
Became a perfect pest. 

Then I arose betimes to lave 
My shmmg shoulders in the sea, 


He and his wife both exercised 
Arts that I scarcely could resist : 
-Lney gave a dance and organised 

Blit frogressive whist ; 

But still a sense of vague unrest 
xlarried their homesick guest. 

“ Good-bye, 

Tim 24th -mil soon be here ; 
ihe Courts will- open then, and I 

Tt, A appear,” 

expressed profound regret. 
But didn’t seem upset. 

^ ^00 swifdy sped, 

U disillusionment profound ! 

I r^k the leaden skies overhead, 

X note the dreariness around, 
j^d lor ! (metlmks) I was a flat 
To hurry back like that. 


“®’™’'^ard sailing cranes” 
m.-fi , Street swing far andnear; 
Ihe latest Music HaU refrains 
Are whistled rudely down my ear : 
^ompetmg cocoa shops exude 
Odours of steamy food. 

Tim motor-’bus goes tootling by, 

All i^oardmgs make a braver’ show; 
Ail the old sights and sounds that I 
iJesired so much a week ago 
Are calling me, and yet somehow 
1 cion t enjoy them now. 

I want the smeU of faUen leaves, 

windy upland’s wide expanse, 

Ihe robin perched upon the eaves, 

Ihe winter gnats that whirl and danco, 
he high wind singing through the 
trees, 

And the ensuing sneeze. 

0 Human Nature, dark, bizarre, 

what it hasn’t got. 

What discontented things we are. 

When thou dost call; but there, I’m 
not 

Fit to philosophise : instead 

1 think I ’ll go to bed. Amol 


POR the New Zbalasd Team.— 
Try, try, try again.” 



Beleoita. “RTM away, LITTLE BOYS, RUN AWAY! I WANT TO GO TO SLEEP.” 
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LIFE’S LITTLE DETAILS. 


The New Squire^ 8 Wife. “And do you enjoy good health generally?” 

Cottager. “ Ay, Mum, I be wonderful ’ealthy; never 'ad a Doctor an* never *ad but one day’s illness in m’ life. An’ it’s 

BBSOLtJTIoij wot DOES IT. NoW THERE ’S BLOATERS; THEM THINGS I BE PARTIO’LAR FOND OF, BUT I ’aRDLY EVER EATS ’EM. WhEN I WAS UP 
ALONG o’ Cap’n Bangs out ’ere at Muddybank abuildin’ ’is ’ouse, that's when I ate a bloater fur dinner, an’ ip you B’LIEVES ME I 
didn’t eat nowt till supper th’ next .NIGHT. It didn’t agree some’ow, an’ it woe ” (icith great emphasis) “ teabs afore I ate another, 
an’ that was in ’Sixty-two I ” 


EVENINGS OUT. 

The Lyric. — The Blue Moon, which has been shining here 
for some considerable time, might now well be known as The 
Full Moon, seeing that the house is crowded at every per- 
formance. Among the “stars,*' Mr. Willie Edouin as 
Moolraj, idol-maker and marriage-broker, shines brilliantly, 
as does Mr. Walter Passmore representing Private Charlie 
Taylor, with a marvellous “ crocodile song” and dance. The 
special operatic “ constellations ” are Miss Florence Smithson, 
Miss Carrie Moore and Mr. Courtice Pounds, while there are 
any number of merry twinklers, celestial bodies, and equally 
celestial no-bodies that add to the general brilliancy of the 
Lyric firmament. 

Prince of WaZes’s . — Lady Madcap is stiU. apparently in her 
premihre jeunesse. The capital songs and dances having 
been going so long, it is a wonder that they have not gone off 
altogether long ago. But Mr. George Edwaedes, who recently 
professed to be about to give up this sort of entertainment, 
knows exactly how, where, and when to renew youth wherever 
alterations and repairs may be required. The work is the 
production of one Paul Rubens, intnree parts ; associated with 
our sporting Colonel, Newnham Davis, and the poetical Perot 


Greenbank. Paul Rubens is not a writer of whom it can ever 
be said that he does things by halves, yet in this instance ho 
has done half “ the book,” half the lyrics, and all the music ! 
And though the name of Rubens is indelibly associated witli 
the painter’s art, yet here the brilliantly effective scenery is 
the handiwork of the brilliantly effective Messrs. Hawes 
Craven and J. Barker. 

G. P. Huntley, as Oroya Brown, is immense ; George Carroli. 
is capital as Corporal Kam ; and the humorous singing of 
]\tAURiOE Farkoa has lost none of its great popularity. Mr. 
R. St. George is very funny as the Old Family Butler. Miss 
Zena Dare plays, sings and dances The Madcap to perfection ; 
“ What woman dares, Zena dare 1 ” Susan is a (Gabrielle) Ray 
of light comic opera ; Miss Kathleen Warren as Mrs. Layton, 
the wife of the Colonel, is everything that a Colonel could 
wish for ; and there yet remains to be mentioned somebody 
Elsie (Miss Lily Elsie), who plays Owenny Eolden with any 
amount of “ go.” 


‘^JSIurder as a Pine Art.>^ 

“ The art of taking life easily is to have — 
Toffee.” — Advt. in Inverpool Echo. 


-3 Rich Cream 
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.. , luggage off the rool He will say, select one of these. The railway com- 

THE HOW TO PAPERS. “ Where for ?” and you will reply with- pany’s favourite penalty of a sum not 

n— How TO Travel by Rail. hesitation, “Southampton,” for his exceeding forty shillings is not enacted 

enquiry will not be dictated by mere if you do not smoke in these carriages, 
Railway travelling is a diversion of curiosity, but wiE arise from a sincere neither are you required to go back to 
comparatively modern growth. _ In the desire to assist you. You will now pay the place from wliich you started and 
days of Queen Elizabeth, for instance, your cabman and get as quickly as pay two counters into the pool. But 
nobody thought of indulging in it, but possible out of earshot of his consequent you will have no right to object to the 
during the last century the taste for this remarks. fumes of your neighbours, and this may 

amusement assumed such alarming pro- Your next objective will be the ticket annoy you. A penalty is insisted on if 
portions that the State had to step in office. This is a little hole in a wall, on you allow a natural inclination to cut 
and insist upon a special Act of Parlia- the further side of which a member of the seats and cushions of the carriage 
ment being passed before any single the peerage, shielded from attack by a with a knife to get the mastery over you. 
new railway could be constructed. This barrier of wood and wire, is privileged You will find a notice under the hat-rack 
law, however, does not apply to switch- to charge a large price for a tiny slip of expressing in strong terms the company's 
backs. cardboard which another official wiU dislike of this practice. It is well to 

It is a well-known fact that when take from you at the end of your journey, take heed of this, for, the law being 
once the first step has been taken gay in an audible but not stentorian what it is at present, you must be pre- 
nothing can stop the passion for railway voice, “ Southampton, single,” and, if he pared to put up with these petty restric- 
travelling. Notwithstanding the large is not engaged at the moment in con- tions, or you may find yourself in 
yearly loss of life and limb contingent versation with a brother peer and is trouble, 
on this recreation,^ almost every imn, satisfied with your appearance he will := ~ ■ .. 

woman and child in the United King- name a sum of money which you must 

dom or elsewhere habitually travels by be prepared to pay without demur, forit THE EIVIEBA ‘‘PETITE VITESSE.” 
rail, and there is, therefore, no reason is useless to try and bargain with him. /-m * i. x 7 \ 

why. a short treatise on the subject of There will be a shelf in ifront of you on [Ireme-et-guarante h,-'p.) 

how to travel properly should not be which to place your money, and on it [It is announced that a Vanguard Motor- 
penned, seeing that the public appetite probably a small brass plate with an Omnibus is prepared to take passengers to 
is now beyond control. inscription requesting you to examine ^®^tone.] 

It is needless to say that a large and your change before leaving. You will Conductor, Riveerer, Monty Carlo, 
popular literature has grown up around comply carefully with this request. The Bordigheery, Lusseme, Youngfraw — 
such a popular form of amusement, people behind you who also wish to take come on, lydy — 'igher up ! 

Excellent recreative reading is provided tickets will behave with wonderful Old Lady (on curli). Do you go near 

by Bradshaw^ s Railway Guide, and the patience whEe you go thoroughly into Cairo, conductor ? 

novice should provide himself with a the matter. Conductor, No, lydy ; tyke a char-^ 

copy of this entertaining work. In spite Once seated in the comfortable little bank to Marseilles and change into a 

of its light and airy style it is a masterly room, a series of which composes the so- “Pharaoh.” (Rings hell,) 

treatise, and fresh editions are called for caEed “train ” in which you are to make Irritable Passenger (handing fipy- 

and eagerly taken up once a month aE your journey, your duty will be to found note). One to Naples. 

the year round. They are usuaEy issued make yourself agreeable to your feEow- Conductor. We ain't for Naples. You 

in paper covers, but there is no reason traveEers. This may be done in several should have tyken a “ Vesuvius ” at 

why one copy should not last a Efe-time ways. One of them is by affable con- Victoria. 

if re-bound and kept on a dust-proof versation. If there should happen to be I. P. (furiously. You told me the 
shelf. It might be as weE, then, to an old gentleman seated opposite to you Italian Lakes and Calabria when I got on! 
acquire one by purchase, and the^ price who has supplied himself with a coUec- Conductor, An’ awl for fifty pun’ 1 

charged is not excessive ; but if the tion of evening papers in one of which (With yainful politeness) Cawn’t we 

incipient traveEer is not an habitual he has immersed himself, open the baE tyke you on to Haustri'a, Oonstanternople, 

book buyer, he might order a copy to be with some remark bearing on the pre- the 'Oly Land and Siberier? 

included in his next parcel from Mudie’s. vailing cEmatic conditions, and do not Driver (puffing smoke genially across 
Having acquired your Bradshaw znA. he deterred from pursuing the subject passengers). And Pawt Arthur? TeE 
read up the subject, let us suppose that by a grunt in lieu of an answer, or an ’im we don't touch Asier or Afriker this 
you wish to make a trial journey from apparent disincEnation on his part to journey. 

London to Southampton. A very good encourage you. Your reward will come Y oung Mother (with infant on lap). 
train for the purpose starts from Waterloo when he gathers up his belongings at One to Mentony. Put me down at the 
— the station, not the battlefield of that Winchester and beats a hasty retreat, corner. 

name — at ten minutes to five, and, after leaving his seat vacant for you to put Conductor, Another twenty-five pun’, 
a short stop at Winchester for afternoon your feet upon for the remainder of the lydy 1 Must py for the child. (Shouts 
tea, arrives at Southampton at twenty journey. Take care, also, to be poEtely to passing pedestrian) Bernese Halps, 
minutes to seven, or thereabouts. You firm with regard to such matters as Monte Roser, MEan, Riveerer ! Awl the 
decide, then, to travel by this train, and raising or lowering the window next to wy, fifty pun’ ! (To passengers) Move 

nothing is easier if you know how to set you. The right attitude wiE assure your up there — ^room for won on the left, 

about it. having your way without recourse to 'Hre, this ’ere ’s a bad tenner 1 

First engage a cab to take you to the physical force, but it might be as weE to Passenger. I got it at a confectioner’s 

station. This process has been fuUy run your eye over the proportions of your in Bulgaria. 

described in a former paper. When you feEow-traveEers before determining to Conductor, WeE, you’d better give it 
arrive at the station yard, a subordinate set your own inclinations against the back where yer got it, then. And that 
official^ caEed ^ a “ porter,” and attired combined wiU of the rest of them. aint on our rout neither. That ’s the 

accordingly, wiE come forward to welcome . A last word of warning is necessary Putney-“ Arrer ” rout; that is. ’Ere 
you on beh^f of the raEway company, as to carriages labeEed “ Smoking.” If y’ are. Any more for Cans, Bowloo and 
and wEl assist the cabman to Eft your you are not a tobacco-smoker do not the Riveerer ? 
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LILLIAN. 

V. — ^The Intrusions of Herbert, 

Grace’s idea of “helping” me with 
Lillian was to go up to town with Arthur 
and stay there ; leaving Lillian and me 
alone in the country. (Except for Lil- 
lian’s father, who is reading the Ency- 
clopcedia right through, and can hardly 
be said to count.) Of course we did some 
rather sporting things together, as I hope 
to show you, but the immediate result 
was the affair of the ducks ; and as this 
is a matter somewhat on my conscience, 
I feel that it will be better to get it off 
at once by full confession. 

Grace amuses herself in the country 
by keeping ducks. In the 
ordinary way I am not allowed 
to do more than look at them. 

It is a very arbitrary line that 
she has taken up, and I sup- 
pose it is because she once 
found me feeding the goat out 
of my pouch. Albert Edward 
was lapping up the mixture 
like anything, but I think 
Grace’s indignation was un- 
necessary.; because, as I told 
her, I couldn’t possibly afford 
to make it a regular occurrence 
— ^tobacco being the expensive 
thing it is. However, Grace 
chose to take a lofty attitude 
about it, and said that in 
future I wasn’t to touch any 
of her animals. 

But when she went up to 
town for the winter, and left 
me in possession, she came 
down fi-om the pedestal, and 
asked me as a special fav'our 
to take care of her ducks. I 
promised to do my best, and 
for a time, with Lillian’s 
help, gave the ducklings 
quite a classy diet — things 
that could never have occurred 
to them when in the egg. 

There was one little chap in particular, 
Geeilia was his name, that shaped 
splendidly, and increased an inch round 
the chest in three days. I give you my 
word. 

When there is a tragedy looming, I 
hate the author who tries to break it 
gently to his readers. So let me say at 
once thalr^ Lillian had a dog called 
Eerhert (after an uncle), and Herheit in 
the dead of night came round to me, and 
ate twelve ducklings, including Ceeilia, 

I heard a pw, and caught sight of the 
brute making tracks. 

Next morning when I found the 
damage I wote a very formal note to 
Lillian, asking what she proposed to do 
about it. She replied that she didn’t 
propose to do anything, but would I let 
Eerbert buy me twelve new ducklings ? 


I said, certainly, but they must really be 
new ones, and not old ones dug up. 

Well, we got twelve more, and I didn’t 
think Grace would mind, because it hadn’t 
been she who had been so keen on 
Gecilia. But the night after, Eerbert 
came round again and ate them, which 
quite destroyed the effect of his little 
present. I sent for Lillian at once. 

“Now then,” I said, “what are you 
going to do ? A week ago Eerbert ate 
twelve of my ducks.” 

“ But he saved up his pocket-money, 
and gave you twelve more,” said Lillian. 

“And then he ate those.” 

“ Well, he paid for them.” 

“You can’t have it both ways,” I 
began. 


“It isn’t as though they were really 
your ducks,” said Lillian. 

“It isn’t as though they were Eer- 
berths,'' I said, “although he seems to 
think so.” 

“ Don^t get cross. 

I wasn’t getting cross, but there were 
one or two things I wanted to say, and I 
said them. I pointed out that here was 
my sister-in-law trying to breed ducks 
for profit or show purposes ; that during 
her, I hoped only temporary, absence 
from^ the country she had left me in a 
position of great confidence and trust 
with regard to them — ^a trust that, 
through no fault of mine, she would feel 
to have been misplaced. And I added 
that there was such a thing as a dog 
whip and a good strong chain. 

Lillian said that here was a quiet 


and well-behaved dog, called Eerbert 
after an uncle, taking health -giving 
walks around the pleasant country-side, 
and wherever the poor animal went 
somebody kept putting coveys of ducks 
in his way. And she added that there 
was such a thing as indigestion. 

I said that there seemed to be two 
ways of regarding the situation. 

Lillian said : “ Bother the situation, 
what shall we say to Grace ? ” 

“There’s nothing for it but the 
truth,” I said. 

“Is it as bad as that?” asked Lillian. 
“And we could have made up such a 
fine story about their having tried to 
swim the Channel, and the Kentish 
mermaid’s gallant effort — ^that ’s Gecilia^ 

you know — and ” 

At this exciting moment 
the postman came. 

“Now,” I said, “here’s a 
letter from Grace. Listen. 
‘Dear old Dick, I do hope 
you and Lillian — ’ oh yes, 
well, that ’s not very interest- 
ing. We pass on to — yes, 
here we are. ‘P.S. — ^How are 
the ducks ? ’ ” 

I turned to Lillian. 

“P.S. — How are the 
ducks ? ” I said, sternly. 

“ We — ^we shall have to ask 
Eerbert, . sha’n’t we? ” asked 
Lillian, doubtfully. 

“"I shall reply, ‘P.S., Eerbert 
has eaten ducks.’ ” 

“ She won’t know who 
Eerbert is. I have only had 
him a week.” 

“Why did you ever have 
him ? ” I said bitterly. 

“I don’t know. We aren’t 
a bit fond of each other. 1 
don’t suit him somehow.” 

“You might punish him 
by calling him Bert,” I sug- 
gested cruelly. I ’ve' noticed 
that there ’s only one adequate 
repartee to “Bert.” And 
that’s “Alf.” So it must be pretty 
painful. 

“No, I shall give him away,” said 
Lillian. 

“Who to?” 

“I don’t know. I leave it to you, 
partner in crime.” 

Well, I thought of various people, and 
finally suggested Hayling. Hayling is 
our Vicar, and collects dogs. He can’t 
pronounce his “r’s,” and by some extra- 
ordinary ill-luck all his dogs have rolling 
“r’s” in their^ names. I thought he 
would like a dog called Eerbert for a 
change. Also Hayling once proposed 
to Lillian. “Love me, love my dog,” 
and so forth, you know. 

“Mr. Hayling?” said Lillian doubt- 
fully. “I^ don’t much care for him, 
Dice. He isn’t a very nice man.” 







OVERHEARD IN THE PARK. 

French Bulldog. “Pardon, Monsieur, you have ze tie up ze back 

OF TOUR NECK.” 
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“ But HerheH isn’t a very nice dog,” I sncli an important item of news from a 
reminded lier. foreign journal. 

“ Oh, weU.” 

That evening I wrote to Grace : A Professor of Tokio University has 

“ P.S. The dog Herbert has eaten your issued an appeal for English books by 
ducks.” the best authors,” and several writers 

The next evening — there was no ^ have sent him a complete set of their 

collusion, I swear it — ^L illian wrote to, works. 

Grace. I give an extract : | 

‘'Oh, by the way, Mr. Haylixg hasj Members "of The Times Book Club 
such a nasty, big, bad-tempered dog | have the right to place the initials M. T. 
called Herbert, that is getting itself B. C. after their names. 

disliked. You know how fond of dogs 

he is. I’m sure Herbert spends the A correspondent writes to a con- 
sermon in the vestry, he takes him temporary to point out that Nelson was 
everywhere. Isn’t Herbert a ridiculous a notoriously bad shot. This, we sup- 

name for a dog ? D(y you 

remember my uncle ’’Herbert ? ^ ^ 

You asked me what my new 
dog was hke. He s a dear 


CHARIVARIA. 

The Sultan of Turkey has 
declined the Macedonian finan- 
cial reform scheme which has 
been drafted by the Powers. 

We understand that His 
Majesty at the same time in- 
foimed the representatives of 

the Powers that, if a naval ^ 

demonstration should become neces- 
sary, he would be happy to review the 
fleets, as there is nothing he enjoys so 
much. 

The Czar, it is said, wishes to base 
a new Constitution on the British model, 
but hesitates, as it might curtail the 
power of his successors. He has been 
seen lately in frequent consultation with 
his heir. 

According to theNeue Freie Tresse, 
the position of Lord Lansbowxe has 
been gravely shaken in- London, and 
“ the British public are demanding his 
retirement.” It seems scarcely credit- 
able to our own newspapers that the 
British public should be left to learn 





Mr. John Morley has described the 
Japanese Treaty as a leap in the dark. 
Yet the Rising Sun gives sufficient light 
for most people to jump by. 

The fashionable complexion for ladies, 
according to a beauty specialist, is now 
a brown of the Japanese tint. It may 
be obtained, we are informed, by means 
of a good cold cream and some olive 
powder. A cheap substitute for those 
of the lower orders who wish to be in 
the movement is, we understand, brown 
boot polish with just a soupQon of treacle.' 

Though banished from the bookstalls 
of certain railways, it is un- 
likely, writes a correspondent, . 
that the name of Smith will 
die out along these systems 
for many a year to come. 


The Master of the Eton 
Union Workhouse announces 
that the hot-water service is 
now in order, and that, in 
future, tramps will be required 
to take a bath on admission. 
The profession is most indig- 
nant, and protests against 
what it regards as a species 
of class legislation. 

It is again rumoured that 
the Admiralty intend shortly 
to introduce drastic changes 
in the costumes of our 
sailors, and the pretty little 
low-necked blouse is said to 
be doomed. 

The immortality of great 
artists is no empty expression. 
According to La Vie Ulus- 
tree, no fewer than 2000 pic- 
tures by the late Millet were 
painted last year. 


“Good ’EviksI ’Eee’s a nice qoI” 

“Wot’s tip now?” Mr. Algernon Ashton has 

“ This year’s Champagne Vintage is a eailure ! ” published, in book form, 525 

letters addressed by him at 

pose, accounts for the statement we saw various times to the Press, and states, 
the other day to the effect that England in the Preface, that he believes that a 
need not fear that the supply of Nelsons similar volume has never before been 


will ever fail. 

The Pinsbury Borough Council have 
agreed that in future Henry Street, 


issued. The excuse is generally held to 
be insufficient. 

A gentleman writes to a contemporary 


Pentonville, shall be known as Grimaldi to ask, How is Trafalgar pronounced ? 
Street, the famous clown having been The answer is. Wrong, 

for years a resident in the district. We 

may yet live to see a Wilfrid Lawson 

Avenue. “Lost or strayed from , Sable 

' Collie Dog, with white breast, neck, 
The Hon. Stephen Coleridge has been and two front feet .” — Manchester Even- 
fined once more for driving his motor- ing News, 

car above the speed limit. "We should The description seems inadequate for 
have thought that the Secretary of the the purposes of identification. Nothing 
Anti-Vivisection Society would have is said, for instance, as to whether the 
been more careful. dog’s tail was hanging down behind. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Oke of my retainers has been reading Dan L&no, by J. 
HicKdBY Wood (Methuen & Co.), and reports as follows : Even 
those who only knew DiN Leno as he appeared on the stage 
felt a peculiar affection for him and were impressed, con- 
sciously or unconsciously, by something kindly and lovable 
beneath that wildly or pathetically absurd personality. And 
it is no small tribute both to author and subject of this 
biography to say that no one can read it without feehng that 
this impression was true ; that Dan Lbno was no less lovable 
off the stage than on it. 

The hardships of his childhood and youth only gave him 
a kindlier sympathy for children. Prosperity, when it came, 
neither hardened his heart nor swelled his head. 

A great part of the magnificent salary he received in his 
later years he gave away in charity — not always wisely — 
though, as Mr. Wood relates, there were countless cases of real 
distress which he relieved with a generosity that, had it 
rested with him, would never have come to light. 

Of his spontaneous and genuine humour, apart from his 
stage work, Mr. Hickoby Wood gives abundant instances. 
Most delightful of all is the description of Dan Leno as Chair- 
man at the Music-hall Benevolent Fund Dinner, with a tall 
and lugubrious toast-master, whom he accused of “clowning 
behind his back,” and was perpetually turning round upon, 
in the well-affected hope of catching him in the act. “ ‘He ’s 
too quick for me,’ he explained with a sigh, after a prolonged 
scrutiny, which the other endured with unimpaired gravity.” 

The book is copiously illustrated by photographs, and those 
representing Dax in the costumes he wore at Covent Garden 
Balls will come as a surprise even to those who remember his 
extraordinary skill in “making-up.” 

It was astonishing enough to the audiences who saw him 
as Mother Goose to find that he had suddenly transformed 
that quaint visage, with its deeply-lined creases, its small 
melancholy eyes lit by a gleam of goblin fun, and its extensive 
mouth, into the face of a young and lovely girl. 

But who, without the evidence of these photographs, would 
have imagined that he could also disguise himself as a life- 
like Indian squaw, a quite sulSciently Shakspearean Richard 
the Third, or a reaUy dignified and picturesque Nelson 9 

In Dan IjEno the stage lost a true artist and inimitable 
humorist, whose premature death has left us all the poorer 
in laughter. Only too often the fame of such a comedian 
survives him merely as an oral tradition which is received 
with incredulity by a rising generation that knew him not, 
and declines to take him on hearsay. One is glad to think 
that this is not likely to be the case with Dan Leno. Mr. 
Hiokory Wood’s excellently written volume should keep Dan’s 
memory green for all who had the good fortune to see him on 
the boards, while to those who had not it will give some idea 
of the joy they have missed. 

Mr. Stanley Weyman breaks new ground in his latest 
novel, Starvecrow Farm (Hutchinson). He is equally success- 
ful in^ finding it fruitful of incident and character. The 
scene is laid in the neighbourhood of Windermere, of which 
there are inany pleasant peeps. The period lies in the good 
old times, iUuininated by the muskets fired at Peterloo upon 
a half-starved, altogether seditious mob. If my Baronite 
were in a complaining mood, he might suggest that the 
picture would have been more attractive were its sombre shade 
relieved by occasional lighter episodes. But Mr. Weykan 
set himself to teU a gruesome story, depicting the manners of 
the time, and has triumphantly succeeded. With admirable 
skill he throughout makes his heroine the pivot on which 
the action of the story moves. One of the best characters in 
the book is the red-waistcoated Bow Street runner, of whose 
combmed shrewdness and ignorance a picturesque study is 
presented. 


As readers of his masterpiece, Tatterley, know, Mr. Tom 
Gallon is a great hand at weaving a plot round a dual entity. 
In Meg the Lady (Hutchinson) it is two women whose personal 
appearance suggests an ingenious plot carried through to its 
happy end with unfailing energy and resource. That the 
whole business is essentially improbable does not detract 
from the interest of the story. As far as my Baronite is 
acquainted with their habits, ladies of title do not leave a 
comfortable home and go forth on an undesirable errand 
leading them into dire peril in a London slum, from 
which they deliver themselves by slaying their assailant with 
a crack on the head delivered with the assistance of a 
fortuitously handy wine-bottle. In dedicating the book to 
a nameless woman, Mr. Tom Gallon avers that in the main 
details the story is true. That may be so. What is more to 
the point is that it is interesting. 

A Cumlerland Vendetta (Constable), by John Fox, Jr., is 
without very much substance, but the story moves swiftly, 
and there is colour in it. Its title mav mislead the un- 
suspicious Briton. It is not a tale of the^Iakes and fells of 
his own Cumberland, but is located on the high banks of a 
river of that name in Kentucky, where the ashes of an old 
family feud, revived by the war of North and South, and 
stiU smouldering at its close; burst into final flame and so 
die out. Novelists of the New World should never be hard 
pressed for ambiguity in the choice of their titles. My 
Nautical Retainer ventures to offer a few suggestions— the 
geographical directions in parentheses not being designed 
for publication. Thus : Called hach to Rome (Ga.) ; A Sage 
of Athens (Ala.); The Ringing Plains of Windy Troy(Tsi)- 
By the Waters of Syracuse (N.Y., junction of Erie and 
Opego canals); On the Wires from Berlin (Wis.) ; The 
Lights of London (Ont.). The principle might be extended 
to incline the proper names of celebrities :—The Tmjith about 
Bacon (Va.) ; In the Dark Places of Browning (111.) ; A Study 
of Reynolds (M.O,); The Expectations of Nelson (0.); Scots 
Bonnie Dundee (Mich.) ; The Purqinq of Pitt 
(N.C.) ; The Last Phase of Napoleon (Ark.). 

The Gardina\ Moth, by F. M. White (Ward, Look & Co.). 
The Baron, in giving a certain qualified recommendation to 
this book, says, if those who love sensationalism at all hazards, 
can go pluckily through the earlier part of this story, they 
are pretty sure to find it to their liking, and will not blame 
the bard for thus drawing their attention to it. 

The Baron welcomes a brilliant-covered picture-book, from 
Mr. PuncFs Office ; edited by E. V. Lucas, illustrated bv 
Olga Morgan, and entitled Mr. Punch's Children's Booh. Now 
who are “ Mr. Punch's children ? ” Or, rather, who are not 9 
Such children don’t exist. So let ’em aU come. They will 
find the writing of this book so bright that the black- 
and-white cuts illustrating the first story by E. V. Luoas are 
comparatively dull. The other illustrations are delightful, 
as, for example, “ More of what ^ 

Amelia, used to think," and THE ||||||| BARON 

especially those to ''Belinda's 

Clock," which are full of 

humour. But the literary 4 

sparkler which, without a single 
illustration, is a brilliancy all 
to itself, is “The Tragedy of the 
Candles.” It is “ a true story,” | 
and having just given you this « 
hint the Baron congratulates ^ 
those who shall become, by deed 
of gift or purchase, lawful pos- 
sessors of copies of Mr, Punch's 

Children's Book* I 
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CHARiVARIA. 


I Mb. R. Hayashi, Gommissioiier of tlie 
Japanese Government, took copious notes 


stations by tbe re^ective density of that he distinctly remembers speaking 
their smells. the truth seven years ago. 


The ovmer of a motor-car which caught Three-halfpenny dinners have been 


of the proceedings at the Tower Police i fire last week, causing him to be slightly | hailed as a great novelty. As a matter 
I Court last week. It 7- — Qf they are no 

is i^dersfeMd th^ | innovatioii, 

be*said^to'^be I II I ithem. 

civilised in every j 
other respect, has ! 
no Comic Magis- 1 
trates. 


Magis- 


The teachers of 
the Melior Street 
School, Bermond- 
sey, who have struck 
work, have, we hear, 
been advised by 
their pupils to stand 
firm. 

We live in an age 
of Ententes^ and 
the Camberwell 
Borough Council 
realise it. To avoid 
hurting the sus- 
ceptibilities of 
either of two rival 
Powers, the new 
Public Wash-houses 
in the Old Kent 
Road which were 
opened last week 
comprise, in addi- 
tion to a Turkish 
Bath, a Russian 
Vapour Bath. 

It has been pro- 
posed that the 
London County 
Council steamboats, 
instead of lying up 
for the winter, 
might be used on 
land. What is 
there, asks an in- 
genious gentleman, 
to prevent their 
being mounted on 
troUeys and run 
along the tram lines, / 
thus forming a — 
picturesque addition 
traffic. 
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H)aokensohmidt 
and* Little Tich are 
now both appear- 
ing at the same 
Music HaU, but not, 
Little Tioh is 
pleased to be able 
to say, in the same 
turn. 

At a meeting of 
the Four Wheelers’ 
Association, a 
speaker boasted, 
with some lustifica- 
tion, that a charge 
which is brought 
every day against 
drivers of motor- 
cars has never been 
brought against 
members of their 
Association, namely, 
that of driving at 
an excessive speed. 

The Germans, 
who are BtHl smart- 
ing under their 
experience at the 
hands of the niggers 
in South-west 
Africa, are seeking 
consolation in the 
fact that the ‘‘All 
Blacks ” have in- 
vaded our country 
and are giving us a 
thrashing. 


genious gentleman, latest source 

to prevent their ^ of danger on the 

being mounted on ~ open road is the 

trollies and run PARDONABLE tMPERTlNENCE. runaway telephone 

along the tram lines. Shady Individual *‘I say, Guv’nor, my pipe’s stopped up. Could yer lend us a ’air-pin?” pole. One of thep 

thus forming a was arrested in 

picturesque addition to our street] singed, was seen shaking his fi.st at the its wild career the other night by a 

traffic. thing and shouting, “ Scorcher ! ” motor-car on its way to North Berwick, 

The Edinburgh Evening News, in de- 

It is impossible to please everyone. “He has not told the truth for about scribing the incident, says that the car 
Rahituis of the Underground Railway eight years,” said a young woman “collided with a telephone pole with 
are now beginning to complain that, at a Pohce Court, when asking for a much violence, causing extensive damage 
since the electrifi.cation of the line, it has summons against her brother. We and preventing it from proceeding 
become impossible to identify the various understand that the brolher’s defence is further,” j 
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THE BLUE PERIL. 

[The Daily Express of November 2 contained an illuminating article 
on the development of the young woman (from G-irton or elsewJiere) in 
tbe field of politics.] 

When tlie brave knight would risk his skin 
For joy of her he loved the best. 

It was his lady’s use to pin 

Her favour on his helm, or chest ; 

And murmur “ When the trumpets sound, 

Ride forth, my love, into the melee, 

Ride forth, for my sweet sake, and pound 
Your adversaries to a jelly ! ” 

Kerchief or rose or scarf of lace, 

He wore the token, fain and proud, 

And tilted up and down the place 
Galling her name extremely loud ; 

And if his foemen bit the floor 
She naturally shared his joyance, 

And if he weltered in his gore 

She swooned away from sheer annoyance. 

To-day the knighthood’s mailed fists 
Grapple no more the lusty lance, 

No more along the tourney’s lists 

The foaming steed delights to prance ; 

In padded ease we sit about, 

Exertion being apt to bore us, 

And send our women-agents out 
To fight our mimic battles for us. 

Not theirs the pluck of martial Joan 
Nor yet Penthesilea’s thews, 

Although their hose, in point of tone, 

Suggests a regiment of Blues ; 

Armed only with a fountain-pen, 

And fenced with whalebone-wrought cuirasses, 
Yet have they arts, unknown to men, 

That simply subjugate the masses. 

Wearing our favours, this and that, 

At throat or waist, on sleeve or head — 

A primrose in the hair, a hat 

Shaped like a quartern loaf of bread — 

With here a sigh and there a smile, 

A pout, a kiss, a plea for pity, 

Who could resist ’em ? they *d beguile 
Even the other side’s Committee. 

Wherein I see grave perils lurk ; 

I see to what these motions tend ; 

I know the way that wedges work, 

Commencing at the thiimer end ; 

Let woman find a vacant sphere 

Where rival factions, blue and buff, rage — 

And the ensuing step is clear : 

She will insist on Female Suffrage. 

Nay, once she starts this sort of game. 

The chase is not so lightly checked ; 

The fair electrix soon will 
Herself to sit among the elect ; 

No gift of votes will long sufiice 
To stay her ardour ; no, my fear is 
She ’H storm the gates of Paradise, 

And turn it to a House of Peris. 0. S. 


The question of “ Dock Dues ” is perpetually arising. The 
answer is * Dock Dues ” whenever and wherever you can. 


NATURE STUDIES. 

, Mt Diary. 

^ I SUPPOSE that we have, nearly all of us, at one time or 
another, kept a diary, and most of us, I am sure, have sooner 
or later made the discovery that a diary, far from being a 
^ mere assortment of paper meant to be scrawled upon, is ia 
reality a living and breathing creature, sometimes friendly^ 
more often hostile, but .always inexorable whether in affection 
or in enmity. It is, of course, no light thing actually to 
start a diary. Anybody can say to himself (or to his friends) 
“I am going to begin keeping a diary.” He can go on 
saying it in the same airy manner for months and months 
until those with whom he holds intercourse begin to believe 
that he really sits down every evening and makes entries 
about the events of the day : — “A very methodical business- 
like chap is Wilkinson,” one will say to another; “keeps a 
diary and all that.” “Fancy that!” says the other. “It 
must be a great change for him. Regular harum-scarum 
fellow he was too when I first remember hiun. But, of 
course, he ’s getting on in life a bit now. S’pose he ’ll be 
marrying someone next — eh, what ? ” 

That kind of thing is easy ; but to keep the diary, to write 
in it with pen and ink, to record events in it, to pour out 
thoughts and feelings upon its innocent pages — hie labor, 
hoc opus est, and yet, as I say, we nearly all of us do it with 
a fairly light heart, and not one of us suspects until it is too 
late that, instead of starting a diary, he is creating a tyrant 
more oppressive even than the Czar before he ^d listened to 
M. Witte and promised his infuriated subjects a constitution. 

How well do I remember the evening when I first blew the 
breath of life into the lungs of my own particular autocrat I 
It was the first of January. All my necessary work had 
been done, all my letters had been written. Everybody else 
had gone to bed, and the house was lapped in a winter silence. 
A bright moon was making shadows outside. I remember 
pulling up the blind to observe it. As I rose from my arm- 
chair with the purpose of going to bed myself, my eyes lit 
upon a writing-book. Somebody (L have never discovered 
who) had laid it on my writing-table. It lay open at its first 
unsuUied page, and the light from the lamp shone upon it 
with a glitter that, now that I think of it, was weird and 
almost unearthly. Without realising what I was doing I sat 
down at the table, took a pen, and a few moments afterwards 
these simple, but, in their consequences, fatal words stared 
me in the face : — . 

“ Monday, J anuary 1. — Not a bad day. After breakfast 
went to skate. Fell down twice in doing threes. Mrs. Bobber 
broke through and took a lot of pulling out. Late for lunch. 
Mother rather sarcastic. A regular menagerie came to tea. 
W- F. 0. was there — ^pretty, and a very nice voice. Family 
dinner. Began keeping diary.” 

Then I closed the book, placed it in a drawer, and in a few 
minutes was sleeping calmly. From that moment I have been 
a slave. 

If there is one thing that is more certain to occur in a 
diary tl^ any other it is this : — ^You will keep it with perfect 
regularity for, say, a week. Then for some unaccountable 
reason, a caprice, a whim, an indigestion it may be (on the 
part of the diary, I mean), it suddenly refuses to allow you to 
write in it. There is no warning. You sit down to it, take 
the book out of the drawer and then put it back again with- 
out an additional word ; or, in aggravated cases, you do not 
even dare to remove it from its receptacle. You just sit in 
an armchair, smoking some form of tobacco, tliinlr of the 
diary for half a minute and then forget all about it. This 
sort of thing may go on for a fortnight. La the interval you 
n^y inherit a fortune, marry a wife, take a new house, or be 
bitten by a dog, but it is quite certain that no entries will 
be made in your diary until it has recovered from its ill- 
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kumotir and graciously permits you to write in it once more. 
By that time you will have forgotten] most of the events and 
the order in which they happ^ed, and you imy he reduced 
to some such miserable paltering entry as this : Nothing 

to record.” It may be asked whether a diary kept in this 
manner really pays for its keep. I donkt if it does, kut that 
is the only way in which I at any rate can keep it. 

On the other hand, when life flows with a cahn and even 
current, you will generally find that your diary has developed 
a passionate eagerness to be taken out and written in at some 
length. You may as well gratify it at once, for, even n you 
go out to a dinner or a concert or a dance in order to 
avoid it, you will have to humour it before you can lay your 
head on the pillow. If you really want to get rid of it 
altogether you might try writing sentiment or criticisms of 
books in it for two or three days. At the same time you 
must remember that such drastic measures are efiectual only 
with young diaries. A diary that has passed middle age is 
impervious. It will accompany you and rule you for the rest 
of your unhappy hfe^ 

Commercial Candour. 

From a window in Piccadilly, Manchester : 

Our 2 $, Tea mattes plaih bread ahd butter seem delicious. 


LOVE’S COLOURS. 

It is not in her azure eyes 
That Delia’s main attraction lies, ‘ 

They have been much admired, ’tis true. 

But I prefer a darker blue. 

(L always did— and always do.) 

Her locks (a wealth of deepest brown) 

Have justly gained a wide renown 
For me, my favourite shades of hair 
Are touched with sunshine here and there. 
(They always are— and always were.) 

The creamy glories of her cheek ^ 

Have charms that many hold unique ; 

To me the red rose gives a ^iR 
MEore than the palest daffodil. 

(It always did— and always will.) 

But, though my Delia’s outward hues 
May not be all that one would choose, 

Her full perfection blooms unseen : — 

There is not— -there has never been— 

A maiden so diyinely green. Dum-Dum. 
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A %/i-ivA^e Trt Tue \/iMce ah&teaux, and evOTything worlih seeing within a semicircle 

A VOYAIac to Tnt VilMco. of some sixty miles. We promise M. Vadbert to be back by 

No. V. seven and to dine with him at the Bestaurant de Bayonne, 

At Bordeaux, — Au revoir to the BirondeUe, by which I “Will he arrange?” “Enchanted. He will” Likewise 

hope to return. A dapper young manager (which sounds he will call for ns at onr hotel. My friend Judkin never 

somewhat like an adaptation of the inquiry in the old song as expected all this ! He is charmed with everyth i ng and 
to “ hearing of a jolly young waterman ”) presents himself, with everybody. 

a card, as M. Alfred Vaubert, on behalf of M. Jollibois, and “Now then,” cries our jovial host,^ M. Louis Dupont, “in 
is entirely at our disposition ; he professes himself, with the you go ! Montez! ” and in another minute we have bade au 
utmost heartiness, as ready to wait for us (“us” meaning revoir to our co-lunchers, have seated ourselves in the motor 
friend Judkin and self), to accommodate his time to ours, to and are being taken along one of the main thoroughfares out 
take us about — to be, in fact our guide, philosopher, and of Bordeaux. The public tramcar lines do not come to an 
friend, until fate do us part and he shall have deposited us end until we have got as far out into the country as may be, 
safely at the chateau to which we are invited. We are only say. Putney from London, There is much to be seen in 
too pleased. There is no further trouble. Douaniers are civil, Bordeaux, and evidently we shall have little chance of seeing 
porters are ready, coachman delighted (as he has had to wait, any of it during this visit. 

and now has to drive us some distance), and so, with M.. A great deal of the drive our friend gives us is through 
Alfred Vaubert, we rattle along uphill through the streets of open and rather pretty country ; it is all interesting, but 
Bordeaux until we arrive at the Gare St. Jean, which is about time and space fail me, and for a full description I must 
as far as anybody can go in this direction. Here, always await another opportunity. We return to Bordeaux by seven 
guided by the alert M. Vaubert, we are introduced to the o’clock^ for dinner. 

officials in charge of the Hotel bureau^ and to the telephone I must not however omit a fine old castle, formerly a 
(in a cupboard of the office, kept apart as if it w;ere some rare week-end residence of the Black Prince, in whose time, with 
sort of jam), through which we receive, from a voice, an its moat, its grand steps, its terraces, its principal actors, its 
invitation to breakfast with the owner of the voice, at the supers, and picturesque costumes, it must have been a 
Oafe de Bordeaux^ at mid-day. We accept voice’s invitation delightful resort for a weary English warrior with just a 
with much pleasure, and request that we may be allowed the day or two off from slashing, banging and whacking, 
gratification of knowing to whom the voice may happen to Wonder my dear old friend Monsieur Hardelot d’Hardelot 
belong. Otherwise it might be a case of Vox et 'prosterea didn’t discover this OMteaw .dw PWnce Noir long ago. First- 
nil. However it isn’t ; voice replies, through telephone, “ rate central position ; not perhaps within such easy distance 
suis Louis — ^1 am Louis, Louis -Dupont — of Dupont and of London as is Le Tottguet. 

Company — ^You talk French ? — AR right, then — dejeuner Excellent are the restaurants at Bordeaux where we lunched 
midi, sharp, Gafe de Bordeaux — all right — see you later — au and dined, and the caffis where we took our refreshments after- 
plaisir — au revoir'' Cheery voice of M. Louis Dupont has wards. As a traveller to others passing through I may say, 
melted away into air. M. Alfred Vaubert is still “ at our dine or dejeuner h la fourchette either at the Chapon Pin, 
disposition” to show us all we two can see of Bordeaux or at the Restaurant de Bayonne. There are special dishes 
between now (nine) and then (twelve). Thanks, we are infinitely and special fishes in Bordeaux; at either place take the 
obliged, but if he will excuse us (I am trusting that to be let manager into your confidence before you order, 
off chaperoning us about will be to him a welcome relief), we Next morning early — everything and everybody is early at 
two, my friend and I, will do our best with Bordeaux alone, Bordeaux — ^M. Vaubert is in attendance to summon us. There 
and will have the great pleasure of meeting him at the Caf6 are several motors at the door of the hotel. M. Louis Dupont 
at twelve. “As your Lordship pleases,” is, in effect, our most is out to see us off, and here is the earliest bird and the 
amiable M. Vaubert’s reply. Then, before leaving, he adds, chirpiest of the lot, the founder of the feast, M. Jacques 
“ You wiU have the goodness to say where you will dine Jollibois himself, who has travelled forty miles to gather his 
to-night,and aIl will be commanded.” We promise faithfully party together and take them all off with him back to the 
that our choice shall be imparted to him at lunch. So he Ghdteau. 

departs, and we go in for what is termed on the entertainer’s This same drive of the above-mentioned forty miles back 
stage “a quick change.” Our rooms at the Hotel are excel- just a nice little trip to give us a good appetite for breakfast, 
lent, baths first-rate. Only one thing makes me shudder, and Then we start. 

that is the appearance of mosquito curtains all round the ^ 

magnificent four-poster. However, no mosquitos in daytime. “ Vineyards, vineyards everywhere, and not a drop to 
We do ourselves thoroughly, and as much as can be done drink ! ” Miles and miles, flat land and hill land, mostly flat, 
of Bordeaux up to twdve mid-day, when, having found the sometimes undulating just to save its reputation— scorching 
Cafe de Bordeaux, which is in the centre of the town and in sun — smoking-hot villages, blinds down everywhere, all the 
full view of the enormous theatre (rather larger, judging villagers out vendanging, for Les Vendanges have commenced 
from the exterior, than His Majesty’s, Haymarket), and in many places, and this is what we are here to see,— wonder- 
having also been claimed by M. Alfred Vaubert and intro- ful waggons, some of ’em bringing in loads of “empties,” which 
duced to the heartiest of hosts, M. Louis Dupont (whom I will soon be fuU— and notable above all are the carts drawn 
now; welcome quite as an old friend, his voice being so by magnificent oxen yoked together, driven by fine, healthy, 
familiar to me on the telephone), we are introduced by him swarthy, good-looking, good-humoured-faced men,' with no 
to (as I think) a partner of his in wine business (my idea is reins in their hands, only a long stick, with which, and 
that everybody in Bordeaux is in wine business). Then, a an occasional ejaculated admonition, they indicate to the 
long table having been prepared, half within and half without intelligent beasts the line of country, and the turnings, they 
the Cafe, the entire party (eight or ten of us) sets to work wish them to take. Then we witness over and over ao-ain 
upon a first-rate lunch, accompanied by some exceptional the outpouring of aU the luscious riches of the grapes-^we 
specimens of various wines of the country. It is a merry taste— we try— we sniff— we feel more and more jovial every 
party of two languages, mixed; delightful illustration of minute. The Bacchic influence is getting into us “ through 
the entente eordiale. Then we are on the move. A magni- the pores.” Then, when we have arrived at'the Ghdteau de 
ficent motor-brougham awaits us. It belongs to M. Louis la Vigne, the Castle of the Vine, after going through these 
Dupont, who has undertaken to; show us vineyards, old nriles and miles of an apptently unending Vine Street what 
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Younger Son of Ducal Rouse. “ Mothee, allow mb to ihteodboe to you— mt Wibe.” 

Eia Wife (late of the PHyoUty Theatre). ‘‘How do, Duohess? I’m the latest -rmHO m MfeALLiAEOES 1 


jollity, wliat a reception ! Again we try wines, and finally 
wines try us. lo Bacche ! V ivefii Zes endangcs ! 

.;:j .:|t 

Thank onr stars (the foregoing asterisks) that oar delight- 
fal sociable party had divided itself np into various w^ng 
detachments, thus causing the leave-takings to be a bit dis- 
jointed. So we avoid that moment of false exhilaration, the 
“breaking up ” of a pleasant party, and the end of a happy 
time. 

0 0 0 0 ^ 

In a few hours more we had dined at Bordeaux and were 
aboard the Hirondelle, and within forty hours we h^ done 
our passage, Bay of Biscay included, ^d bidden Captain 
Twinkler a hearty good-bye, and were in the tram express 
from Southampton to London. Vivent lesVendanges ! 

A SHOCKING EXPOSURE. 

[“ Who gives this Woman away ? ” — Old Saying.] 

Do you know it, that wonderful Column of print, 

Where Social, I)omestic, and Personal Hint 
Jostle each other for places ? — 

In the middle of cleaning a long SuMe glove, 

You he nmg-off to master the ethics of love ; 

And just as you Ve beaten six eggs to a foam, 

Hey presto ! you he making a beautiful home 
Of cretonne and packing-cases. 

You may learn what to do with old walking-sticks ; 

' What firms have a blouse-silk at nothmg-and-six ; 

How to check an admirer too fervent ; 


The way to stew fruit ; when a curtsey is right ; ^ 

How to cry (when you must) without looking a fright ; 
How to catch, train, and keep— what a triumph is there !— 
That wonder of Nature, elusive and rare, 

The Female Domestic Servant. 

The Scythe and the Hour-glass must never be named, 
For none of your troubles are they to be blamed, 

Grey hairs ? — ^just a symptom of worry. 
They he ^‘withered,” or “faded,” or “ dead,”— no, not 
That terrible word you he fori )Ldden to say ; ^ [grey ! 
And vyrinUes may come when 70 i‘ he quite quite young, 
Says the wonderful Column’s silver tongue, 

’Tis tea, and cofiee, and hurry. 

The smile of the moment is mocking, yet sweet, 

You should practise it, “ E'iiiel,” and use “ Cr^me d Elite. 

I quite understand you, “ Dark Kitty, 

Try “ Youthful-for-ever ” (the eightrshiUing-size) 

It will give you that babyish look of surprise.^ 

Cheer up, “ Most Unhappy,” nv woimn is plain, 

Or old, as this Column ever maintain ; 

You ’re all of you girlish and pretty. 

Ah Woman ! you ’ve lately been catching it hot ; 

On your faults and your foibles they ’ve written a lot. 
Facetious, or angry, or solemn ; 

“ Heartless ” and “ brainless ’’—can that be you ? 

And now they complain that you’re “ hatless ’ too. 
liOt it pass. What is far better worth a tear 
Is the sorry figure you cut, my d^r, 

As viewed in the Woman s Colu mn . 
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FOOTBALL OF THE FUTURE. 

(Being an extract from ^^Tlie S'portsman^^ 
in 1912.) 

A VAST concourse of spectators as- 
sembled on the Blackbeatli ground 
yesterday afternoon to witness tbe final 
match for the International Rugby Foot- 
ball Cup between Great Britain and 
Russia. The excursions which have been 
running from St. Petersburg, Paris, 
Berlin, and most of the other important 
European centres during tbe last week 
have all been well patronised, and it is 
estimated that fully a quarter of a 
million people passed through the turn- 
stiles between ten and two. The Rugby 
Union, who had wisely applied for the 
loan of two or three Metropolitan con- 
stables, are to be congratulated upon the 
admirable arrangements which they had 
made for the convenience of the public. 
Fully half the crowd were able to catch 
an occasional glimpse of the game, while 
the remainder could easily gather from 
the shouts and excited gesticulations of 
those in front which team was getting 
the better of the day. The compulsory 
acquirement of Esperanto, which has 
lately been introduced into the Board 
schools, proved exceedingly useful as a 
means of communication amongst the 
spectators : exclamations of lili vi 
shovas ? ” and shouts of “ situ downski 
in frontero!” being much in evidence 
throughout the afternoon. Russia were 
playing exactly the same side that 
defeated Montenegro last week; while 
Great Britain, with fourteen New Zea- 
landers and one Welshman, had their 
strongest possible combinationin the field. 
Mr. Roosevelt, of the United States, had 
kindly consented to referee, while Count 
Witte and Sir Henby Caaipbell-Banner- 
MAN discharged the important duties of 
linesmen for their respective sides. 
Although a good deal of feeling was 
displayed in the course of the game, 
we are glad to state that there was no 
repetition of the distressing scenes that 
characterised last year’s final, when the 
whole Japanese fifteen committed “ hara- 
kiri ” on the ground, after losing the 
match. 

The visitors arrived on the scene at 
2.30, but, owing to several unforeseen 
difficulties, the kick-off was postponed 
imtil a quarter to three. In the first 
place it was found that all the boots 
provided by the Russian Government 
for the Muscovite fifteen had worn out 
on the way up from the station, and 
fuUy a quarter of an hour was wasted 
in providing substitutes. Then, after 
the two teams had actually lined up, a 
further hindrance was caused by the 
discovery that the Russians were playing 
sixteenmen. TheBritishcaptainpromptly 
appealed to the referee, and kfr. Roosevelt 

ordered the extra player to leave the 
field, the Russian skipper’s explanation 
that one of his men was lame and the 
additional man was going to run for 
him not being considered satisfactory. 

The British team adopted the same 
formation that was largely responsible 
for their brilliant victory over China — 
one full back, two seven-eighths, four 
three-quarters, five halves, two five-six- 
teenths and one “ winger : ” the Russians 
sticking to the old-fashioned idea of stiH 
having a forward. The superiority of 
the British method was apparent directly 
the game started, Machoniohie, the 
“winger,” picking up the ball five 
times out of six before Shuvahpushkt, 
his Russian opponent, realised that it 
was in the scrum. There were a good 
many vexatious delays, owing to Shuvan- 
PUSHKi’s lack of condition: the backs 
frequently being compelled to wait until 
he had sufficiently recovered his breath 
to form a scrimmage. 

At haK-time the pcore was: Great 
Britain 10 goals 6 tries, Russia nil — 
the difference in points scarcely doing 
justice to the superiority of the home 
fifteen. Indeed, the Russian team would 
probably have met with a far heavier 
defeat, had it not been for the brilliant 
display of their fuU back, Nickalot 
Ifucakski, the well-known Government 
official, who collared everything he saw 
with a skin and daring that evoked the 
utmost enthusiasm froin the cheaper 
parts of the ring. 

A slight unpleasantness at the close of 
the game marred what was otherwise a 
most successful match; the Russian 
players absolutely refusing to stop when 
Mr. Roosevelt blew the whistle for time. 
Despite the fact that the score in Great 
Britain’s favour stood at 26 goals 10 tries 
to nil, the Muscovite captain declined to 
admit that his men had been defeated, 
while Count Witte actually went so far 
as to propose that Great Britain should 
give up the points which she had scored, 
and let the game be declared a draw. 
Mr. Roosevelt, however, firmly declined 
to listen to any suggestions, and 
announced that, if the ground was not 
cleared in a quarter of an hour, he would 
deliver an address on “the strenuous 
life and the responsibilities of marriage.” 
This threat had the desired effect, for 
ten minutes later the huge enclosure was 
practically deserted. So terminated 
another of those international contests 
which have done so much to promote 
good feeling and mutual understanding 
between the different nations of the 
world. 

From the Novoe Vremyai two days 
later :— -A despatch, received last night 
from Captain Stringemoef Likanivitoh, 
records another glorious victory for 
Russian prowess, accomplished this time 
upon the fields of peace by our incom- 

parable and beloved football team. After 
a terrific struggle, lasting for an hour 
and a half, in which our heroic fellow- 
countrymen “goalkicked,” “scrimmed,” 
and “went the pace” with unfaltering 
courage, the Englishmen were driven 
from the field in utter confusion. After 
a fierce fight the ball was captured by 
the gallant Captain Likanhvitch himself, 
and is being brought back to St. Peters- 
burg to be presented to our Imperial 
Master the Czar. 

SOLID APPEECIATION. 

[Afc a concert recently held in Manchester a 
lady pianist, after receiving several handsome 
floral tributes, was presented with a large 
basket of fruit.] 

At the last Ballad Concert the comes- 
tibles presented to the leading artists 
reached a record. Madame Clara Butt 
easily headed the list with a hoar’s head, 
ten terrines de foie gras, twenty-four 
brace of pheasants, three haunches of 
venison, and a live turtle in a tank which 
was wheeled into the artist’s room amid 
tempestuous salvoes of applause. 

Mr. Plunket Greene, who has recently 
been on tour with Madame Albani, has 
been the recipient of a number of 
gratifying tributes from his numerous 
admirers. At Dundee, after singing 
“Shepherd, see thy horse’s flowing mane,” 
he was presented with a small flock of 
black-faced sheep, thoughtfully muzzled 
by the donor to prevent their protesting 
too vocally in the concert hall. At York 
his presents included a leg of New 
Zealand lamb, three sacks of potatoes, 
nineteen Bath buns, and 12 lbs. of 
China tea. Even more flattering, how- 
ever, was the tribute to his abilities at 
Northampton, where a hundredweight 
of blended butter, thirteen tins of mixed 
biscuits, and a barrel of Irwell oysters 
were handed to the smiling basso. A 
touching episode occurred after Mr. 
Greene’s last song, when a poor boy in 
the gallery, overcome by his enthusiasm, 
threw a packet of acid drops on to the 
platform. 

Mr. Berlitz, the agent for IIaotsch 
Dabcik, the famous Bohemian prodigy, 
has addressed an eloquent appeal to all 
the admirers of his client’s genius not to 
let their appreciation take the form of 
brandy, caviare, or plovers’ eggs. Little 
Dabcik is only nine years old, and has an 
extremely delicate digestion. He has, 
however, no objection to Turkish Delight, 
marrons glacis, or mpscatel grapes. Mr. 
Berlitz further makes the admirable 
suggestion, that in place of the usual 
method of testifying their approbation 
audiences might occasionally present the 
wonder-child with less perishable evi- 
dences of their affection, such as velvet 
coats, lace collars, silk stockings, silver 
buckles, curling-tongs, and other indis- 
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pensable adjinicts in the equipment of 
the infant virtuoso. 

Miss Ada Cbossley, when singing at 
Ohowhent the other day, had a curious 
experience. During one of her songs 
the pupils of a loc^ girls’ school pelted 
her so enthusiastically with macaroons 
that the popular Antipodean cantatrice 
had to seek temporary shelter under the 
grand pianoforte. 

Preparations are being made to roast 
an ox whole at the next Symphony 
Concert in Queen’s Hall in honour of 
Mr. Henry J. Wood and his gifted 
instrumentalists, who have kindly con- 
sented to partake of the bovine tribute 
during the interval. The Yorkshire 
pudding to be consumed on this occasion 
is the gift of the Sheffield chorus, a 
Norwich magnate has undertaken to 
supply ten canisters of mustard, and a 
Eussian amateur from Irkutsk is send- 
ing three poods of horse-radish, as used 
by the Cossacks of the Ukraine. 


THE YOUNG IDEA. 

Conceived on lines too rough to nurse 
Bantlings of bright imagination, 

Our glory once, we live to curse 
The public school-boy’s education ! 

Vide the Press. A flashy child 
We fatten (sic) on mental fodder, 
Leaving illiterate and wild 

The dull— but really soulful— plodder. 

By flowery ways he ought to win. 
Plucking the blooms that shine the 
fairest,^ 

Instead of which we keep hun in 
To cram the uses of the aorist ; 

The soft Virgilian cadences. 

The music (strongly - winged) of 
Homer — 

These he should know, or Knowledge is. 
They seem to think, a mere misnomer. 

Yet hark, oh critic, back a spell ; 

Conceive yourself with kindly yearning 
A master of the Lower Shell, 

Setting ajar the doors of Learning ; 
Think how the disenchantment hurts 
When (just as fervour thrills your 
marrow) 

There slowly steals from Thompson terts. 
Athwart the room a paper arrow. 

You pause, — and mark that Brown, un- 
moved 

By visions of a mptal Tpo<f)^, 

Has surreptitiously improved 

The shining hour with almond toffee ; 
While, just below you, Bines appears 
To wrestle with a secret dolour. 

Due to the fact that Jones (who jeers) 
rammed a pencil down his collar. 

No, you will soon dry up again, 

And turn witii troubled mien to 
hammer 
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SnoUey. “Ever met Lord Plantagenet ? ” 
Snulley. “Ko; but I overtook him onoe.” 




The rule of thumb by dint of cane I 
Through heads incapable of glamour ; 
Your fitful dream will pass away, 

Or merge in moods that never vary. 
And Smith will stop behind to say 
Amo, infinitive amare. 

More pained than they, you ’E realise 
Through knowledge of the side that s 
seamy 

(There as they bend in suppliant wise, 
Floored on the future of tarripi) 

That no amount of mental joy 
In beauty, taken by his betters, 

Can wean the crasser sort of boy 
From sheer contempt for human 
letters ! 


A LADY doctor, writing to The Daily 
Ghronide on “ Women Workers,” makes 
the following unanswerable statement : 

“ If you come to estimate a day’s work 
— even in foot pounds — ^the woman who 
cleans, bakes, washes, and takes to school 
six children, carries water and tramps 
upstairs and down for sixteen hours a 
day, need not fear comparison as to 
kinetic energy even with a miner work- 
ing eight hours.” True but is all this 
c[uite necessary ? Could not her childrcn 
.sometimes go to school unaccompanied 
and unbaked ? And why must she keep 
on carrying tramps up and down stohs 
all that time? Is it even fair on these 
poor unemployed ? 
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COUNTER ATTRACTIONS. 

If it should faR to my distinguished lot 
To play the umpire in a Beauty match, 

And I were told (as Paris was) to spot 
The girl who seemed to he the fairest catch, 

I scarce conld wait till Gertie chose to trip in, 
Ere I awarded her the winning pippin. 

I do not heed the sneer of Brown, who hints 
Her lower row of pearls nnclasps at wiU, 

Nor Smith, who coarsely states her rosy tints 
Can owe to Nature practically nil; 

To me her curls are of the finest gold. 

Though J ONES has warranted they ’re only rolled. 

I like to stand and watch the supple wrist 
That hews my mid-day snack of ham or heef ; 

I much admire the finely-scnlptnred fist, 

Raised on the marble slab in Bass-relief; 

But, oh ! ’tis Heav’n to touch the lily hand which, 
Lovingly, mustards my anaemic sandwich. 

She is a maiden of capricious moods. 

I catch, at times, a withering retort, 

Or else, in more convivial interludes. 

Hear her demurely whisper “ Mine ’s a port.’* 

At that soft phrase the gilded bar grows brighter. 
And heart (and head) perceptibly the lighter. . 

The lucky man who proudly takes her out 
May reckon on an intellectual treat. 

For over oysters and some double stout 
Her anecdotes are sometimes very neat ; 


She ’ll give a hungry traveller ” a few points 
In her appreciation of the Blue-points ! 

I know that there are some who rashly state 
That he who cottons to her ample skirts 
Becomes in time a tipsy reprobate. 

Who “ follows form ” and dreams of backing eeHs ; — 
They wrong the girl, for I have often stood 
And heard her valedictory ‘‘Be good.” 

And so it is my wish, ere all too soon 
The vulgar potman’s “ Time ” disturbs the air, 

To toast this siren of my pet saloon, 

The marker’s hope, the waiter’s fond despair. 

Ho ! Vintner, to the cellar, — and procure 
A wine as bright as she (and as mature !). 


Answers to Correspondents. 

“ Unempjxyed.” — ^You say you have a passion for entering 
the Boot Trade, but have been discouraged by the difficulty 
of understanding the meaning of the frequent advertise- 
ment: — “Wanted, thoroughly practical Hand-sewn Man.” 
We can easily ei^lain this to you. It is quite an old joke. 
It means that with cobblers, as a class, a stitch in the side 
saves nine. 

“Anti-alien.” — ^Yes, if the organ-grinder refuses to stop 
playing .you are quite justified in blowing a cab-whistle in his 
ear till he moves on. But you are wrong in supposing .that 
this rough method of justice is known as the Lex Italionis. 

\ 

Emblem foe the Ehteote. — ^T te BuUfcog. 
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L’ENTENTE CORDIALE. 


The Count. “Pakdon. Mister, but snow you where is le Oebp-ze Stag?” 

Second Eoreermn. “ Gone to soil in the river. Sir.” certainly dig-hik-out. I thans you 

77,. Count. “Ah, yes! I unuerstani). He is. as one says, gone^o-geound. Then will tee 

Then I go to arrive 1 l’hallali— how you say?— at the bay." - . ^ 


SOMETHING EOR NOTHING. 

Fortified by tbe noble example of 
The Times and The Standard, a, number 
of our leading contemporaries have 
resolved to enbance the inducements to 
a yearly subscription by supplemental^ 
advantages, varying according to tbe 
character of the paper. 

The Spectator, being famous for its 
tender solicitude towards the les^r 
felidoe, has made arrangements for me 
establidiment of a special Oat Club for 
the benefit of its clieniMe. A sumptuo^ 
roof garden has been erected on the 
premises in Wdlington Street, where 
subscribers will be entitled not only to 
the privilege of visiting the quadrupeds 
at aU hours of the day, but of selecting 


and taking home three cats a week. 
Persian and Manx cats will .fso be 
supplied at a slightly higher tariff, ihe 
management of the Cat Club has been 
entrusted to a .relative of Admiral 
Miaoulis, the hero of the Greek War ot 

Independence. . , , ,1 

The British Medical Journal has 
already resolved to put a large aim 
attractive premium on regu^r sub- 
scription. The proprietor ^vea^l 
cordingly inaugurated a Tabloid Olub, 

and win provide subseribers ev^ w^k 
with three phials, eachcontammg fatty (om 
tabloids of every conceivable medicinal 
quality, thus preparing the reader lor 
aU emergencies. ^ , , 

The Editor of T. P.’s Wedkly has made 
arrangements with one of the largest 


dairies in the metropoUs to provide his 
subscribers with three ma^ficent pats 
of Butter on the morning of pubhcation. 

The County Gentleman and Land and 
Water, determined not to be left belnnd 
in this contest of munificence, has decided 
to supply each annual subscnber with 
a portable three-roomed cottage with a 

sliding corrugated iron roof . _ 

The Tailor and Gutter’s oner is also 
singularly attractive, subscribers bemg 
presented every week with either a ccat, 
waistcoat, and trousers, or three pairs 
of trousers, or three waistcoats, or & 
coat and two waistcoats or, in oertam 
cases, three hats. In the event of ^b- 
scribers choosing the last attracton, 
however, it is requested tl^t the hats 
, should not be all worn together. 
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INDULGING IN PERSONALITIES. 

Idly I ttimed over the pages of The 
Aldwych Magazine, and as I did so my 
eye fell listlessly upon the heading, “ A 
Great Personality. X.Y.Z., the Distin- 
guished Novelist. An Appreciation.'* 
Why, I knew the poor creature quite 
well, with his mild flahhy face and his 
weak little eyes. ‘ ‘ His great personality, 
his brilliant eye, his subtle, sonorous 
voice, capable of moving to laughter or 
tears," — ^how had I missed remarking 
these? To me he had ever seemed a 
plaintive little figure, his voice a feeble, 
piping treble. Amazed I read on and 
learnt of his unostentatious generosity, — 
to my knowledge he had once given 
sixpence to a young man who saved 
him from drowning — of his freakish 
humour, — this man whose decorum 
rivalled that of a Scots Elder — of his 
biting sarcasms, his severity of judg- 
ment, — ^this poor little creature whose 
terror of a waiter was only less absurd 
than the obsequious way in which he paid 
a cabman’s overcharges. Where was this 
dazzling creature in whom the Alduyych 
would have me believe ? 

Where ? — Creeping in at the Club 
door. With furtive glances to right 
and left he drew near me. 

^ G-good afternoon,” he began with 
his usual formula. ^‘The w-weather is 
always changeable.” 

‘‘So are other things,” I observed. 
“ Characters, for instance.” 

He glanced at me timidly, and his eye 
fell upon the Aldwych. He shivered. 

“You’ve been reading that? I 
s-suppose you’re a bit surprised ? ” 

“Exactly,” I said. “You’U forgive 
me, but this sketch isn^t quite you. 
How did you manage it ? ” 

“ Everyone could get done in the same 
way if they wanted to,” he piped 
defiantly, — “if they went to the right 
shop, that is.” 

“ The right shop ! ” I echoed. 

“P’raps I had better explain,” he 
said confidingly. “I’m what is called a 
distinguished novelist, you know, and 
so I had to have a personality to keep 
my hold on my public. It ’s necessary, 
you know, nowadays. But I never had 
a personality, and so I could never 
submit to an interview, till one morning 
a prospectus arrived from the Personali- 
ties Supply Company. They provide 
personalities for authors who haven’t 
got any. You get the anecdotes to 
match, too. Then when an interviewer 
calls you just have to teU him to go 
round to the Personality man for any 
particulars about you he may require, in 
the same way as you send him to your 
photographer. You don’t know what 
a relief it is. I wrote off at once, and 
in two days my Personality was ready, 
and when the Aldwych man called upon 


me I just sent him off to the shop, and — 
well, you see the result. You really 
ought to try the people. Wait a minute, 
I ’ve got a prospectus on me now.” 

He handed it to me as he spoke, and 
I read : 

To Authors. 

Do you want a Personality ? Do you 
want, in fact, to be Someone ? Do you 
want men to remove their, hats when 
they see you, to print anecdotes about 
you on the last page of The Westminster 
Gazette? Do you want to appear in 
every important volume of Becollections 
to be published during the next himdred 
years? Above all, do you want to be 
mentioned without the prefix Mr. ? 

If so, We Are The People. 

We fix you up a personality and keep 
it pigeon-holed for immediate reference. 
AU you have to do is to send an inter- 
viewer to us, and we place the details of 
your personality in his hands. 

We supply personalities to all classes 
of the literary profession for cash or on 
easy terms. 

Anecdote Department. 

Anecdotes can be written up and 
handed to the interviewer, or authors 
may have them to circulate privately 
among journalistic friends. We append 
a few specimens of our leading lines : — 

Love of Pet Animals and Oip for 
Be'partee. — “X. has a pet wasp which 
always makes its appearance at his 
dining-table. Many stories are told of 
X. and his pretty pet. One night, 
B,, the well-known publisher, was dining 
with X., the wasp of course being 
present. During the evening B. irri- 
tated the insect, and was, in consequence, 
severely' stung. Springing to his feet, 
he cried, ‘ If I get hold of that creature, 
won’t I deal faithfully with it ! ’ ‘ My 
dear B,,’ exclaimed X., ‘how can you 
deal faithfully? Are you not a pub- 
lisher ? ’ 

X.’s^ new novel is having a large sale, 
and his publisher, who is of course not 
the one just refe^ed to, is about to 
issue a third large impression. 

No anecdotes are more effective than 
those about absent-mindedness, and the 
following, recently supplied to an emi- 
nent philosophic writer, gave great 
satisfaction : — 

“ The absent-mindedness of Blank is 
a source of great anxiety to his friends. 
One^ morning recently, his wife, on 
coming down to breakfast some moments 
later than the well-knovm writer himself, 
was startled by a strange spectacle. On 
the chair usually occupied by her hus- 
band lay a poached egg, and on the 
table, on a piece of toast, pensively 
gazing into space, sat the great philoso- 
pher himself.” 

Please give us a call. 


TO CHLOE. 

(Who admits that she “ cannot read poetry 
for nuts^) 

Milton, unless your nature were forgiving 
From consciousness of power, 

I count it fortunate you are not living 
At this prosaic hour. 

Lovelace, your fair Althea’s eyes might 
glisten 

Without your prison wall, 

But here is one who simply would not 
listen 

To you at all. 

Yet let me take your eloquent confession, 
My Chloe, in good part, 

Though it dismisses in one terse expres- 
sion 

The rhymer and his art ; 

Though at the thought my critic reason 
totters, 

Come, let us part as friends. 

All poets, in your judgment, rank as 
“ rotters,” 

And there it ends. 

At least I see, if something crushed and 
humbled. 

What narrow risks I ran : 

I might myself an hour ago have tumbled 
Beneath your rigorous ban : 

I might have launched some glowing 
panegyric, 

I might have tried to woo 
The amorous Muse iu some impassioned 
lyric. 

Addressed to you. 

My memories of an earlier generation 
Still paint m tender hues 
Maidens with equal powers of fascination, 
But widely different vie^vs ; 

Until comparison becomes alarming, 
And, waking to your smiles, 

I find in you a modem Circe, charming 
With modem wiles. 

You have your rod, your rifle, and your 
driver. 

Your motor caps and slang. 

Your Bridge, at which you seem to 
“ drop a fiver ” 

Each night -without a pang : 

So, if your heart be vrith your treasures, 
Why should I gibe and flout 
Simply because your catalogue of 
pleasures 
Leaves poets out ? 

Indeed, the picturesqueness of your 
phrases 

Has made me scarcely sure 
Whether I might not find my favourites’ 
praises 

More painful to endure ; 

For some ecstatic jargon tripping 
Out of your lively soul 
Might have called Burns and Shelley 
j “ripping,” 

1 Or Keats “ top hole.” 
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Further Desigim^to Sy^ofJ^v^eJndmys who, to ^ ^ 


OPERATIC NOTES. 

Tuesday— Ano&.&c successful evening, but iwt to be 
reckoned among the very, or the most, successful. There w 
a full house to hear Boito’s Mefistofele, which even when 
given here in first-rate style never presented much attraction, 
tither musicaBy or dramatically, to the Common or (Co^nt) 
Garden opera-goer. To-night the Upper Suckles were 
noisy in &eir enthusiasm, and Conductor Mugnone had to 
put in several appearances before the curtain in response to 
the loud calls. It seems a pity that some httle licence is not 
allowed to a conductor, who is m modem 
not got up in costume for any particular part, so that instead 
of perpetually appearing and reappearing merely as himself, 
which Becomes a trifie monotonous for the pdience and a bit 
dull for the recipient of such honours, he nught chmge a dpk 
wig for a light one, and viee mrsd, gk might cover bis fowing 
locks with a scalp, or might come on repesentmg, at different 
times, different composers whose works he nmy ^ve been in- 
ducting. This is merely thrown out as a hint ; probably as 
a suggestion it wiUbe thrown out again or ratber cbuck^. 

oife more unto the opera, d^r faends! Those who 
know Gounod’S Faust, and hear Boito’s Mefistofele tor the 
Lt time, must feel a bit “confoo2a^” by the prologue and 
by such an arrangement of Acts and Scenes as offers only an 


occasional glimpse of our old friend Faust rejuvenated, of 
Margaret the flirty, of MaHha the flighty, and of our pop^OT 
Mephistopjieles, to whom this Mefistofele seems a sort of dis- 

S*iCT^ra°GiACEEm, as Margherita and Me^, acted famly 
weUtnd sang charmingly, though not up to heraelf m other 
operas. Signora Zuccaku showed hers^ fairly capabto as i 
Marta and Tantalis. Signor Didde. md^erendy made hp to 
represent this undecided variety of a Mua^ Mefisto \ 

and acted weU. Signor Zenateiio rendered the music allotted 
to Faust with grit feeling, and Signor Zuc(m must have 
astonished himiH when doubling the parts of lUMu^ and 
Nereus. Pity a little special Wagnerim m^ive could not be 
introduced into the accompaniments when Wr^ner comeson , 
for Bono is occasionally uncommonly Wa^man. 

Scenery and stage arrangements exceUetrt. Great entnu- 
piflgm fOT Signor Zbnatemo and Signora Guoh^, as the 
beautiful (just from Paris), in_ th^‘ FarrmiM 
sima,” and “Ah ! Amore rmsteno, m the Fourth Act, which 

indeed went admirably througbont. 

— " ' ' ' ~~ • 
Tlie ** Situation^’ in St. Petersburg. 

“To-night finds the Government contooUiM the bay^te 
and the populace sitting upon thei^ wMe General ThEPoir 
eihorts the people not to atrrT—Dmly Matt. 
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LILLIAN. 

“VI.— A Slight Mistaee. 

At half-past-three Lilliant whistled 
for Cecilia, the new fox-terrier, and 
walked over to see how I was getting 
on. I am looking after my brother 
Arthur’s house while he and Grace are 
in town, and the duties and responsibili- 
ties are great. In the very first week 
an epidemic carried off twenty-four 
ducks, while a most valuable and highly- 
prized plant drooped and declined on 
the herbaceous border. This was out- 
side the house. Inside there was a 
drawing-room chair that broke its leg ; 
and the usual casualties were recorded 
from the kitchen. I am troubled with 
a rather mercenary brother and sister- 
in-law ; and it was much 
more to them that a chair 
had lost its castor than that 
a near and dear relative had 
severely barked his^ shin in 
trying to jump over it. 

Anyhow I decline aU re- 
sponsibility for the plant. 

The life of oux humble garden 
relations is, alas ! an uncer- 
tain one. To-day they are, 
and to-morrow somebody has 
uprooted them, honestly think- 
ing (whatever Arthur may 
say about idiots) that they 
■were weeds. 

I mention these things to 
explain why, when Lillian 
came round, I was in a 
distant part of the grounds, 
keeping an eye on the head- 
gardener. Lillian, having 
called all over the house for 
me, was about to look outside, 
when a book on the hall table 
caught her eye. She picked it 
up casually, glanced at the end 
and saw that they married all 
right, glanced at the beginning and saw 
that the heroine’s name was Lillian (in 
the end, of course, it was ‘‘ Darling,” and 
things like that) ; and then she gradually 
sank on to a settle and explored the 
middle part of the work. I am blamed 
for many things, and sometimes rightly 
so; but was it my fault that Mrs. 
MaV oettr chose this moment for calling 
on Grace? 

Mrs. MarGetts had only just come to 
our part of the country. Grace had 
called some weeks ago and had found 
her out. Now Mrs. MEabgettS was return- 
ing the call, and Grace was in town. 
Some people have all the luck. 

Lillian belongs to the No Hat Brigade. 
Mrs. Margetts saw her through the open 
hali-door, bare-headed, curled up in the 
settle, and very comfy. She came to a 
fairly natural conclusion. 

The sun was behind Mrs. Margetts, 
and her very substantial shadow was 


over the pages of Lillian’s book. Lillian 
looked up lazily, and then jumped to 
her feet with a little Oh ! ” Mrs. 
Margetts pushed her way in. 

“ How do you do, Mrs. Meadowes ? ” she 
said. “ May I come in ? ” 

Arthur is Mr. Meadowes, and so I 
suppose am I. But Lillian is cei*tainly 
not Mrs. Meadowes. I can imagine her 
look of surprise, her frown as she thought 
for a moment, and then the almost 
inaudible and sudden gurgle of laughter 
with which she accepted her new name. 

“ Oh, do come in,” said Lillian. I ’m 
afraid you found me asleep, or very 
nearly. I’m so sorry to be in such a 
state.” 

^‘When you called,” said Mrs. Mar- 
getts, “I was unfortunate enough to be 


out. It was the day of dear Lady 
Robinson’s garden party, if I remember 
right. You were not there, I think ? ” 

“I think not,” said Lillian. 

“ No. She is, of course, a little 
exclusive, but ” 

“ One has to be,” said Lillian. 

This was the moment that I chose for 
coming in. I had seen Cecilia, and 
knew that Lillian was about. 

“ Lillian ! ” I shouted, as I came into 
the hall. Then I saw Mrs. Margetts, 
and apologised. 

‘‘Not at aU, dear Mr. Meadowes,” said 
Mrs. Margetts. “I think all this in- 
formality, breaks the ice so much better, 
don’t you? I found your charming 
wife ” 

“Would you ring the beU, please — 
Arthur ? ” said Lillian, quickly. 

It was only two yards to the bell, but 
I did a lot of thinking in that time. 
When I came back I said that I had 


been helping the gardener plant gera- 
niums aU the afternoon, and that I 
thought a wash — at the word “wash ” I 
made hurriedly for the door. 

At the word “wash” Lillian looked 
at her hands and said : “ If you ’re going 
to the hathroom, Arthur, I left my rings 
there. You might ” 

I stopped and looked at her. 

“ No, never mind,” she added ; “ you ’d 
probably drop them somewhere.” She 
turned to Mis. Margetts. “He is so 
clumsy,” I heard her say. 

That was a nice way to speak of a 
husband ! Lillian was evidently going 
right through with her part. Women 
seem to think that they can say anything 
they like about their male relations. 
And they always generalise so fearfully. 

They don’t say, “Owing to 
the carelessness of Jane, the 
parlour -maid, in leaving a 
smaU carved stool in the 
middle of the conservatory 
floor, he accidentaUy tripped 
and knocked over father’s 
bowl of goldfish yesterday,” 
but “He is so clumsy ! ” 

On my way to the wash, I 
met a maid and told her to 
put tea outside. I can depart 
from the strict truth so much 
more picturesquely in the 
open air. Indoors I feel 
cramped, and am no sort of 
a conspirator. When I j oined 
them at tea I felt ready for 
anything. 

Lillian was in splendid form 
and talked as if she had been 
married to me for years. One 
characteristic of hers is that 
she never forestaUs trouble. I 
don’t myself much, but I must 
say that I was rather wondering 
where this joke of hers would 
lead IIS to. Lillian, though, 
was quite childishly happy and peaceful ; 
and she stopped her conversation with 
Mrs. Margetts now and then to say 
“More tea, dear?” to me in the most 
natural way. 

Now Mrs. Margetts was short-sighted, 
and she was the sort of person who is 
too immensely interested in herself to 
take much notice of anybody else. She 
might easily meet Arthur some weeks 
later, and never know that he was not 
the man she had met before. We were 
as like as most brothers. But Lillian 
and Grace were so very different — one 
being dark and one fair. Besides, I 
had called her Lillian several times. 
The only way 

“Lillian, dear,” I said, “I think you 
had better go in. It^s getting damp, 
and you know what the doctor said. 
You were saying, Mrs. Margetts, that 
you would like to see the stables ? ” 

When Lillian had gone, I said : 
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“ I am so afraid of my wife’s tealtli. 
Tke doctors say that at almost any 

moment ” I broke ofE in a voice 

choked, as I hoped Mrs. Hargetts would 
notice, with emotion. But she only 
said, 

“ You have a cold yourself.” 

I couldn’t stop to explain. I went on : 

“ My wife is a great sufferer.” 

“All wives are, Mr. Meadowes,” she 
said. 

“ Death,” I tried again, “ death is ever 
present. In the midst of life, you 
know, Mrs. Margetts ” 

“ You should get insured, “ she said. 
“ Or perhaps you are ? ” 

“ The terrible part of it all,” I said, 
“ is that one has a position to keep up — 
one must be married — ^you understand ? 
The social demands on one .... if the 
worst happened .... tell me you don’t 

think second marriages 

wicked, Mrs. Margetts ? 

It would never be the 
same of course, but . . .” 

“It wiU be a cold ^ 

drive back, I’m think- iTlj inrj 
ing,” said Mi-s. Margetts. 

I made a last desperate ^ 

“I think if I ever 
married again, I should ^ 

choose somebody with a 
name like Grace,” I said. 

“It is so— so comfort- 

“Well?”* I said to 
Lillian five minutes 
later 

“Oh, Dick, I had to. 

I wanted to see what it 
felt like. And now 
what’s going to hap- 
pen?” ‘ 

“She’ll meet Grace, and think 
Arthur ’s a bigamist.” 

“ Unless I die first.” 

“Well, I tried to persuade her you 
were going to. I fancy she ’s an optimist 
about such things.” 

“ There ’s one good thing,” said Lillian 
suddenly. “ Obviously I can’t call there 
now. Hooray, and I don’t care what 
father says.” 

“ There ’s another good thing,” I said. 
“ You ’ve had some useful practice.” 

Lillian looked gravely at me. 

I .make a sort of weekly report to 
Arthur of what has been going on. I 
thought this affair worth inclusion, 
though Lillian thought not. He replied, 
among other things : “ I began to wonder 
when you ’d make a real genuine ass of 
yourself. You ’ve been pretty near once 
or twice, but this is tfee effort.” That 
gives you some idea of his style. I 
filled my tobacco-pouch and went out to 
feed the goat. * 


THE STRAPHANGER. 

I AM the Straphanger. 

I am one of a million swaying souls 
who travel underground to the vast city. 

I stand in the aisle, one of a million, 
every morning, swaying this way and 
that. 

I see how limitless is the capacity of 
the car ; lam but one of a million ; yet 
my heart is full of hope, fuU of hope, I 
say, that one day I shall get a seat (if I 
travel on the line long enough). 

I shall travel for years and years and 
years. I shall be among the million 
souls who will one day get a seat. 

I am young and vigorous; I am so 
forbearing, so patient, so meek and 
uncomplaining. Something within me 
(I cannot explain what) tells me I shall 
one day get a seat. 



mi i 



A MORNING PERFORMANCE. 

I long to read my crisp, newsy paper. 
But I must preserve my balance, I must 
hold on to my umbrella, I must keep 
people off my feet. 

I am the Straphanger. 

I rejoice to think I have even a strap. 
I say I rejoice, I swell with pride, and 
an old gentleman tells me I am taking 
up more than my share of room. 

I have asked the sonorous guard if the 
men and women who are sitting down 
ever leave the car, or whether they sit 
on aU night so as to make sure of a seat 
the next morning. 

I am jolted — say I am jolted, but 
that is not aU by quite a long way ; I 
5 am jerked, I am jostled, I am pushed, I 
am shoved. 

I am the Straphanger. 

I see men seated with heads buried in 
their newspapers, so that it is impossible 
for them to notice some ladies who are 
standing up. 

I see a man who lowers bis paper : 
he has folded it up and offered Hs seat 


to a lady. (He is getting out at this 
station.) 

I see a comrade in the distance who 
tells me he once sat dovm in this car. 
It was on the floor. The car had stopped 
suddenly. 

I hear the chattering of a hundred 
fresh young lady shoppers. About them 
are arranged a hundred tired city men 
who have been obliged to give up their 
seats for them. 

I am pained. I am a city man myself. 
I may have to do this in the great 
spacious future when I get a seat. 

I see a small man, a spare, insignificant 
man get out and eight big men get in. 

I am among my comrades, large- 
hearted, generous-minded, self-sacrific- 
ing Comrades. (It’s useless to push, 
Sir, I cannot move an inch.) 

I am in it, I feel I am, and of it, the 

heart of a great system, 

the supreme perfection 
M up-to-date travelling. 

I am the — [Any gen- 

m Ui tleman give up his 

I wn/i oblige a 

fc| P NEWZEALANDZIC-ZAGS. 

Wimamf// Punch learns from 

usual journalistic 

M That the Antipodes 

M can produce a dozen 

better teams than the 
stalwarts now touring 

y 2. That the team at 

presentengrossingatten- 
/ tion was sent over for 

rest and change, and is 
under orders to “go 
steady.” 

3. That and are engaged 

in sedentary employment down under, 
but get a little croquet on Saturday 
afternoons. 

4. That the chilblain on ’s little 

toe is progressing favourably. 

5. That one of the most strikmg 
points in the behaviour of the Colonials 
is their extraordinary good humour at 
the dose of play. 

6. That, amongst other things, the 
“Maorilanders” are teaching us mode- 
ration in language, Mr. Dixon, their 
manager, stating that so far he is satis- 
fied with the financial aspect of the tour, 
and is inclined to think it will be self- 
supporting on an average gate of £600. 

7. That the “ Silverleaves ” are sensi- 
tive to our climatic conditions, and 
England may win in a fog. 

8. That history repeats itself, and 
“ Scots wha hae wi’ Wallace bled ” are 
not unlikely, when again brought in con- 
tact with him, to renew this painful 
experience. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

In Old Oak Furniture (JMethden) Mr. Frederick Boe has 
found the subject of a fascinating work. We all vaguely like 
old furniture, sometimes worshipping with equal satisfaction 
faked-Tip specimens. Mr. Roe knows his old arm-chair 
literally au fond^ and writes about it with contagious enthu- 
siasm. Old oak furniture is ajreasure-trove for novelists by 
no means exhausted by the bard of The Old Oak Chest known 
to the Baron’s (not de Bookworm’s) retainers blithe and gay. 
My Baronite notes a gruesome tragedy in connection with a 
bedstead formerly housed at the “ Blue Boar ” Inn in Leicester. 
In the time of good Queen BevSS the inn was kept by one Clark, 
who suddenly assumed an appearance of affluence inadequately 
accounted for by opportunities for using tankards of short 
measure. In time the secret was out. His wife “going to 
make a bed hastily and shaking the bedstead, a piece of 
gold dropped out.” On further examination it was discovered 
that the bedstead in which, according to tradition, Richard 
THE Third once slept, had a double bottom. The space 
between was fiUed with gold coins. When Clark died, 
leaving his wealth to his widow, she, resigned unto the 
heave:ffly will, kept on the “Blue Boar” still. The money 
awakening the cupidity of a maidservant, she with intent to 
obtain it did her mistress to death. The maid was duly 
hanged all in a row with seven male accomplices. All in 
the churchyard lie and none in Heaven. The attractiveness 
of Old Oak Furniture naturally leads to desire on the part of 
ingenious craftsmen to oblige with fresh specimens furtively 
made on the premises. Mr. Roe points out how our own 
Victoria and Albert Museum entertained unawares several 
specimens of the craft. The book presents numerous repro- 
ductions of charming pieces of old furniture. 

A Woman of the World, by Ella Wheeler Wilcox (Cassell), 
is made up of imaginary letters of advice to imaginary people 
on the most intimate affairs of life. These letters must, so 
this Assistant Reader thinks, have appeared previously in 
some American journal devoted to the interests of the sex. 
So great a mass of high-toned, but serenely platitudinous, 
morality cannot have been written at one fed go by any 
mortal. The correspondence is of that special sort in which 
the person addressed is first put in possession of a great many 
of those details of his own history with which he or she must 
be perfectly familiar, and then the little sermon begins, now 
arch and coy, now hortatory and almost (but not quite) angry. 
List, oh list, to the advice bestowed on Edna Gordon during 
her honeymoon : — “ Do not expect a husband to be happy 
and contented with a continuous diet of love and sentiment 

and romance I have known an adoring young wife 

to irritate ^ Cupid so he went out and sat on the doorstep, 
contemplating flight, by continual neglect of small duties. . . 

. . The towel-rack was empty just when he (the husband) 
wanted his bath, and his bedroom slippers were always 
kicked so far under the bed” [this must have been temper] 
“ that he was obliged to crawl on all fours to reach them. 
Then his loving spouse was sure to want to be 'cuddled’ 
when he was smoking his cigar and reading ” [how did Elt.a 
know all this ?], “a triple occupation only possible to a human 
freak with three arms, four eyes, and two mouths.” Seven 
years later, however, Mr. Charles Gordon, the husband of 
Edna, gets his share. Edna is neglected and suffering. 

“ What Edna craves,” writes Mrs. Wiloox to the neglecting 
Charles, “ is your love, your attention, sympathy, not the 
service of paid domestics. She wants you to notice her fading 
bloom, and to take her in your arms, and say, tenderly, 

‘ Little girl, we must get those old roses back. And we must 
go away for a new honeymoon, all alone, and forget every 
care, even if we forget the babies for a few clays.’ .... I 
remember at your own board you made me uncomfortable 


I talking about my complexion, which you chose to say was 
I 'remarkable for a woman of my age ’. . . . and all the time 
I saw the tears hidden back under the lids of Edna's tired 
eyes, and a hurt look on her pale face.” AU I can say is that 
Charles was very very naughty, that his manners were not 
nice, and that I don’t believe (much as I should like to) that 
he ever took Edna away for that new honeymoon. Ah, how 
true it is that life is one long disappointment ! “ It is you, 

Charles Gordon, who must cure your wife of nerves, hysteria, 
and incipient jealousy, not I.” There are many more such 
gems in this “ bland, passionate, and deeply religious ” book 

The Sword of Gideon (Cassell) is the effective sounding, 
but somewhat irrelevant, title given by Johk Bloujtdelle- 
Burtok to his latest novel, which describes the adventures 
of one Bevill Bracton, who, having transferred his rather 
shaky ffllegiance from the Jacobite service to that of Queen 
Aism, is so struck by the miniature portrait of a pretty 
English lady, a prisoner, as Lord Peterborough informs 
him, in the hands of the French, that he at once offers to 
bring her back to her sorrowing^ friends and relatives, and 
thus win for himself a commission from Queen Ant^e and 
the Duke of Marlborough. The gaUant Baron attempted 
to foUow the dashing young adventurer, but found the way 
wearisome. Some readers may, perhaps, be interested in the 
quest of the heroine. The Baron contents himself with Mr. 
W. H. Margetsok’s clever and weU-executed iUiistrations. 


Messrs. Treherote issue what Mr. Douglas Sladeij calls “A 
Peace Edition” of his More Queer Things about Jay an. It 
contains all the material given in the first edition, including 
the rare illustrations reproduced from the works of Japanese 
artists, supplemented by*a yreeis of the terms of peace and 
a skeleton history of the mighty conflict they terminated. 
This adds permanent value to a work which my Baronite, 
having visited the country, can testify gives a clear and 
picturesque insight into life in Japan. 


Nothing is better-calculated to serve the cause of truth than 
the enlightenment of partisan leaders by the labour of such 
careful, painstaking, liberal-minded students of history as are 
represented by Abbot Gasquet, D.D., author of Henry the Third 
and the Church (George Bell & Sons). Recognising the 
divine right of a supreme authority lawfully and properly 
exercising its powers, Dr. Gasquet never shrinks from candidly 
admitting and contemning its abuses, nor does he ever 
attempt to justify what common sense must honestly denounce 
as unjustifiable. This scholaady-written and well-considered 
work shows, as clearly as possible, how the road, in England, 
was prepared for the onward march of the Reformers by 
those who, at the time, never for one moment foresaw what 
was to be the ultimate result of 
the work for which m-undane 
ambition, utter selfishness, and 
unchristian scheming had sup- 
plied the materials. In fields 
where good men should have 
reaped a bounteous harvest, 
tares were sown, ill weeds grew 
apace, and herbs of grace were 
rare. “Meddle and muddle” 
sums up the policy and action, 
both Royal and Papal, at this 
early period of our civil and 
ecclesiastical history. 


BAEON 



“A Lay Liturgist ” writes to us, “I see 'The Short Ser- 
vice Experiment ’ ably advocated for the Army. Why not 
let the clergy try it for the laity? The shorter the service 
th© better, and no sermon.” 


CHARIVARIA. 

The value of British protestatious of 
friendship for Germany may, it is said 
ia Berlin, he gauged by the fact tot 
extraordinary precautions are being taken 
to prevent spies obtaining any details oi 
our battleships now 
imder construction. 


At a banquet 
given to the dele- 
gates of Mutual Aid 
Societies in Paris 
last weeh, 25,000 
bottles of red wine, 

25.000 bottles of 
white wine, 25,000 
bottles of beer, and 

10.000 bottles of 
champagne were 
provided, yet every 
delegate reached 
his home in safety. 
That shows what 
Mutual Aid can do. 

Some workmen 
at Blackburn, 
splitting a piece of 
stone, discovered 
embedded in it 
worm supposed to 
be 1,000 years old. 
“A Constant Reader 
of The S'pectator'' 
alleges that the 
animal, while in- 
terested to hear 
that King Edwaed 
was stih on the 
throne, betrayed 
some emotion on 
learning that 
Ethelfleda was no 
more. 

In Society, says 
The Lady's Pie- 
torial, “lighter 
food, lighter drink, 
lighter clothes, 
lighter jewels, 
lighter boots, 
lighter gloves,^ is 
the cry.” Nothing, 
however, is said of 
lighter morals 


says The Grand Magazine, “ with brains 
I enough to form the Government or run 
any great industry, from the London and 
North-Western Railway to The Times:' 
Miss Mj^ie Coreixi is amused to note 
i that the press boycott against her is not 
yet at an end. 


A four-wheeled cab collided with an 
omnibus in Holborn last week, and 
proceedings under the Explosives Act 
are to be taken against the driver of 
the cab. 



'‘Halloa, there! Are you mista^g this for the Fifth of 

'‘Now YOU REMIND ME OF IT — ^YES.” 


A pigeon which 
left Rennes on 
June 17 has only 
just arrived at 
Manchester, The 
bird speaks enthu- 
siastically of Paris. 


It has transpired 
that many doctors 
now charge only 
sixpence for advice 
and medicine, even 
though, in some 
cases, the advice 
alone is worth that 
amount. 


To prevent dis- 
appointment we 
should add that the 
scale of charges 
referred to has not 
yet spread to Har- 
ley Street, where 
old customs are 
clung to with affec- 
tionate tenacity. 

We are glad to 
be able to say that 
the report that Mr. 
Surao is indisposed 
is untrue. The 
rumour arose from 
the statement that 
he would not pro- 
duce a new play 
next week. 


Their present lightness seems to give 
general satisfaction. 

The safe which was recently stolen 
from Haxell’s Hotel was discovOTed last 
week in a lonely spot on Wa^t^d 
Mats, but its contents, estimated at ^^6, 
were missing. This confirms the police 
theory that the object of the &eft was 
to obtain the contents of the safe. 

“There are six women in London,” 


A petition measuring seven iniles in 
length is to be prespted to Parliament 
next session protesting against the -nvi- 
section of dogs. It is rumoured that, to 
add to its effect, the petition is to be 
enclosed in a case modelled after the 
similitude of a gigantic dachshund. 

We learn from an advertisement in 
The Daily Telegraph that a ]fc. Jack 
David Keuszihski has changed his name 
to OuEZOK. It will be interesting to see 


Sir Oliver Lodge 
declares that the 
sun is shrinking, 
and that in twenty 
million years it 
win be incapable 
November?” of warming the 

earth. As a result 
of this statement 
there has been an abnormal demand for 
artificial heating apparatus, nervous folks 
fearing that the prices may be raised 
later on. 

The date of the appearance, at the 
Norwich Police Court, of a Passive 
Resister wearing a red jersey and a 
sash inscribed “We wiU fight the 
Government,” was the 9th and not the 
6th of November as has been erroneously 
stated. 


VOL. oxxix. 
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RICHARD ABOVE HIMSELF AGAIN- 

[Mr. Richard Seddon, Premier of New Zealand, Kas teen making a 
speech. The Times publishes a cable to the effect that “as regards 
Japanese immigration Mr. Seddon declared that Japanese would not be 
allowed to come to New Zealand, and that the colony would refuse to 
be dictated to in the matter.”] 

Eichard ! ’neath whose awful thumb, 

Like a god’s that goes on wheels 
Britain’s nether isles are dumb, 

And adjacent Ocean reels ; — 

Wo who catch at times a rumour 
Touching things that you have said 
Find our homely sense of humour 
Hampered by a latent dread 

Lest our Richard’s health should suffer from a swelling in 
the head. 

You have spoken : “ I am he 
Who will give the alien pause ; 

None shall dare dictate to me 
On our local yellow laws : 

In a land that teems with gentle 
TJncontaminated hearts, 

Never shall the Oriental 
Dump his diabolic arts, 

Or pollute our pearly geysers or defde our meaty marts ! 

But the peoples whom you brand 
As a swaim of noxious flies — 

Does your Highness understand 
They include our own allies ? 

Men whose valour, strength, and station 
We win not just now review, 

Save to vent the observation 
(WTiich, in any case, is true) : — 

Those u^hom we delight to honour should be good enough for 
you I ' 

Kindly note this useful fact : — 

Friends of ours are friends of yours ; 

They implicitly contract 
Not to raid your helpless shores ; 

Else the Japs, whom you of Zealand 
Treat as something rather vile, 

Might to-morrow lift their heel and 
With a deferential smile 

Flatten honourable Seddon, if they thought it worth their while. 

You have manners yet to learn 
Such as Eastern nations teach ; 

You must make it your concern 
To amend your style of speech. 

Talk no more of our intrusion 
In affairs beyond the seas, 

You who nursed the fond illusion 
That you had a right to sneeze 
When the Rand that hired the heathen never asked you, 
“ May we, please ? ” 

Can it be your head is turned 
By your team of Rugby “ Blacks ” ? 

Has the glory they have earned 
Set you trotting in their tracks ? 

WeU, it ’s not mere weight and gristle ; 

You must also play the game, 

Or the referee may whistle 
And you’ll have yourself to blame 
1 f you got a free-kick planted where you don’t expect the same. 

0. S. 


ALL HANDS TO THE BOATS! 

The case of the L.C.C. Steamboat service appears to be 
fairly desperate, at any rate in view of the approaching 
winter, and something must be speedily done to restore its 
attractions for the mass of Londoners. We appeal to the 
patriotic, sentimental, and sporting instincts of our various 
readers on behalf of these pretty and useful playthings of 
the bygone summer. Any one of the following suggestions 
will, we are sure, prove efficacious. We therefore beg to 
recommend : — 

That the fifty-seven members of the County Council who 
voted for the retention of the service (with their wives, 
families, and relatives within the prohibited degrees) be 
compelled to make at least two steamboat journeys a day, to 
and from business, in all weathers. 

That Mr. John Burns, L.C.C., be appointed Commodore, 
and be further empowered to patrol the river armed to the 
teeth, for twelve hours each day, and to deal with recalcitrant 
ratepayers and editorial “ruffians” according to the laws of 
war. 

That the New Zealand football team be induced to patronise 
the more seaworthy of the boats as often as possible in the 
course of their frequent peregrinations, and thus — in the 
intervals of distributing autographs and private information 
as to their pet names — to rehearse their great forthcoming 
act of sitting on the ruins of any bridge into which the vessels 
may happen to bump. 

That every passenger brave enough, in face of a mid- 
November fog or frost, to take a ticket from Hammersmith 
to the Old Swan Pier, and sufficiently lucky to reach his 
destination alive, be presented with the Imperial Service 
Order, the F.O.S., or some similar decoration. 

That the fleet be relabelled throughout with names of 
more modern and recognisable heroes than such as OZa/, 
Fitzalwyn^ or Edmund Ironside (though this latter is perhaps 
appropriate in collisions). “Gallaher,” “Bernard Shaw,” 
“Wallace” (the All Black, of course, not the “ Wha Hae ” 
person), “C. B. Fry,” “Little Tich,” “ Sandow,” “Lipton,” 
and many other up-to-date appellations would be much 
more certain to draw. 

That the road-laying authorities be encouraged to pursue 
their present obstructive tactics and repave the principal 
thoroughfares at their usual rate. This should tide the 
steamboats over the winter. 

That Missing Treasure should be largely advertised as 
hidden in one or more of the vessels, not, of course, in the 
funnels or engine-room. 

That The Times and Standard Book Clubs take the matter 
up and add the management of river trips (out of season) to 
their varied activities. Once let their subscribers be con- 
vinced that it is an inestimable privilege, and there will be 
a five-weeks’ waiting-list at each of the piers. 

That daily bumping races be held between the various 
steamboats over the course, eastward in the morning and 
westward in the evening. This would ^eatly accelerate the 
speed and promote the interest and excitement of a voyage. 
The strict University rules need not be adhered to. Any 
boat that made a bump would still go fuH-speed ahead and 
try to “ win her paddles” by a consecutive series of similar 
achievements. 

That, finally, all the inhabitants of London who object to 
the alarming increase in the rates be persuaded to spend 
their remaining cash on steamboat journeys, and thus — on 
the^ principle of taking in each other’s washing — ^relieve 
their own indebtedness, Zig-Zag.' 








THE DOCTOR'S VISIT. 

Sir F— » ..j. 

declared that its phenomena were beneficent in pnipose, and &at t , „ iiaaccorapanied by a selection of benevolent 

any sufferer. '■' — 


NERVES IN NUBIA. 

f** A party of Society ladies and gentlemen, 
titled and otherwise, will leave London on 
November 16, for a luxurious encampment 
pitched in the African desert, in sear^ of 
health and the despatch of ennui.”— Dazit/ 
Chronicle.'} 

With a copy of The Daily Ghvoni^e 
in my hand I hurried to the Chib wliich 
Josephine honours with her presence, 
if not always withhef subscriptions, in 
the hope that she would be able to give 
me fuller information about this year s 
pilgrimage into the desert in search of 
relief for Society’s jaded nerves. ^ 

“ Are you ? ” I began, opening the 

Chronicle, 

“ Yes ! ” said Josephine, enthusias- 
tically, “ and isn’t it a perfectly beautiful 

But what made you all think of it ? ” 

I asked. “Was it ” ^ 

“Yesl” said Josephine, it was the 
terrible need for rest in this modem 


whirlpool we call Society. Wherever 
one looks one sees noble inen and women 
overworking themselves in aU kinds of 
ways, at the beck and call of dress- 
makers and tailors, with weary piles of 
the latest novels to read, skating lessons 
at Prince’s, new theatres_ to visit, new 
plays to see — and then Bridge ! 

Here her emotion overcame her, and 
I had to wait a moment or two before I 
could put my next question. 

“Has a site been chosen for the en- 
campment ? ” I then asked. 

''Oh, yes,” said Josephine, “a sweet 
little spot on the borders of a palm- 
shaded grove. And there we shall just 
bask in the sun ah day long, and forget 
our chains ! Each tent wih be absolutely 
perfect in every way, but at the same 
time exquisitely simple — just a few 
beautiful rugs, a little real Chippendale, 
and a few choice engravings— electric 

light, of course, to play Bridge by 

“ Bridge ! ” I exclaimed. 


“As al relaxation ! ” said Josepehne, 
hastily, “ not as the weary business it is 
in tcwn.” 

“And will you receive letters while 
you are in the desert?” was my next 
query, “or wiU the Rest Cure exclude 
the post?” 

“ A noted nerve specialist wih accom- 
pany the party,” answered Josephine, 
consulting a pamphlet in her hand, and 
he wih open all letters and read aloud 
to us the parts that wih interest and 
amuse without exciting.” I 

“Not private letters?” I exclaimed, 
aghast, 

“ Of course not ! ” said Josephine, im- 
patiently. “How siUy you are! _ But 
don’t interrupt. The same plan wih be 
fohowed with regard to newspapers. 
Then we are thinking of pubhshing a 
little paper of our own — the Nubum 
Neivs — nothing heavy,** of course, just 
Society news, desert gossip, clever say- 
I ings of memlDers of the [party, what w‘e 
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r.re wearing, the winners at Bridge, and 
interesting little things of that kind.” 

“And will yon adopt the Eastern 
dress? ” I inquired, meditatively. 

“ With modifications,” said Josephine. 
“A stafF of experienced Parisian artistes 
will go out with ns, who will adapt the 
Eastern draperies to individual tastes. 
Then there will he a beauty specialist 
who will look after our complexions 
after we have basked in the sun. There 
must be no anxieties of any kind 
allowed to intrude, you see, or the whole 
idea will be spoilt.” 

“ And how about Church Parade ? ” I 
asked ; “you will miss that, won’t you ? ” 

“Oh no,” said Josephene. “A dear, 
delightful marabout with the most pei- 
fect manners is to come and instruct us 
in desert religions. After all, there is 
so much real earnestness in Society, if 
people would only believe it! Why, 
Adeline and Maud wouldn’t miss Church 
Parade for any consideration whatever!” 

“And how about the cost of it all?” 
I asked. 

“ Oh, a mere nothing ! ” said Josephine, 
airily. “ Now don’t be stupid, and want 
to know exactly how much! And we 
mean to come back in March as fit as 
possible to take up our work again.” 

“And will any books of travel be 
written ? ” I inquired. 

“Well,” said Josephine, doubtfully, 
“ we shall all keep diaries, of course — 
do remind me to get one at the Stores 
to-morrow — and perhaps that dear clever 
Mr. Hichens — he did write The Garden 
of Flames, didn’t he ? — ^wiU. be so kind 
as to just look through them for us 
when we come back, and see that we 
have spelt the names of the places 
properly. But aU this time you haven’t 
told me what you think of it?” she added 
reproachfully, as I got up to go. 

“ I think you are to be warmly con- 
gratulated,” said I, “ on having, for this 
winter at any rate, solved the problem 
of what to do with the Unemployed ! ” 


MR. BIGTREE BRAND’S 
NEW PLAY. 

Interview with the Author. 

(With acknowledgments to the “ Daily News”) 

Cautiously entering the sanctum of 
the illustrious poet-author on aU fours 
I glanced inquiringly at him as he sat 
in his curule chair, elegantly gowned 
in a flowing toga profusely embroidered 
with laticlaves, ampuUse, and other 
sesquipedal embroidery. My silent 
query was promptly answered. “You 
may stand,” observed Mr. Philip Stephens 
in a rich thorough-bass, and on my 
complying with his courteous request he 
at once launched out into a copious yet 
precise commentary on his newly finished 
drama. 


“ I have written my drama,” said Mr. 
Stephens, “ in blank verse, as usual, with 
plenty of Alexandrines, trochaic tetra- 
meters and hecatompods, and have 
divided it into a prologue, thirteen mono- 
logues, four catalogues, and an apologue 
or epilogue — forget which. Nero is, 
of course, the central figure, round which 
gravitates a host of impressivepersonages, 
but without ever encroaching on Nero's 
limelight. 

“ The action takes place partly at Rome 
and partly at Baiae, the Brighton of 
Imperial Rome, thus affording exceptional 
scope for a magnificent stage pageant, 
including the walk of the Roman 
fceneratoreSy the performance of Ethio- 
pian tzbicines, mixta halnea, etc. The 
mounting of the play, it is almost super- 
fluous to mention, will be carried out by 
Mr. Bigteee Brand with his well-known 
care for sumptuous realism. 

“ The last scene, especially, will be of 
dazzling, I had almost said scorching, 
brilliance. It gives a vivid representa- 
tion of the famous burning of Rome, 
when the Imperial City was like a 
gigantic furnace, for the feeding of which 
Mr. Bram and a corps of fifty Stokers 
have been specially retained. Fire engines 
specially constructed from designs taken 
from Pompeian graffiti will be employed 
to extinguish the conflagration. The 
scenery employed will be entirely made 
of asbestos.” 

“The subject, I take it, is treated 
from a Pagan point of view ? ” I queried. 

“Pagan, I regret to say,” was the 
answer, “though I admit that I was 
sorely tempted to introduce the element 
of Christian science into the plot.” 

“How does your story unfold itself 
on the stage, then ? ” 

“Well, as I have already observed, 
there are thirteen monologues, for each 
of which Nero dons a different wig. 
Nero's pre-occupation with his chevelure 
was his ruling passion. An accomplished 
musician, he had the terrible misfortune 
— ^like Mr. Rooeeeeller, whose clear-cut 
physiognomy is distinctly Neronian in 
its contour — to be bald. That was the 
great tragedy of his life. Imagine M. 
Paderewski in a wig, or Dr. W. G. Grace 
in a false beard ! As Pope sings : — 

* Beauty draws us with a single hair.’ 

But to the bald this consolation is denied. 
His mother Agrippina knew the secret 
and he slew her. Po^cea found it out, 
and paid for the knowledge with her life. 
An allusion to his infirmity appeared in 
the Acta Diuma or Daily Mail of Rome, 
and the infuriated potentate retaliated 
by burning down his own capital.” 

“ Is there any historical foxmdation for 
this explanation of Nero's excesses ? ” I 
asked. 

“ None whatever,” replied the poet- 
author. “ It is entirely [original, it has 


never been put forward before, and it 
fuUy explains the otherwise inexplica- 
ble. Mr. Clarkson is convinced of its 
accuracy. As he said to me only yester- 
day, ‘ How lucky for you that Mr. G. R. 
Sims did not live nineteen hundred years 
ago I 

“ Will much stress be laid on Nero's 
skill as a musician ? ” I ventured to ask. 

“ Considerable,” was the gracious 
response. “Some of the monologues 
will be cantiUated, while others will take 
the form of regular solos to the accom- 
paniment of lutes, pipes and other 
primitive instruments. Nero will also 
sing a duet with Agrippina and a trio 
with. Poppcea and Acte." 

“ My only regret,” observed Mr. 
Stephens in conclusion, “is that it is 
impossible for Mrs. Siddons to take the 
role of Agrippina. She was obviously 
intended for the part, and it must be a 
cause of disappointment to her manes 
that she committed the error of being 
born so long in advance of her true 
environment.” Assenting cordially to 
this unimpeachable sentiment, I with- 
drew backwards from the presence of the 
famous poet-author-actor, who bids fair 
to enhance still further the obligation 
of the public by his latest effort (if I may 
quote his own words) to appease “ that 
unconscious but essentially human feel- 
ing — ^the dumb hunger for the beautiful.” 


‘'THE DIMES.” 

Messes. Mudie’s New Daily. 

Arrangements for the new twopenny- 
halfpenny morning paper which Mudie’s 
Library is about to establish are said to 
be proceeding apace. Already the title 
has been decided upon — The Dimes — 
while the staff is virtually complete. 

The paper, we understand, is to be 
edited by a gigantic Scotch gentleman, 
appropriately named Muckle, who is not 
likely to be taken in by any cleek. 
Among his assistants will be Mr. 
Hatter, Mr. Rooper, Mr. Comfy Lord, 
Mr. Mayler-Footland, and several Fellows 
of All Souls. 

The business side of the paper will be 
in the capable hands of M-. Mobel (the 
originator of the Mobel prize for distinc- 
tion in commercial enterprise, which 
hitherto has always fallen to himself), 
and the stage will never be neglected 
so long as Mr. Talkley has his head. 

The Dimes will be an impartial paper, 
always leaning to the Conservative side. 
It win consist of many pages of good 
clear print, studiously avoiding pictm- 
esque verbosity on the one hand and 
hustling impressionism on the other. 
Among its other claims to distinction 
will be its immunity from the pens of 
Mr. Chesterton, Mr. Begbie, Mr. L. G. 
Chiozza Money, Mr. Bart Ejennedy, and 
Mr. J. Holt Schooling. 
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A series of‘ supplements is being 
arranged for, dealing with, various suh- 
jects of interest to the public. Thus on 
Monday a golfing supplement, entirely 
written by the Editor, will be given away 
with a pound of tee; on Wednesday 
there will be an advertising supplement, 
describing all the latest devices foi 
bringing one’s pigs to market ; and on 
Friday a journalistic supplement will 
appear which shall serve to book-readers 
as a guide to the most interesting articles 
in the daily and weekly press. 

The Dimes will not be on sale in the 
usual way at aU. It is a paper strictly 
for subscribers to Mudie’s Library. No 
others need apply. It has been started, 
indeed, wholly with the purpose of sup- 
plying novel-readers with a sufficiency 
of waste-paper in which to^ wrap up 
their read books, and, this being so, will 
be )rinted on brown paper, with one 
page quite blank, save ^ for Mudie s 
address in the middle of it, to serve as 
outside wrapper. So little do the pro- 
moters value the reading matter of the 
paper itself that on many occasions, when 
nothing much is occurring, or it is good 
golfing weather. The Dimes may be 
blank all through. Messrs. Mudie hold 
that no English home is complete with- 
out plenty of brown paper, ^ and they 
also believe that at this period in our 
country’s history, when the cry for effi- 
ciency is so strident, every man who 
reads a novel ought also to take in a 
morning journal. 

At an interview which our representa- 
tive has recently enjoyed with Messrs. 
Mudie, he learned that no pains wiU be 
spared to carry out this ideal. The 
Dimes will be given free to all sub- 
scribers to the Library, whether they 
want it or not. Messrs. Mudie are 
very firm about this. ^ A. posse of 
commissionaires,’* he said, “carefully 
chosen from the ranks of the reser- 
vists, and Mobelised by the manager, 
will stand at the doors of the Library 
and force cdpies of The Dimes on all 
persons leaving the building.. It wiffi 
not be a question of ‘ Please take one, 
he added, significantly, “but ‘ You sMl 
have one.’ A copy of The Dimes will go 
with every volume. The legend, *No 
Dimes, no books,’ will be displayed 
prominently all over the Library. Thus, 
a subscriber leaving with five volumes 
under his arm will receive five copies of 
The Dimes ; with fifteen, fifteen ; and so 
on. In this way we cannot escape circu- 
lation. There our responsibility ends. 
What becomes of the papers is no con- 
cern of ours ; all we do is to get it into 
the English home. We are pledged to 
that.” 

“But what,” our representative ven- 
tured to ask, “will you do in the case 
of stubborn old-fashioned people who 
absolutely refuse to accept a paper ? ” 
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BRIEF HISTORY OF A NEW HAT. 

(A Story uitliout Words,) 

Messrs. Mudie sinned aa inscrutable 1 They called you “fast” as well, but no 
•1 one blamed you. 

Ah,” they said, darldy, “ we have They only praised again. 

our plans. In such cases copies of The . • . • j * 1,0 nnalitv 

Di-rms will be left on the doorsteps, The Press, which viewed the Quahty 

whatever happens, by arrangement with p^acung, _ • 

ft, 

TO A FASmONABUL BEAOTI. 

At.t, ladies at the last Newmartet Meeting 
You easily outshone ; „ . . Qq vouns— so flattered— yet no tale of 

la popularity, that gift so fleeting, f^ny 

You stood unmatohed, alone. Against you can be tdd ; 

They called you “pretty” every time The World is ayour feet,-though. 
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FREETARIFFTRADEREFORM. 

A DeAMATIO FjRAGJVTENT. 

ScasNE — A ^latfoiin. !RIr. Joseph, Cousin Hugh, Uncle HEipY 
Chaplin, and others discovered fighting for the 'possession 
of Little Arthur. At last they separate, and Little 
Arthur speaks. 

Little Arthur (peevishly). 

Ye friends of my Iieart, let me teg you to cease ; 

Give over yonr struggles, and leave me in peace. 

You can see with, one eye my atsorption is great ; 

. For I ’m up to my chin in the business of state. 

If you ask me, ye strivers, to tell you my plan, 

I refer to RwAsm and murmur ‘‘ Japan ! ” 

If you press me, I add that it ’s awful for me 
To imagine the State in the hands of C.-B. 

You may say my opinions are shrouded in vapour ; 

But I wrote them out plain on a haK-sheet of paper ; 

And I doubt if I ’m up to the very hard training 
That ’s required for the toil of explaining, explaining. 

Do I love Mr. Joseph ? I vow that I do ; 

With a fervour as gi’eat I adore Cousin Hugh. 

Henry Chlvplin’s my own ; but it ’s infamous, veiy. 

To doubt that I dote on my dear Londonderry. 

Is it fair that an all-comprehending affection 
Should meet with denial or doubt or rejection ? 

I perceive you agree that it ’s certainly not ; 

And as for myself I agree with the lot. 

[Siis dozen and assumes an air of philosophic dhstraction. 

Mr. Joseph (delighted). 

Just listen to that ! I ’ve always said it ; 

So mine is the joy, and mine the credit ! 

Go fetch me a batch of my own reporters. 

And let them wire to my League’s headquarters 
That the friend I love — ^which is Arthur B. — 

Agrees (what else could he do ?) with ME. 

Cousin Hugh (overpyed). 

I knew it, I knew it : it ’s most absurd 
To ask for a simpler, plainer word. 

We ’ve won the fight and weathered the storm, 

So fetch me a telegraphic form. 

I shall wire to the Free Food League, “ His sins 
Have found out Joseph, and Free Trade wins I 

Uncle Henry Chaplin (ore rotundo). 

I recognise, I admit, nay I even go so far as to dare, 

Or, if I might be allowed to say so, to venture to declare 
That of aU the amazing, astounding and portentous efforts of 
oratory 

That I have ever heard writh my auricular appendages or 
even read of in story. 

This last performance of our trusted, nay I might almost say, 
our thoroughly trusted leader. 

In thus stating himself in no ambiguous or even doubtful 
terms to be anything rather than a free-feeder — 

This performance, as I say (and I know he required great 
courage to risk it). 

Unquestionably takes, if I may so put it, the bun, or, in 
other words, the biscuit. 

By thus dissipating and scattering ah doubt he has put to 
i flight the Free Trade vulture. 

And struck a mighty blow for the good, the benefit and the 
well-being of Agriculture. 

Chorus of Plain Men. 

We are all of us groping in darkness with never a glimmer 
of light, 

Oh Zeus, put an end to our labours and lead us, oh lead us, 
aright ; 


We have studied the speeches of Arthur ; his half-sheet of 
paper we ’ve seen, 

And we haven’t the ghost of a notion — ^have you ? — ^what the 
dickens they mean. 

For first he’s a Tariff-Reformer — ^at least he is strongly 
imbued 

With the virtues of Tariff-Reforming that doesn’t conflict 
with Free Food. 

And next he ’s a sturdy Free Trader— that is, he is ready to go 

As far as his duty permits with the duties suggested by Joe. 

In short, he is always declaring his views are as clear as a 
beU : 

He objects to Free Trade and, hey-presto, objects to Protection 
' as well. 

So for our part we fancy there ’s one thing as plain as the 

I nose on his face : 

I Little Arthur won’t stick at a trifle in order to stick to his place. 

[They all dose up and fight again. Curtain. 


OPERATIC NOTES. 

Tuesday. — La Traviata, poor dear lady of less than doubt- 
ful reputation, and, despite her fifty years, going strong, re- 
appeared to-night. Madame Melba, as Violetta, whose healthy 
appearance would have deceived any physician, sang better 
than ever, receiving loud calls, and, after the First Act, 
tumultuous applause. As long as there is an artiste capable 
of sustaining Violetta's musical reputation, La Traviata will 
not be willingly allowed to die. Her spoony young man 
from the country, Alfredo, was admirably represented by 
Signor DE Marohi. For the heavy father, old Qeorgey Germont, 
no one more capable in every way could have been selected 
than Signor Stracctari. 

It was quite a fireworky-rocket night for the curtain, which 
went up at the hour of 8.30, went up again three times 
to enthusiastic applause after the First and the Second Acts, 
and twice after the Third Act. If the receipts are only 
going up as briskly as did the curtain to-night, then will the 
Managers and members of the syndicate be indeed satisfied. 

Saturday. — ^New opera, Andrea Chenier, announced for to- 
night, but it is outside our time-limit for the week. Also is 
announced for November 19 an “ Operatic Concert, organised 
by Madame Melba and the Artistes of the San Carlo Company 
in aid of the families rendered destitute by the earthquakes 
in Calabria.” Music hath charms which may well be 
employed for charitable purposes. 

Post Obiter Dictum. 

Servant (to lady inquiring). He ’s very ill, M’m. 

Christian Science Lady. I’m grieved — ^but you ought to 
say, ‘‘He thinks he ’s very ill.” 

(Two days later.) 

Servant (to same lady, a^ain inquiring). If you please, M’m, 
he thinks he ’s dead. 

The poster of an evening paper of the 10th inst. announced : 
What Mr. Stead thines of Russia. 

It was felt that this would make rather more copy than 
the corresponding theme : — 

WMt Russia thinks of Mx. Stead. 

Dons in Difficulties. — ^At the end of last week the authorities | 
at Cambridge were said to be “ much concerned how to cope 
effectually with the situation” which some rowdy University 
men had created on the “Town and Gown” night. ^ The 
Cambridge Dons must have quite a College-fellow fee^g for 
their official brethren in difficulties at the Royal University 
of Ireland. 
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UNWOMANLY MEN. 

[Mr. Balfour’s assertion that lie was fully 
conscious of the suffering of the unemployed 
has been vehemently impugned by a Tnriter in 
the Daily News of lie 8th inst., who remarks : 

Mr. Balfour is a comfortably situated bachelor. 
It is a fact which accounts for many things. I 
doubt whether the Prime Minister has ever in 
his life sat through a single night soothing a 
fretful child. Yet he has the audacity to say 
he knows ! ”] 

Uhfortunaielt this is not the only 
instance of unwomanly conduct on the 
part of prominent politicians, careful 
investigations having revealed several 
other cases at least as nnpardonahle as 
that of the Premdee. 

Thus it is extremely doubtful whether 
Mr. Oadbuey has ever wheeled an infant 
for more than two hours in a perambu- 
lator. 

We have the best authority for stating 
that at no period of his distinguished 


career has Mr. Lloyd-George filled the 
rdle of a tweeny-maid. 

The reason for the small majority by 
which Mr, Eaidajie was elected Eector 
of Edinburgh University is commonly 
attributed in Radical circles not to his 
strong Imperialistic tendencies, but to 
the deplorable fact that, as he himself 
franMy admitted, he has never worn 
high-heeled shoes and was unable to 
mSk a cow. 

A painful sensation was created at a 
Liberal meeting recently held in Chelsea 
when Mr. Leonard Cotjetney, in reply 
to persistent heckling, boldly declared 
that in no circumstances whatever would 
he consent to we^ a fringe. 

Great indignation has been excited in 
Northampton by the behaviour of Mir. 
Labouoheee. During a recent sojourn 
in that town, while visiting the house of 
one of his constituents, he was asked to 
rock the cradle of the youngest member 


of the family in order to enable the 
mother to attend a football match. Mr. 
Labouchebe declined on the ground that 
he had never done such a thing before, 
and might possibly upset the cradle. 
This distressing avowal has, in the 
opinion of the Secretary of the local 
Conservative Association, rendered Mr. 
Labouoheee’s retention of his seat highly 
improbable. 

On the other hand, Mr, Winston 
I CHUECHiin’s prospects in Manchester have 
I materially improved since he has taken 
to skirt dancing and crewel work. 

Where to spend a auiet Night. 

To BE Let. — ^For hunting season or 

longer, Rectory; excellent stabling; 

stands in park : large grounds ; eleven 
bedrooms ; hounds c<mstaniiy run 
through . — Advertisement in “ Manchester 
OtiardianJ^ 
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PLEASANT FOR GILES, 

Miss 'Nimrod. “ Mind you tuck tour head in, Giles, directly the rabbit bolts ! ” 


THE PUBLIC BUFFOON. 

The xailwaj carriage had only one 
other occupant, and as I took my seat I 
was struck with his expression of sup- 
pressed mirth. He appeared to be 
enjoying some tremendous jest which 
convulsed his whole frame and seemed 
to be searching for the weak places in 
his clothing in order to effect an exit. 

Being of a sedate temperament, and, 
though not unsociable, careful about 
making chance acquaintances, I en- 
deavoured, by burying myself, as they 
say, in my newspaper, to show him that 
I was ignorant of his presence. But he 
disinterred me. 

‘‘ May I lend* you a gamp ? ” he asked. , 


“Thank you,'' I said, frigidly. “I 
I have my own gam — ^umbrella, and the 
carriage is, I believe, watertight. In 
any case, it is not raining." That, I 
thought, would close the incident. 

But no. ^ With huge enjoyment, and 
an indescribable amount of chuckling, 
he pointed to the door. 

I>^followed the direction of his finger, 
and read, “ Wait until the rain stops." 
It should have been “train," but the 
“ t " was concealed by a piece of stamp- 
paper. 

“ Pshaw !’'wasmy comment. “Pshaw" 
is a scathing word, the effect of which I 
have always hoped to have an oppor- 
tunity of testing. I hardly realised my 
e35)ectations. My companion burst into 
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unrestrained guffaws, and prodded me 
with his thumb in the region of my 
watch-pocket. 

“It's a joke,” he gurgled. “Don’t 
you see ? ” 

“No,'’rsaid; “but I feel." 

He rocked to and fro in an ecstasy of 
mirth, slapping his knees, and rubbing 
his hands together. 

“I was speaking seriously,” I said,|^in 
iny iciest tone of voice. 

“Yes, yes,” he cried. “I know, I 
know. That’s where the joke comes 
in." Here, once more, he drove the 
point into my waistcoat with his thumb- 
nail. 

“I would rather the joke did not 
come in there,” said I, diverting his 
attack with my hand. 

“ Ha, ha, ha ! " he bellowed. “ You ’re 
a typical Englishman. You take your 
jesting so seriously.” 

“Did you stick on that piece of 
paper ? " I demanded, indignantly. 

“ Of course I did. And look behind 
you on the partition. ‘ Five cats.’ Isn’t 
that splendid? It took me twenty 
minutes to alter ‘ seats ’ into ' cats.’ " 

Dreading what I should see, I raised 
my eyes above the cat inscription, and 
saw another specimen of his handi- 
work. “This rack," I read, “is for 
light articles only. It must — Ilur — be 
used for heavy luggage.” The blur was 
a blue pencil-mark. 

“That’s mine, too,” he screamed in a 
voice choking with laughter. 

“ Tell me,” I said, “ do you do much 
of this sort of thing ? ” 

V All of it ! ” he exclaimed proudly. 
“ I tmn ‘ Billposters ' into ‘ PiUposters,' 
‘Notice’ into ‘ No ice ' — ^all that. One of 
my best was in Surrey during an epidemic 
of swine fever. I changed nearly all the 
bills into ‘ Wine Ever.’ " 

“But why?” I asked. “Why do you 
do it?” 

“ It 's funny,” he explained. 

“But," I protested, “why be funny 
on this stupendous scale? It’s not— 
weU, it 's not the thing ; really it isn’t. 
And people don’t appreciate it." 

All, but they do. Perhaps you won’t 
believe me, but — ^weU, you know those 
new electric trains they are running? ’’ 

;;Yes,"Isaid. 

“ Now, I dare say you ’ve heard a lot 
of complaints about them ? People say 
they 're draughty, that there ’s not 
enough class distinction, and so on. 
WeU, the real objection is that they give 
no scope for humour. You see, there 
are always too many people about, to 
say nothing of the conductor. You 
can’t get a car to yourself. StiU, I’m 
certain I should die of laughter if 
only the Company would give me an 
opportunity." 

“ I ’m sure I wisli they would,” said I, 
fervently. 








A RATHER REMARKABLE REGIMENT. 

{As 'presented on the Stage of a “ F'it-up ” Theatre in the Provinces.) 

HiUiDON, the sleepy little town some forty miles from 
London where I happen to be staying, does not possess a 
regular theatre. But from some gorgeous red and yellow 
posters on walls and in shop-windows I discovered that a 
temporary wooden playhouse had established itself on the 
Fair Field. Also that on a particular evening the “ Splendid 
Military Drama, ‘ Death or Glory Boys,’ ” was to be presented. 
There was a note stating that Mr. Blank (the Manager) has 
been to London and bought some Lancers’^ uniforms, pur- 
posely for this play, and, apart from that, it is one of the 
most highly sensational Dramas ever placed upon any Eng- 
lish stage.” It was simply impossible to resist such induce- 
ments as these. , 

The First Act had already begun when I entered tJie 
shilling stalls, and there were no prograirmies, but I gathered 
— from the dialogue, not from the scene itself, which, except 
that it resembled nothing in existence, might have been 
anywhere — that we were supposed to be outside a farmhouse 
occupied by the Hero, J aoh Hilldofi (whose surname I fancy 
was a delicate compliment to the audience) and hie sister, 
Edith. It soon appeared that Jack was secretly in love with 
Nina, the daughter of Colonel Fortescue, of the Death or 
Glory Boys.” In spite of the inferiority of his social position, 
she might have returned his affection, but for the fact that 
she was already engaged to the villain, Oaytain Fevers. 
Why she had done this, as she did not affect to regard him 
with anything but instinctive loathing, she forgot to explain. 
Presently, when the stage was clear, the villain c^e out 
with his soldier-servant— a minion of the name of Game, to 


whom he confided a httle scheme for deceiving Jacfc’s sister 
Edith by a mock private marriage, which Came undertook 
to arrange for him. Perhaps it was slightly rash of the 
Captain to discuss tbe matter at the top of a naturally 
powerful voice just outside EditKs window, and he had reason 
to regret this indiscretion later, when Edith denounced him 
before the Colonel, Nina, and Jack, as the villain he undoubt- 
edly was. For Jack immediately produced a revolver which, 
as a farmer, he probably found useful for keeping down the 
rabbits, and threatened to shoot Ferrers like a dog unless he 
instantly agreed to right Edith by marriage. Ferrers did 
not lose his presence of mind ; he declared that Edith was 
hysterical, and her story a lie, while he quietly handed Game 
his hunting-crop, and instructed him to knock Jack down 
with it. Which Game was just about to do — ^when J ack's 
bailiff, Nat (the comic man) came in behind with a spade 
and felled Game. Whereupon Jack fired, and brought down 
both villain and curtain. 

In the next Act it was only to he expected that Jack and 
Nat, believing themselves to be murderers, should evade 
justice by enlisting as troopers in the regiment of 
old friend. Colonel Fortescue. And they did so. And the 
Colonel, a fine old soldier, in the simple uniform of a London 
park-keeper, with grey hair which was, perhaps, just a tone 
long behind, was delighted to see J ack when he entered, in 
an imperfectly buttoned tunic, with despatches, and shook 
’him -warmly by tbe hand, as did his daughter and. a yoxmg 
subaltern of the name of Duff, -with a good heart and an 
eyeglass. As it turned out, Gapain Ferrers and Oetme had 
not been killed, or even hurt, after aB, and 1fee 
declared, mth transparent hypocrisy, that ^ he bore Jack ^ 
and should have done the same an his place. Me 
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also produced a letter (which, the invaluahle Game has just 
forged for him) purporting to come from Edith and retracting 
all charges against his character as a soldier and gentleman. 
But Jack was not to be mollified ; he said he would serve 
Ferrers in the same way again, if he got the chance. 

The “ Death or Glory Boys ” seemed, on these boards at 
all events, a cheery, easy-going regiment, with no pedantic 
notions of distinction of ranks, or discipline, or nonsense of 
that kind. Captain Ferrers and Lieutenant Duff were the 
only officers besides the Colonel, and wore precisely the same 
tunics as their men. Captain Ferrers had won a medal 
somewhere, and sported it on all occasions, but nobody 
appeared in spurs. Nat, the comic trooper, seldom indulged 
the villain with a salute, and addressed him as “ Old Bloke,” 
which the villain, though he “ gimed,” did not dare to resent 
openly. And when Jack thrashed the Captain severely 
with a stout stick, in Duff's presence, for some sneering 
allusion to Miss Forteseue, and Ferrers called Duff to witness 
that he had been assaulted by his inferior in rank, the good- 
hearted young fellow merely replied, Sorry, but I ’m 
retained by the other side, dear old chappie ! ” (he always 
addressed the vfllain in this maimer, with the worst possible 
effect on his temper). “I shall swear I saw nothing. And if 
he hadn’t thrashed you, I ’d have done it myself ! ” So Jack 
got off that time. But the villain, as villains wiU, swore to 
be even with him. He summoned the faithful Came, and 
together they concocted another diabolical scheme. Ferrers 
would post Jack on sentry-go that night near his own 
quarters by the shrubbery, and Came was to swear that he 
saw him leave his post, enter the Captain's room, and, after 
coming out, throw away an empty bottle labelled Poison,” 
with which bottle, as a damning piece of circumstantial 
evidence, the villain thoughtfully furnished his accomplice. 

In the next scene we saw the hero on sentry-go in a field- 
service cap and the imperfectly buttoned tunic, and armed 
with a cane. The poor fellow was tom by a sense of 
divided duty. He was on sentry-go at the very hour for which 
he had. an appointment with Miss Forteseue, who wished to 
talk to him about Edith! Luckily, the devoted Nat foimd 
a way out of this dilemma for him, by nobly undertaking to 
do sentry-go in his stead. 

Then Game came on, reading a bundle of compromising 
letters which his villainous master had given him to destroy, 
and from which he discovered that the Captain was the 
hitherto unknown destroyer of his domestic bliss. But this 
was merely introduced as an additional proof of Ferrers' 
thoroughgoing scoimdrelism — ^for, though it annoyed Game 
for the moment, it did not affect his fidelity to his master. 
So, in the next scene, the unfortunate Jack was brought 
before the Colonel and charged by Game, not only with 
entering Captain Ferrers' quarters and poisoning his drink- 
ing-water, but also with deserting his post, and smoking and 
drinking while on sentry-go. Jack indignantly denied 
all but the third charge, and Nat, who strolled in to the 
Colonel's quarters opportunely, was easily able to show 
that he was the person who after taking Jack's duty had 
done the drinking and smoking. Stdl, as the Colonel very 
shrewdly pointed out, if Jack hadn’t been in Captain Ferrers' 
quarters poisoning his drinking-water, where had he been? 
Jack, like a true hero, declined to answer, when Miss 
Forteseue entered, and explained everything. And Jack 
would have been doubtless dismissed with a gentle reprimand 
if only he hadn’t rushed at Captain Ferrers and throttled 
him within an inch of his life. Even the Colonel could not 
overlook this. Consequently Jack was sent to the cells. 

In the next Act Captain Ferrers, 'wb.s very busy. First 
he bullied Edith into admitting that she wrote the forged 
letter on the plea that, “ bad as he was,” he loved his military 
career, and didn’t want to have to send in his papers just when 
the regiment was ordered to Zululand, .aud that, if she con- 


sented, he would procure her brother’s pardon. Then he 
forced Nina to agree to marry him at once on condition that 
he spared Jack. Then he interviewed Jack in the cells, 
showed him a letter which he produced from the lappel of 
his tunic, and which he had written to the Colonel asking 
for Jack's release, and offered to send it if Jack would start 
that evening for America or Australia. Jack refused, and 
soon afterwards escaped from prison with the utmost ease. 

The next scene was the exterior of what was understood 
to be a church. Ferrers and Nina were being married 
within, and Duff and a trooper were on guard outside, with 
strict orders from Ferrers to allow nobody to pass. But 
Duff could not resist J ack's impassioned appeal to let bim 
in to forbid the banns. As Duff said, “ Duty be hanged ! He 
was a Soldier — but he was a Man as well ! ” So he let Jack 
through. Unfortunately it was just too late. At that precise 
moment the villain came out in full uniform, medal and all, 
witli Nina in bridal array on his arm. Nina flew to Jack's 
arms. Ferrers ordered him to be arrested, e/ac/c reminded 
him that he had promised to write a letter to the Colonel 
asking for his pardon. Ferrers said he lied. Upon which 
Duff, with an intuition which did him great credit, abstracted 
that identical letter from Ferrers' tunic, and handed it to the 
Colonel, who, after reading it, ordered Jack to be released, 
and Ferrers arrested in his stead. Tableau and Curtain. 

In the last Act two years were supposed to have elapsed. 
A Military Garden-Party was in progress, as was evident 
from the decanter of sherry and wine-glasses on a side-table. 
The guests, for some reason, did not turn up. 

We learnt that Jack had distinguished him«plf ia the 
Zulu War, having got his commission and a V.C. But he 
was just the same unassuming hearty fellow, with his trooper’s 
tunic as imperfectly buttoned as ever. Then Ferrers turned up 
unexpectedly, seedy and starving, and informed Lieutenant 
Duff (who, by the way, was now engaged to Edith) that he 
had come to enlist as a trooper in his old regiment. The good- 
hearted young subaltern pointed out that, considering Ferrers 
had been kicked out of it and was hated by every man there, 
he would hardly be an ideal recruit. He suggested suicide as 
\ Ferrers' only resource, and mentioned that he would find a 
bottle of deadly poison in a medicine-chest on one of the 
garden seats. I didn’t gather why Duff had brought a 
medicine-chest to a military garden party — but possibly he 
knew the Colony's sherry. Then, considerately remarking 
that he should be back in a quarter of an hour, he left Ferrers 
alone with the chest. The ex-Captain removed the poison- 
bottle, and at that moment Nina came out, recognised her 
husband, and fainted in his arms, as any heroine would in 
such circumstances. He all but gave way to the temptation to 
insert the poison between her parted lips — but, as he observed : 
‘‘ Bad as he was, God help him, he couldn’t do that ! ” 

When he was alone again he resolved to toss up for life or 
death, but, not possessing a halfpenny, tossed up with the 
medal that still adorned his chest. It came down “ Suicide.” 
But, suddenly recollecting that, if he died as a civilian, he 
would not have a military funeral, on which he had apparenUy 
set his heart, he rushed off the stage. 

Shortly afterwards, just as the genial old Colonel was hand- 
ing round glasses of she:^y to Nina, Jack, and Duff, and 
proposing a toast, the villain returned, seized a glass of sherry, 
poured poison into it, and, with the announcement that he had 
just become a trooper in his old regiment, drank to the Death 
or Glory Boys,” and expired immediately, to the mild 
surprise of the other characters — especially Duff, who pre- 
served a discreet silence about the medicine-chest. With that 
the play ended, leaving us to infer that Jack would before 
long lead Mrs. Ferrers to the altar, though, rather to my 
surprise, the audience, after being uproariously entertained 
by the villain’s dying agonies, received the finfll faU of the 
! curtain with absolute apathy. F. A. 
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,.,,-.-rrr.-r catfid boTift OH E roTigh dart carpet, upon the -visitorto make qtdtesxireslie has 

THE PET-DOG S MAITIJAL Prequently the most delicate morsels not taken the Pet Dog’s favourite chair. 

OE ETIQUETTE FOR VISITORS, go astray and are with difficulty retrieved. If she has accidently done so, she 
This little wort is primarily intended I am afraid I must state that the must at once leave it for another, in, 
for the use of visitors to country houses, modem young lady is sadly degenerate spite of the hostess’s assurances that “it 
iDiit hostesses will also do well to peruse in the matter of appetite. I have even doesn t matter. These are merely 
it, as it may give them useful hints as heard an old-fashioned author laughed formal, and no more to he regarded 
to whom to invite to their house parties, at for mentioning that his heroine than her protests at the end of ^ the visit 











I wiU begin with 

say at once, “ ^^hat 

and gives one * a 
saucer of cream. 

Here I would insert 

a word of warning ^ m 

to expatiate on the ® 

accomplishments of 

the Pet Dog that i 

lives in the house 
she has just come 

^ the ENGLISH WIFE 

quUe sme to make 

being can imagine ^ ^ 

himself ^ between '' 

tea and dinner, and ^ 

I kaye know^i a THE AMERICAM HUSB/ 

dog disturbed for ;■ ; ; | 

tke whole evening by a screen being 1 “ toyed with a wing of chicken.” 


THE ENGLISH WIFE. 








THE AMERICAN HUSBAND. 


that she “is sorry 

you must go.” 

. Breakfast again 

P mit, is greatly the 

fault of the lady 
of the house, but 
as this Manual is 
for visitors I wiU 
merely point out 
how the tactful 
guest may lighten 
the gloom. Of 
course I am not 
addressing now 
those poor creatures 
who breakfast on a 
boiled egg, but it 
is extraordinary 
how seldom the 
visitor, in helping 
herseK from an 
array of silver 
dishes, seems to 
think about what 
' will make good 
^ “remains.” I have 

, often seen her pass 

excellent 
dish of grilled 
^ bones and take 

band on^to the Pet 

M C' Here I must cau- 

'' / ^ ^ against that 

deplorable habit of 
^ visitors - — designed 
to curry favour with 

house — of asking 
// whether she may 

feed one. Nothing 
is more underbred 
than to make pry- 
ID. ing inquiries into 

private rules of 

That I a, house where one is received as a guest, 


jLs^ 


'placed in front of the fire to keep a author understood what he was about and the visitor should simply take it for 
visitor cool. Such thoughtlessness ! and was describing a real heroine, who granted that the Pet Dog is starved, and 
For dinner the visitor should wear a knew what fine breeding was, and should act accordingly. After breakfast 
white satin frock. It should have would never dream of doing more than the lady of the house will probably be 
rather a long train, so that the Pet Dog r^oving a fragment or two from the busy, and the visitor will be left alone to 
may' have plenty of room to lie on it chicken wing before offering it for the write letters. She should not be too 
under the dining-table. Nothing makes Pet Dog’s acceptance. deeply engrossed in this, for, having no 

a better background for a bone than The evening is always a wretched one at that moment to play with, the Pet 
smooth white satin. Every Pet Dog time for the Pet Dog if there are people Dog will probably scratch to be let into 
knows how trying it is to eat a compli- staying in the house, and I would urge the room. She can, after opening the 
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door, return to her seat, but it is hardly 
worth while taking up her pen, as he 
will certainly want to be let out again in 
a few seconds — not having had any 
reason for coming in. After going in 
and out about twenty times (he wiU find 
towards the eighteenth time that the 
visitor becomes hard-hearted and he will 
have to whine piteously before she will 
open the door), he may get bored with 
this. The visitor need not try to amuse 
him by talking to him. It may seem 
harsh, but it is better to say at once 
that a visitor’s conversation can do 
nothing but make one yawn. 

There is a way in which the 
visitor can really be of use, 
and that is in throwing one’s 
ball. Yet how seldom do we 
find that she is genuinely 
anxious to repay one’s hos- 
pitality by the only means in 
her povver ! It makes my 
blood boil when a fuU-grown 
woman says, after throwing 
one’s ball for only a quarter- 
of-an-hour, that ‘‘ she is tired.” 

If this be true, she should 
never have accepted one’s 
mistress’s invitation. Inva- 
lids are quite out of place in 
a country house, and the 
visitor ought not to be there 
at all, but in the consulting 
room of a good London Phy- 
sician, who could be depended 
on to give her a suitable 
tonic. 

Later the lady of the house 
will probably return and pro- 
pose a walk. As she cannot 
be expected to know the indi- 
vidual tastes of each guest, 
the visitor had better mention 
casually that she is particularly 
fond of rabbit-holes, or that she 
would enjoy a nice little turn 
round the dust-heap. 

If it ’s Sunday, the hostess 
is sure to ask whether she’d 
like to see the stables. I 
advise the visitor to make a 
polite excuse for not going. 

There is absolutely nothing to eat 
there. 

The home farm is well worth a visit. 
There is a splendid rubbish-heap there, 
and then there is the chicken-food to 
eat. One is always called greedy for 
taking that, and I don’t know why, for 
it isn’t at all nice, only of course one 
always likes to take it away from the 
chickens. 

When one gets home, it ’s lunch-time, 
and here the visitor needn’t bother, for, 
naturally, the Dog’s dinner is at this 
meal carefully prepared from the nicest 
bits by the lady of the house. So the 
visitor can eat what she likes, as long as 
she is quick about it, for sometimes the 


Pet Dog has to wait tiU visitors have 
been helped. 

And now comes the moment when the 
visitor fails most lamentably in her 
relations with the Pet Dog. I allude to 
the afternoon drive. It wiU, perhaps, 
hardly be believed that never — no, never 
— have I seen the visitor take the small 
third seat in the victoria. She must 
realise that it is meant for her, because 
it is only let down when she is there, 
but as sure as there is a visitor it is I 
who have to sit on that narrow slippery 
seat, while she lolls in comfort in my 


place by her hostess’s side. I have no 
doubt that my mistress would willingly 
exchange seats with me, but that would 
be to point out too plainly the visitor’s 
failure in good manners, so the Pet Dog 
has to suffer. This seems such an 
ingrained fault in visitors that I cannot 
hope to cure it, so I will merely suggest 
that the visitor should at once begin to 
talk “ Chiffons ” seriously, in order that 
the Pet Dog may have plenty of time to 
gnaw the buttons off the leather seat 
unobserved. 

He win be slapped afterwards, of 
course, but the buttons wiU be safely off 
by that time, and one’s mistress’s slaps 
never hurt. 


I think the only point left to mention 
is the visitor’s departure. Of course, it 
is a joyful moment for the Pet Dog, and 
I suppose that must be the reason why 
the guest thinks that the remuneration 
considered necessary for the rest of the 
establishment can be omitted in his case. 
Another reason I have seen gravely 
stated is the difficulty of procuiing a 
suitable honorarium for the Pet Dog. 

This is the most unworthy subterfuge. 
I hear visitors speak as a matter of 
course of having received a box of 
peaches or a whole hauneh of venison, 
and then they have the hypo- 
crisy to pretend there would 
be a difficulty in having a 
quarter of a found of liver 
handed to their young friend. 
And so the Pet Dog sees the 
butler largely tipped while he 
is passed over entirely, or, 
what is even worse, the visitor 
seizes his paw and says, with 
a foolish laugh, “Good-bye, 
little Dog.” I really wonder 
so large a percentage of visi- 
tors escape unbitten. 


TREASURE TROVE. 

“ Why drag in Velasquez ? ” 
was, as wiU be remembered, 
the question put by James 
McNeill Whistler to a fervent 
admirer who had expressed 
himself to the effect that for 
him “there were only two 
painters, Whistler and Velas- 
quez.” Now here we have, at 
the gallery of Messrs. Agnew, 
in Old Bond Street, a splendid 
specimen of Velasquez with 
a remarkable history. It ought 
to be secured for the National- 
GaUery. Perhaps ere this 
brief note appears the N. G. 
may have already secured it. 
Why allow Vbusquez to be 
conveyed away to America? 
Let us hope that this Velas- 
quez has come to stay, and that 
its future address may be 
“ ‘ Venus and Oufid,' care of The Trus- 
tees, National Gallery, Trafalgar Square, 
London.” So mote it be ! 


“Sub-conscious Personality.” 

Guest (to Hostess, wife of retired^ hut 
still choleAo, Colonel), I ’m afraid I heard 
your husband bark Ids shin rather badly 
against something outside my room last 
night. 

Hostess, Did he say anything ? 

Guest. Yes, he said “ Dear me, this is 
very painful 1 ” 

Hostess. Ah ! then he must have been 
walking in his sleep. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Mr. Bireell artfally opens his study of the life and works 
of Andrew Marvell, a late addition to the MacnnUan series 
of “English Men of Letters,” by protesting that there is no 
material at hand for describing the former. A more 
illusive, noil-recorded character is hard to be foimcl. 
know all about him, but very little of him. Story, God bless 
you ! Mr. Bireell has none to tell. Nevertheless, he proceeds 
to construct an interesting volume of 232 pages. Many are 
occupied by citation of passages from the poet, aim are 
certainly none the less attractive on that score. Others 
reproduce the pith of letters written by Marvell from West- 
minster to his constituents at Hull. These, 350 in number, 
present a unique record of Parliamentary doings during the 
years he sat in the House. The manuscript is preserved in 
the archives of Hull. Marvell did not attempt the pictur- 
esque description with which the public of to-day is familiar. 
His Parliamentary summary was a business-like, unadorned 
catalogue of work attempted or accomplished. Charles Lamb, 
one of the earliest declared admirers of Milton s^ secretary, 
would justly prefer his poetry to his prose. In the “ Horatian 
Ode/’ dedicated to Cromwell, there are two stanzas in which 
my Baronite discerns the prophetic soul of the poet. Address- 
ing the Proteotor he sings : — 

But thou, the war’s and fortune’s Besides the force it has to fright 
March indefatigahly on ! [son, The spirits of the shady night, 

And for the last effect The same arts that did gain 

StiU keep the sword erect. A power, must it maintain. 

If Andrew Marvell, peering through the mists of two 
centuries and a half, did not in writing this dimly perceive 
Mr. Arthur Balfour, “ the (Khaki) war’s son,” inflamed by pure 
patriotism, holding on to office for the “ last effect ” of the 
Redistribution BiU, the coincidence is cmrious. Mr. Birrell’s 
hook takes, and will keep, a high place in the series. Which 
is approbation indeed. 

Trouhle in the Balkans (Hurst and Blaokett) is by J. L. C. 
Booth, a clever artist and a light-handed writer, who 
seems to have given himself a lot of trouble in the Balkans 
and in Macedonia. The reader will soon become interested, 
apart from all political questions, in the author’s vivacious 
narrative, and will derive both instruction and amusement 
from his sketches, and from his more finished pictures, 
“ plain and coloured.” 

Sir Isaac Pitman’s firm, new, my Baronite fancies, to the 
field of publishing, are fortunate in following up their start 
with presenting the two handsome volumes which record the 
gossip and the correspondence of Mrs. Brookfield and her 
Oirde. The Brookfiblds had the good fortune to live in the 
Augustan epoch of the reign of Queen Yiotoria. Their circle 
included Tennyson, Thackeray, the Ashburtons, Robert 
BROWN iNa, Charles Bullbr, Carlyle, out Dicky Doyle, Adelaide 
Prootor, Samuel Rogers, Macaulay, Lord John Manners, 
Monokton Milnes, George Venables, and Henry Hallam, Mrs. 
Brookfield’s uncle. She was a lady who, without premedi- 
tated effort, made captive aU men who came within the influence 
of her presence. An engraving from a portrait painted by 
Richmond when she was thirty years of age testifies to the 
exceeding sweetness of her countenance. Her letters and 
extracts from her diary preserve some memories of her intellec- 
tual graces. Thackeray was among her most devoted admirers. 
There is a tradition that she unconsciously sat to him as a 
model for one of his most beautiful characters — Lady Castle- 
wood, whom Esmond loved. My Baronite does not know any 
evidence for that suggestion beyond the fact that in 1848, 
whilst he was writing Pendennis, Thackeray visited ’with the 
Be©okfeelds her father’s house, Clevedon Court. Planning 
E smond he, attracted by itsmediaeval (Charms, dragged Olevedon 

into the pictiore, renaming it Oastlewood. As a matter of 
fact, it was quite another character Thaokeeay drew from 
tiis much admired friend. He told Bbookfield that though 
Amelia was not a copy of Mrs. Beookfibij) he should not have 
conceived the character if he had not known her. The 
editors of the hook, Chaeujs and Frances Brookfield, have 
done well to give the title-r61e to the wife though Mr. Brook- 
field figures largely in the story, especially in the matter of 
letters, some of which— notably a series wherein he lectures his 
fiande on the iniquity, co-ordinate, of eilier writing too much, 
involving him in postal charges for overweight, or writing 
less quantity than the stamps used would have franked — 
might with advantage have been omitted. The fearsomely 
funny letters passing between him and his sometime pupil. 
Lord Lyttelton, might also have been left in the privacy of 
the family archives. W. H. Brookfield would have been all 
right had he had the stage to himself. With his charming 
wife unconsciously filling it, his somewhat obtrusive lustre is 
dimmed. But it is imgracious tobelittle any portion of a work 
which opens for ns the inner doors of the circle of literary 
giants whose works illumined the mid-nineteenth century. 
Portraits given of some of them add to the interest and value 
of a couple of delightful volumes. 

While the Baron was reading The Lake (Heinemann) the 
probability occurred to bim that its gilted author, Mr. George 
Moore, might have been influenced toy some reminiscence of 
La Faute de VAhbe Moreau. Himself an Irishman, with, it is 
probable, exceptional advantages for knowing the ground 
over which he was going to travel, he must have been aware 
of the great danger and difficulty of the literary task towards 
which he felt himself irresistibly attracted. He has given 
us an analytical novel. There is, strictly speaking, no action. 
The study is laboriously worked out. The greater part of 
the novel consists of letters from Bose Leicester to Oliver 
Gogarty, and his replies. She says, “ Do you like my letters ? 
They don’t bore you, do they ? If I thought they did I 
shouldn’t write any more.” Had the Baron got to answer 
this question the novel would have been finished at this 
point. Its cleverness is undeniable, so too, the Baron thinks, 
is its tediousness. 

The approach of Christmas time naturally recalls the 
memory of Kate Greenaway. How delightfully quaint 
were all her figures, how dainty in colouring, what humour 
in expression, and, on occasion, how touchingly serious ! It is 
impossible, within the limits of a paragraph, for the Baron to 
deal with such a subject, and therefore, having with the great- 
est pleasure perused and examined the book by Messrs. 
M. H. Spielmann and G. S. Layard, entitled Kate Greenaway 
(A. & 0. Black), he can only refer aU his readers^ to the work 
itself. They have a real treat before them, which they will 
thoroughly enjoy. 

Not so very long ago dissent as to the value of any proposed 
venture used to be expressed in a cant phrase, “ That won’t 
wash.” If this revived slang 

be applied to Dean's Bag Toy THE BARON 

Books, and other Bag Books 

(Ragbook Co., Paternoster Row), 

smaU, large, and aU delight- 

fuUy nonsensical, it wiU he 

found to be a literal statement 

of fact; and so courageous are 

the colours that, do what you 

wiU, they won’t run. The 

Baron questions whether books 

1 of this material can be gene- 

’ imy popular with the destruo ^ 
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THE PLAGUE OF BOOK- 
BORROWING. 

Is IT Past Remedy? 

The discov(?ry of reading, with which 
the year 1905 wiU ever he associated, 
and the synchronical conception of 
libraries all over the country, may he 
found not to be without drawbacks. 
Already, indeed, we understand, the 
fashion of having a volume in tie 
hand, whether or not it is being perused, 
has so taken possession of many persons 
that forcible borrowing and even the 
theft of works is becoming as prevalent 
as an epidemic. Just as a few winters 
ago everyone had to possess a ping-pong 
racquet, now everyone who values his 
birthright as an imitative animal must 
be accompanied by literature. 

The result is that since the more no- 
torious circulating libraries are so full 
that no more tickets can be issued for 
some w''eeks, people are having to get 
their books as they can, and a grave 
situation has arisen among those who 
love their shelves and loved them before 
the present unhappy and feverishly 
perusing year saw the light. As some 
deterrent to crime, packets of book- 
plates have been placed on the market, 
to establish the identity of the rightful 
owner of the volume the more securely ; 
but this is held to be but a feeble pro- 
tection, and the opinions of expert book- 
men have therefore been solicited on 
the subject. We append a few replies : 

Dr. Garnett, late Chief Librarian of the 
British Museum, writes : What I know 
of human nature, acquired during long 
years of service in Bloomsbury, convinces 
me that the mere aflSxing of a book-plate 
to the inside cover of a volume wiU not 
preserve that volume from the predatory 
borrower. No matter how adhesive the 
mucilage, there is a perfect solvent in 
hot water.” 

Mr, J. Holt Schooling writes : “ Sta- 
tistics, which cannot lie, show that out 
of every 100 persons who take an interest 
in reading only three buy books, and 
two of those try to get them second-hand. 
The remainder are borrowers. Nothing 
will alter these figures.” 

Mr. Harry Keeps writes : “ My theory 
has always been that a book belongs to 
the reader who can best understand it, 
or to whom its message is imparted with 
least diminution of the author’s pu^ose. 
It is on this principle that my library 
lias been amassed, and it now numbers 
many thousand volumes.” 

“ Those who go a-lending go a-sorrow- 
ing” writes: “Nothing will deter the 
professional book-borrower. I have 
done everything in human power, but 
to no purpose. I have chained every 
volume to the wall — ^and he has filed 
through the chain. I have passed a 
strong electric current through every 



A LAIRD OF CREATION. 


Bepresmted in the Act of Spoiling hia ovm Landsea'pe. 


page — and he has not been shocked. I 
have let loose a mastifE in the library — 
and the mastiff alone has not been 
abstracted in the night. Book-borrowers 
are not to be overcome.” 

“ One who knows ” writes : “ There is 
one way, and one only, to stop people 
from borrowing and keeping one’s books. 
Book-plates are useless. The only way 
is to fill your shelves with books that 
they do not want ; the works, for exam- 
ple, of and and . 

[Fill in blanks to taste,'] 

“ I have found this plan act perfectly. 


Upstairs in an inner room I have the 
books I love and read ; downstairs, aU 
accessible, I keep rows and rows for 
these others. In this way I have weeded 
book-borrowers out of my acquaintance.” 


An Old-fashioned Execution. 

From an account of the Doncaster Art 
Club’s Annual Exhibition in The 
Doncaster Gazette : 

“ Miss also goest in for portraiture. In 

hitting off her father’s head her intentions are 
good, bnt the execution lacks very much in 
artistic finish.” 


70L. oxxix. 
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THE MISSING WORD. 

To the Leader of the “ Unionist ” Party. 

Captain ! our ranks were sundered here and there ; 

Mists were about us ; we could not combine ; 

But still we looked to you to clear the air^ 

And close the gaps with one cohesive sign ; 

One word of yours, we said, last Tuesday night, 

Would put the matter right. 

Breathless we hung on your Newcastle speech. 

A clear pronouncement might arrest the rot, 
Welding our scattered sections each to each, 

Tih doubt and difference were clean forgot : 

For you would tell us, on the eve of war, 

What we were fighting for. 

You spoke as one that means to be obeyed : — 

“ This is no time,” you said, “ for cranks to croak ; 

It is the Cause (liear ! hear ! ) tliat claims our aid, 

And we shall need united hearts of oak — ” 

(But you forgot to say, between the applause, 

What is the actual “ Cause ”). 

Union ” — how well you put it — “ makes for power ; 
And we had better seek dishonoured graves 
Than fail to rally at the fighting hour, 

When o’er our heads the one true Banner waves — ” 
(“ Banner ” was good, but here came in the hitch — 
You didn’t mention ivhieh !) 

“ Come then, and hew the foeman hip and ham, 

I.ed by a chief on whom you may rely ; 

And, if at times you don’t Imow where I am, 

Surely you’ll recognise my battle-cry — ” 

(Of course we would ; but nobody can teU 
What you propose to yeU.) 

“And should we find ourselves, through fickle chance, 
In a minority of one to ten. 

We will not yield for that, but take our stance, 

Backs to the wall, and die at least like men — ” 

(A noble phrase ! but how are we to guess 
What is the wall’s address ?) 

“ And when the end is come, if come it must, 

And to the death we ’ve played our manly part, 

Let the post-mortem, held upon our dust, 

Reveal one motto graved on every heart — ” 
(Immense ! but you omitted to disclose 
How the inscription goes ! j 0. S. 


OPERATIC NOTES. 

The New Opera in four Acts. Andrea Chenier. Booh hy 
Luigi Illtoa. Music hy Umberto Giordano. English version 
(for those to lohom the Italian language, spoken or sung, is 
unintelligible) hy Percy Piniosrton. This is a “Romance 
of the French Revolution.” It was originally produced at 
La Scala in 1895, and for the first time at Covent Garden 
November 11, 1905. House for the premiere crammed : opera 
most favourably received. The story is simple enough. 
During the “ Reign of Terror ” Andrea Chenier gains the love 
of Maddalena, who dies with him on the guillotine. 

On this first occasion the orchestra was somewhat too loud 
(that’s one effect of nervousness), and the singers not quite 
loud enough, — another effect of nerves. As Andrea Signor 
Zenatello was, both in singing and acting, perfect. He 
received immense and thoroughly weR-deserved applause in 
Act 1, when, at the reception given by the Countess Goigny 
(sounds like money), he sings about the “Power of Love.” 
“ What^apoem,” exclaims C/iemer (translated by Poet Pdtkerton) 
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“lies in that little word love.” So he gives them the poem 
—a little thing of his own — ^whereat the stage guests appeared 
somewhat shocked, but the audience was delighted.^ 

Signor Sammarco came out powerfully, histrionically and 
voc^y, as Gerard, who, a simple Jeames, footman in the 
household of the Countess, becomes an^ ultra-republican, and 
does his very best to get Andrea guillotined. Why ? Because 
Andrew, the unmerry but musical, has won the heart of 
Maddalena, with whom Gerard-J eames, her democratic 
domestic, is madly in love. 

Signora Steakosch, as the unfortunate, self-sacrificing 
Maddalena, who scorns the flunkey and succumbs to the 
poet, was admirable in every way. Signora de Cisneros 
doubled the parts of Bersi, a comparatively insignificant friend 
of the heroine, and Madelon, an old lady who gives her 
son to the Revolution, and in this latter scene her acting 
was very fine. Signora de Cisneros made a great impression. 
All the smaller parts w^ere adequately tilled. ^ Signora 
Zacoaria made a pleasing personage of Countess Goigny, and 
Signor Thos was good as Boncher, friend of the poet Chenier. 
Signor Wulmann, not, perhaps, quite realising Carlyle’s 
description of the thorough-going republican revolutionist he 
was impersonating, namely, Fouquier-Tinville, made the most 
of the small part, and Signor Wigley was not a whit behind 
him in his representation of his confrere Mathieu. 

Scenery effective ; revolutionary mob ditto. The four-Act 
opera plays q uickly, and would be over in a comparatively 
short time but for the “waits” between the Acts. Added 
“ waits ” will made the lightest opera heavy. So far, this new 
opera may be reckoned as an undoubted success. Conductor 
Mugnone, and all concerned in it, are to be congratulated. 

Wednesday. — Eigoletto. “In Italian” it is stated in the 
programme. But when was it ever given in English (except 
as The FooVs Bevenge), or in French (except as a drama), or 
in Dutch, or in any other language save Italian ? However, 
Italian it is. A somewdiat sparse but very enthusiastic 
audience to welcome the first-rate rendition of Bigoletto by 
Signor BArriSTiNi. “ What shall he do who coineth after 
the King?” Well, there has been more than one King of 
Lyric Drama in this same part, and who comes after them must 
follow, unless he takes a line of his own, which Signor Battistini 
certainly did, and achieved an undoubted success. After 
the Third Act the reception of the duet was so overpowering 
that, willy-nilly, Signora Clasen'II as Gilda (singing and 
playing well, not great) and Signor BArnsTiNi were com- 
pelled, at least they seemed to have agreed between them- 
selves that they were compelled, to give an encore of their 
fine performance. Mistake this. 

No great shakes in Dukes was the 17. Buca of Signor 
Giorgini ; tuneful, nice, but a Duke without any dash. 
Capital was Signor Wulmann as the melodramatic Sparafucile. 
Signora Zacoaria as Maddalena, pleasing ; and Signor Thos 
came out histrionically and musically strong as II Conte di 
Monterone. Signor Mugnone conducting himself and his 
orchestra in fine style, and all’s well with the world at 
Covent Garden. 


iSLiiotlier War OfBLce Exposure. 

“Shocked Spinster” calls our attention to a statement in 
The Daily Mail, to the effect that, on the occasion of the 
progress of the King of the Hellenes to the Guildhall, “the 
soldiers, clad only in their scarlet tunics, presented an un- 
pleasant contrast with the warmly-clad members of the 
police force.” Italics by “ Shocked Spinster ” herself. 


A Gruesome Business. 

From the windows of a tailor in the Midlands : 

“ We have cleared a Scotch Mjerchant’s remains 

OF HIGH-CLASS OVERCOATINGS AT A BIG REDUOTION.” 










IN DEFENCE OF FAIRY TALES. 

TiiE Duchess of Somerset has lately 
been expressing her opinion that fairy 
stories are undesirable reading for 
juvenile minds, and that children had 
much better devote themselves to the 
biography of Julius CiESAR and similar 
excerpts from universal history. Her 
Grace of Buckingham and Chandos has 
countered this with a book of her grand- 
mother’s fairy tales, and, we believe, the 
Duchess of Sutherland has also entered 
the lists in favour of Cinderella and J ack 
the Giant Killer. Into this particular 
and ducal arena of debate we do not pro- 
pose to descend, except to point out, in 
view of the approach of Christmas, that 
weU-established legends like those of 
Alfred and the Cakes, Caotte and his 
Courtiers, or Bruce and the Spider, have 
also their pantomimic value, and would 
seem to combine the requirements of the 
opposing parties. We have no doubt the 


influential nursery public will decide the 
question on its merits by a referendum. 

As adults, however, we must enter a 
caveat against possible iconoclasm of the 
sort. We have our own contemporary 
Fairy Tales to cherish and maintain. 
We believe in them so loyally and pro- 
foundly that it would be a crying shame 
for any prosaic, matter-of-fact individual 
to disillusionize us. If one is robbed of 
a child-like faith in these, it may well 
be asked, what are we to believe? We 
need only quote a few of their titles 
from a long list, familiar as household 
expletives to most of us : — 

“The Largest Circulation of any 
Three-halfpenny Paper.” 

“Trafalgar Square; or the Finest 
Site in Europe.” 

“ A Set of Pearl-like Teeth for Half-a- 
Crown.” 

“ Umbrellas Mended while you wait.” 

“ The Wild Cat Gold Mine ; or Fortu- 
natus’s Purrs.” 


“Not a' Money-lender, but a Gentle- 
man with Capital.” 

“Glen-fusel — the Finest Old Scotch.” 

“ The Sporting Prophet, or our Mid- 
day Double.” 

“The Music-Hall Serio and her Real 
Diamond Chest-protector.” 

“The House-Agent and All That 
Messuage.” 

“The Registry-Office Lady and her 
Priceless Domestic Jewels.” 

“The Party Politician. and His New 
Heavens and New Earth.” 

And so on, and so forth. Let us, we 
repeat, cling to the romances or, rather, , 
articles of creed which these headings^ 
suggest. No lady, however distinguished, ' 
shall tamper with the beliefs of our 
grown-up years. Zig-Zag. \ 

The Durwpy Books have been followed 
by the Stumpy Books, and we fear that 
the Jumm, the Humpy, and even the 
Frumpy Books, are bound to come. 
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CAP’EN DREW DRAWS. 

At the New Theatre the foiir-Act play hy Mr. H. H. Davies, 
entitled Captain Drew on Leave, has achieved success mainly 
through the admirable interpretation given it by Sir Cha^s 
Windham’s well-chosen company. Commencing so quietly 
as to almost threaten the spectator with progressive weari- 
ness, the interest is gradually worked up to an undoubtedly 
fine dramatic climax in the Third Act, perfectly rendered by 
Miss Mar ion Terey as Mrs, Moxon, and Sir Charles Wyndham 
as Captain Drew, B.N. Indeed throughout the play, with 
the performance of Sir Charles appearing at first as the 
gay, reckless Lothario, and at last as the conscience-struck 
“ convertite,” no fault can possibly be found. The character 
is represented to us, presumably, according to the author’s 
intention; Qa suffit So too for Miss Marion Terry’s Mrs, 
Moxon ; her charm of manner as pure wife and mother, her 
innocence, her unaffected sui'prise at her own defection from 
the straight and narrow road of virtue, and her revul- 
sion of feeling against this new self which has suddenly 
been called into being, aU these phases of character are so 
forcibly depicted by this clever actress as to win, for the 
erring wife, sympathy that should be due to the good, stolid, 
devoted husband. 

To satisfactorily represent such a character as the husband 
Mr, Moxon, modelled, apparently, on that of J olin Mild'tnay 
in Still Waters Run Deep, is an artistic task of no little 
difficulty, for which it would be difficult to find an actor better 
fitted than Mr. Louis Calvert, who plays it impressively and 
without the slightest exaggeration. 

Mr. Eille Norwood achieves a triumph of art in so repre- 
senting the unprincipled scoundrel, Mr, Hassal, as to rescue 
this very ordinaiy commonplace character from the grip of 
thorough-going conventional melodrama. Everybody at aU 
conversant with the stage knows this villain. Why the author 
should have added drunkenness to his other vices is not 
quite clear. 

That a naval officer, in the prime of life, as is Captain 
Drew, should be a Don Juan, is of course not a very startling 
assumption, but that he should act as a low cad, laying a 
wager, with a somewhat foolish companion, that he will 
successfully flirt (not to use a stronger and more appropriate 
verb) with the wife of his friend’s friend, to whose house he 
has been brought as a guest, and that this bet should be made 
in an ordinary manner, as if it were Captain Drew’s usual 
way of proceeding, is a violation of probability that makes 
Captain Drew appear more immoral than the double-dyed 
melodramatic villain already mentioned. He is far worse 
than was the gay Captain Crosstree, R.N., when tipsily 
bent on the seduction of Black-eyed Susan, That such 
a man as this Captain Drew should be suddenly conscience- 
struck by his own blackguardly conduct is well-nigh 
miraculous ; and that his intended victim, on his confessing 
himself frankly to her, apparently, incapable of under- 
standing how she has been made a fool of, should not 
only immediately forgive the insult, but should also 
proceed at once to own her passionate undying love for so 
heartless a person, exceeds the ordinary bounds of proba- 
bility. The exigencies of the stage, it will be said, demand 
the immediateness and the spontaneity of the act. True ; but 
this is where the art of the dramatist comes in, and where, 
in this case, it is wanting. It is the original sin of the 
piece itself, which was evidently written for the sake of this 
one great situation, arrive at it how we wiU, and get out of 
it how we can. 

As for the Fourth Act, the serious part of it is de trap : 
husband, wife, and jilted Don Juan, aU contemptible. It 
only wanted the two boys, the Masters Moxon, to be brought 
home from school ; they might have come in between father 
and mother, and so have completed the absurdity. Mr, 


Lenville, of the Crummies Company, would have done it. 
However, the piece had to be finished somehow, and the 
author has not chosen the best way. 

So much for the serious interest of the piece culminating 
in the Third Act ; now how about the light comedy ? It 
is most amusing. Leaving out of the question Sir Charles 
Wyndham’s occasional share in it, all will readily admit that 
Miss Mary Moore, as Miss Mills, gives sparkling life to 
the play. She is fortunate in having Mr. A. Vane- 
Tempest as the embodiment of her quiet, nervous, sensible, 
and deeply devoted lover Mr. White. His is a very difficult 
character to portray; it is important, it is essential; as 
without him, with what Celvrles his friend ” could Captain 
Drew make his bet ? and to whom could Miss Mills say so 
many of her good things, the plums” that the author has 
lavished on this part? Rarely, except in Mrs. Gorringe’s 
Necklace and in The Tyranny of Tears, has Miss Mary Moore 
had a role of which she has been able to make so much as 
she does with this of Miss Mills. Her sense of humour, 
legitimately developing the author’s, comes in strong relief to 
the serious interest of the piece, and serves, as such artistic 
relief always should, to intensify what it relieves. Miss Mary 
Moore makes the part natural ; it might so easily have become 
exaggerated. She preserves le juste milieu, and it is to Miss 
Mills, as thus played, that the last Act owes its success. 
Had we simply been informed by her that Captain Drew 
had departed and that the Moxons had made it up, every- 
body in front would have been quite satisfied to take her 
word for it. 

It is a pity that American engagements necessitate the 
conclusion of the run of this piece before Christmas, as other- 
wise, played as it is now, Captain Drew’s “ Leave ” might 
have been prolonged in London for many months. 


NEW ZEALAND ZIGZAGS. 

Mr. Punch hears from his Own Special Sparrow — 

1. That the only Clubs that would be absolutely certain to 
vanquish the “ Silverleaves ” are those which are not going 
to meet them. 

2. That the Maorilanders consider the Scotch the most 
lavishly generous race under the sun; and are under the 
impression that “ Take the lot, nevermind us,” is the national 
motto of the Across-Tweeders. 

3. That when, hefore a recent match, the Captain of the 
home- team, to excuse the defeat which he foresaw to be 
inevitable, decided to get his men laid out at intervals, there 
was keen competition for the first turn. 

4. That in consequence of fervent appeals to English 
teams to play more with their heads, Scoular, the Cam- 
bridge back, did splendid execution against the AU Blacks 
with his face. 


More “ Efiente Cordiale.”— In the prospectus of the new 
“ViUegiature Forestiere-Maritime Internationale,” of which 
the name is ‘‘Le Chateau d’Hardelot,” with its extensive 
grounds within easy reach of Boulogne-sur-mer, there occur 
on the English Committee list two names that are guarantees 
of ultimate success. One is Sir Charles Wyndham, and the 
other “ ‘ Toby,’ of Punch.’' That Mr. Punch should be thus 
represented transmarinely (Toby crosses in his own bark) is 
good, but how gratifying from an entente-cordiale point of 
view is the fact that one of the “Notaires” professionaUy 
attached to this Anglo-French Society should be “Maitre 
Mabelle de Poncebvillb.” Only the name of some distin- 
guished Irishman from Puncliestown, Ireland, is required to 
complete the Punch pre-eminence. 
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Me. Punch has noticed with great pleasure the many recent Improvements in Pictorial Advertisements. He would 

LIKE to see something STILL MORE STRIKING, AND GIVES A FEW SUGGESTIONS. 





DON’T 
ft LOSE 
K BABY 

for want of a 
||k ^ few of 

y Mother Treacle’s 

^ ^d. packets 

of Teething Powders. 



AIM HIGH and get in 
the best Society. 

Yon cannot do this 

IF YOU 

SCRATCH. 

A Bottle of 

Jones’ 

eczema 

lotion 

< will be sent free on receipt 

\ of 5s. ^d, 

A in stamps. 
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TO A FUR-LINED COAT. 

Come from the coy retreat Tvhere Thou hast slumbered 
In calm oblivion to the rounding Year ; 

Come, for the moments of his life are numbered, 

0 grave and gracious, dignified (and dear) ; 

The days draw close, the time of frost begins ; 

Come, I have need of Thee, sore need, ray Coat of Skins. 

How have I mourned the dawn of other winters ! 

(A chilly thing am I, and frail to boot) ; 

The rude North knocked my cockles into splinters ; 

The sharp East swept my heart-strings like a lute : 
How bilious was mine aspect in the glass ! 

How pink mine eyes, my nose how violet, alas ! 

And ever I grew hoirse, and ever more hoarse ; 

And Sternutation tore me with its throes ; 

Men leapt to hear me cough ; the musing war-horse 
Has cried Ha ! Ha ! when I have blown my nose ; 

And my teeth chattered, and my windy bones 
Audibly rattled, like a cab on cobble-stones. 

And ah, ’twas bitter, when ‘‘ for all my feathers ” 

1 “ was a-cold,” at every turn to meet 

Men robed in skins, supreme against all weathers, 

Proud men, who walked as tho’ they owned the street ; 
. And ever to the gods I made my prayer, 

“ Oh, for a Coat of Skins ! ” — and much they seemed to care. 

And then — ah then, methinks not even Jove knows 
Such joy as that which thriUed my shivering form 
When, starting with a full purse and a mauve nose, 

I made Thee mine, and came home broke, but warm. 
(And how I paid, and what a ‘ musquash ’ is, ^ 

I count as two of heaven’s profoundest mysteries). 

Thenceforward, let the winds be ne’er so numbing, 

I cared not, finding Thee a sure defence. 

Thou wert so soft, so warm, and so becoming, 

, I could not choose but do Thee reverence ; 

Nay, I grew conscious of a mellow spice 
Of hauteur, which itself was cheap at any price. 

For Thou, despite mine inches, didst invest me 
With a new loftiness, of such brave sort, 
i That many an awe-struck cadger has addressed me 
As “ Colonel.” Ha ! So ample was my port 
That there was one sought alms — heard him cry, 

: My lord ! ” “ My lord ! ” he said ; and mighty pleased was I. 

A fat, full, time ! Too soon the “ blithe new-Comer,” 
i ‘ That silly cuckoo, robbed Thee of Thy use. 

Ah, Sweet, I could not stand Thee in the summer 1 
I wore Thee while I had the least excuse. 

Think not, I laid Thee by of changing taste : 

’Twas that Thou wert so dear — too dear to be replaced. 

Now may we meet afresh. This mom my lynx eye 
Discerns a rehsh of the poignant North ; 

The passing nose looms redly. Come ! Methinks_I 
May, with a decent pretext, bear Thee forth ! 

Come, let us take the air for some few rods 
Gods ! Gods I He moults ! He moults ! He Has a moth ! 
Gods ! Gods ! Dum-Dum. 


Headless. 

Who is the Head of the Theatrical Profession ? ” 
{Vide recent letters in The Daily Mail,'] 

None seem to know who ’s the party in possession, 

‘‘ We have lost our Head ” is their melancholy tale. 


UNHONOURED HEROES. 

(The Story of an Invasion that Failed.) 

I admit at once that they were unspeakably insignificant, 
these heroes of mine. I wiil not say that the body politic for 
whose protection they gave their lives so unselfishly was 
unaware of their existence, but it certainly would not have 
recognised one of them by sight. 

There, or so at least it seems to me as 1 sit down now to 
Avrite of these things, lies the real pathos of the tale I have 
to teU. 

For the State persistently neglected its humble defenders, 
in spite of all warnings. Again and again had experts 
declared that its safety depended on maintaining them in a 
reasonable condition of efficiency — but, wrapped in a fatuous 
sense of security, it paid no heed to such admonitions. 

It was taken for granted that an invasion was a contingency 
so highly improbable as to be unworthy of serious considera- 
tion. And so it happened that the one force Avhich could be 
relied upon to repel a hostile invasion was allowed— whether 
deliberately or not — to fall below their normal strength, and 
was denied the means of attaining that mobility that was so 
essential should their services ever be put to the test. 

This might have been of less consequence, had external 
precautions been consistently adopted — but they were not. 
And the inevitable result followed. The blow fell without the 
slightest warning. 

Speaking for myself, I sliall never forget the incredulous 
surprise and 'dismay I felt on hearing that the dreaded German | 
foe had succeeded in surprising an unprotected portion of my ; 
beloved country, and in numbers that were hourly increasing 
threatened to strike inward and attack the seat of govern- 
ment itself ! 

Personally I was helpless. As a non-combatant, I could 
only wait passively and hope against hope that this supreme 
crisis would be muddled through in the customary manner. 

But there were others, more active, who, undeterred by the 
neglect and indifEerence which they had borne so long and so 
uncomplainingly, came forward gallantly to the defence of j 
their native isle. ! 

They were not much to look at ; they were but ill-equipped 
to encounter an enemy both vigorous and formidable ; pallid 
they were, one and all — ^but not with fear, and animated with 
but one impulse — to fling themselves at the presumptuous 
invader at the earliest possible moment, rid their land of his 
presence, or perish in the attempt. 

In some pathetically inarticulate fashion they felt, without 
reasoning on the subject, that Duty demanded this sacrifice of 
them — and nobly was their duty performed. 

It is not for me, as a mere civilian, to give a detailed 
account of the prolonged struggle that ensued. I was 
present, it is true, from beginning to end of the campaign, 
but I confess that I had but a vague and confused impression 
of what actually occurred. 

So I must content myself with stating that the conflicts, 
both in their fierceness and in the varying fortune of either 
side, were nothing short of Homeric. Many a daring deed, 
many an act of reckless courage must have distinguished 
the heroic force which could make such a stubborn and 
splendid defence, but of these I am unable to furnish 
any particular instances — and there were no war-corre- 
spondents there to immortalise them. My heroes fought and 
perished obscure and unregarded, as they lived. 

But after days and weeks of hard fighting, during which 
more than once it seemed that further resistance was impossible, 
the attack began to show signs of weakening. Then the heroic 
defenders, outnumbered, shattered, and exhaixsted as they 
were, rallied for a final effort. So irresistible was the dan 
with which they advanced that the enemy first wavered, then 
broke, and fled precipitately. The pursuit was one long 
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THINGS THAT MIGHT HAVE BEEN EXPRESSED DIFFERENTLY. 


Unde George, “ So glad you are so much better, Amt, my dear.” 

Amy. “Yes, thank you, Uncle George. Since Dr. Pillum took me in hand my recovery has been simply miraculous!'" 


career of carnage, so complete and so merciless tliat not a I 
solitary invader remained to regret his rashness ! 

Thus Tvas freedom restored to the land, from which all 
traces of disturbance soon disappeared, and were you now 
to go over the battlefield I question if you would find 
a single spot on its smooth surface to indicate that it had ever 
been the scene of so many desperate encounters. 

And they who won this magnificent victory — what of 
them ? It would be only natural to expect that those who 
survived would be welcomed home in triumph to be f§ted, 
laurelled, be-medalLed, and pensioned by the State they had 
served so well. And that those who fell would at least be 
honoured by some worthy memorial. 

With shame I confess— for I feel some personal responsi- 
bility in this matter — that, so far, none of these gallant 
victors has received the slightest recognition. ^ ^ 

Still, it may not be too late, even yet, to repair this omission. 
With all their shortcomings, my countrymen have never been 
backward in appreciating and rewarding the brave, however 
humble, and I cannot believe that they will make an excep- 
tion in this case, if only it is adequately placed before them, 
as I have endeavoured to do in this appeal. 

I venture to make the following suggestion : That a public 
monument be erected by national sutecription — do not say 
in the Abbey or St. Paul’s, which would, perhaps, be going 
rather too far — ^but in some conspicuous position in the 
Metropolis — say Aldwych. 

It might bear some such inscription as the following, 
which, however, is merely a rough draft, and could be altered 
or amended if necessary ; — 


To the Ever-glorious Memory 
of 

Those Brave and Patriotic Phagocytes 


f or ‘ Leucocytes,^ if preferred, ) 

\ it comes to precisely the same thing — S.P.B. j 


Whose surnames, for sufficient reasons, 
cannot he 
here recorded, 
hut 

Whose Undaunted Valour and Self-devotion 
Repulsed and Utterly Annihilated 
A Formidable Force of Bacterial In\’’aders 
> who had had the unparalleled Audacity 
to erect the Insolent Standard of German Measles 
upon the previously undesecrated Surface 
of 

Samuel Peachey Budkinson, Esquire 
(October 7th to 31st, 1905). 


I need hardly explain that I am the Budkinson in question. 
Otherwise, as an individual of a naturally modest and 
retiring disposition, I should have hesitated before coming 
forward so prominently in the matter. 

I am not without hope that Sir Frederick Treves would, 
if properly approached, kindly consent to receive and acknow- 
ledge the contributions of a generous Public. 

If so, I shall have much pleasure in heading the list with 
a subscription of (at least) two-and-sixpence. 
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THE QUEEN’S GIFT. 

(A Voice from Poplar.) 

Gk)D bless Her Majesty’s heart, say I : she ’s done it proper 
and fine, 

I know she ’ll pardon the words I use, for scholarship ’s not 
my line ; 

But I can’t keep still since I read the news, and here ’s what 
I ’ve got to say : — 

God bless Her LIajesty’s woman’s heart for what she has done 
to-day. 

It isn’t a couple of thousand pounds that helps you to 
kingdom come, 

Though I know a couple of thousand pounds is a nice little 
tidy sum ; 

But it isn’t the gold that unbolts the bars or throws the 
gates apart, 

It ’s giving the gold, as the Queek she ’s done, with a merciful 
tender heart. 

For where she sits on her^golden throne a-wearing her golden 
crown 

She has heard the voice of the weary folk, the folk that axe 
always down ; 

The far-off sorrowful voice of men, the pitiful voice of wives. 

And the dreadful silence of children, too, those poor little 
wasted lives. 

She has heard it all, and her heart was. torn ; but what was 
a QcfEE]jf to do ? 

There ’s danger in this, ^o the wise emes say ; there ’s risk in 
thp other too, 


For if there is one thing plain, they say, as plain as the 
sound of thunder, 

It ’s this, that the folks who can’t stay top must all in the 
end go under. 

But the Queen she doesn’t pay heed to that, she thinks for a 
little while. 

And then she ups and she calls an Earl, and her face 
breaks out in a smile : 

And she teUs him to count two thousand pounds, and she 
says to the Earl, says she, 

There ’s folks that are dying for want of food, and that ’s 
what ’s the matter with me.” 

And she wants her people to help, she says ; it isn’t so hard 
a trick 

To give when a Queen has showed you how, and do it as 
quick as quick; 

To give for the poor who have tried and failed, though they 
never were ones to shirk ; 

To find them the work that ’U find them food and the food 
that ’U help them work. | 

So here ’s to the Queen again, I say, the Queen with her lovely 
face ; 

The Queen with her heart on fire for us, who stepped from 
her lofty place, 

And came and spoke to us straight and true in words we 
' could understand, 

And gave us the best a Queen could give, a pitying woman’s 
hand. 
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Tramy. “ ’Mornin’, Miss. Please, oould ter give me affair o’ trousers?” 
Parson's Daughter. “ I will ask my brother if he has any to give away.” 
Tramp. “ Thankee, Miss, an’ I ’ll do the same for you one of these days.” 




WAS MR. GLADSTONE A 
VOCALIST? 

[This interesting question is exciting so much 
attention that we are glad to be able to print 
some valuable letters on the subject.] 

Sir, — ^Mr. Gladstone was not a singer 
in the way that the late Signor Tamagno 
might he called one, or even Caruso; 
hut he certainly had the power of emitting 
sounds from his larynx which more or 
I less approximated to musical notes, and 
in so far as he could do this the title of 
singer must not, I think, he denied to 
him. Many of us cannot do even that. 
My late revered chief invariably sang in 
his hath. (Well for Marat had he done 
the same, for he might then have 
frightened Charlotte: Corday from her 
fell purpose !) But the puhhc occasions 
on which he hurst into vocal exuberance 
are few. I find that at a Harvest Home 
at -Hawarden in 1867, he gave as a solo. 


''John Barleycorn'' with almost too 
much success, for the company had to 
he got away in wheel-harrows ; while as 
late as 1884 his rendering of "Che 
Faro,” from Gluck’s Orfeo, at a village 
concert in the same place, was the event 
of the evening, and is still remembered 
with tears. These are the only instances 
which a hurried glance through the 
Gladstone papers has revealed. 

I am, etc., John Mobley. 

Sib,— I cannot say anything as to Mr. 
Giadstone’s gifts as a singer, but I know 
that he once whistled, and whistled very 
well. He had been for a walk in the 
park at Hawarden with his Pomeranian 
dog Pete, and the little fellow, as is the 
manner of his kind, wandered off and 
for a few minutes was lost to sight. Mx. 
Gladstone, on noticing this, sto 9 d stiH 
and whistled, in long, clear, heU-hke 
notes, until Petz reappeared. I was 
making a water-colour sketch at the 


time, behind a tree, and was an unseen 
observer of this interesting passage in 
the life of a great naan.' It seemed to 
me so touching to think of the mighty 
statesman whisthng for his little four- 
footed dumb friend. I am, yours, etc., 
Lydia Burble. 

Sir, — ^I remember once when Mr. 
Gladstone and I were walking in the 
Alps in the early sixties we came to a 
little roadside inn for lunch, the pro- 
vision of which was exceedingly meagre. 
It struck us that, at any rate, we should 
be able to get some honey with which to 
eke it out, but the waiter, a foolish moon- 
faced fellow, persistently failed to under- 
stand my word for that commodity which 
we pronounced at him. Having tried 
all languages, living and dead, Mr. 
Gladstone imitated the buzzing of a 
bee, and I remember how struck I was 
by the accuracy of the minaicry and its 
resonant tone. Even this failed to 
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awaken the dolt’s dormant perception 
nntil the great statesman added to his 
buzzing a sharp jab with a fork in the 
fleshier portion of the man’s leg, which 
so reahstically brought to his mind the 
idea of a sting that he hastened to 
inform us that there was no honey in the 
house. Beyond this instance I can say 
nothing definite as to Mr. Glabstoi^e’s 
Yocal powers. I am, &c., 

Avebury. 

Sir, — That Mr. Gladstone occasionally 
sang is beyond doubt, but as to the 
quality of his singing — that is another 
story. I find in my diary the following 
entry under February 29, 1881 : — 

“The Breakfast Club met at Hart- 
Dyke’s. Eight present, including 
Gladstone. The conversation turned 
early upon old London cries, and 
Gladstone imitated the St. James’s milk- 
maid’s call, ‘ Milk 0 ! ’ with much humour 
and vraisernhlance^ so much so that 
Hart-Dyke’s cat* was heard miaowing at 
the door immediately after. Pollock 
said something about Orpheus attracting 
thebeasts with his melody, which started 
Gladstone upon an excursion into Greek 
myth, which did not stop till it was 
time for lunch.” 

Trusting this little reminiscence may 
be useful to you, I am, &c., 

M. E. Grant-Duff. 

Sir, —In the intervals of amassing a 
modest competence I have always found 
music my chief solace and recreation, 
and pride myself on the possession of a 
remarkably correct ear. On the occasion 
of the opening of a free library at Bootle 
by Mr. Gladstone, the proceedings opened 
with a performance of ^^God Save the 
Queen'^ Though a staunch Republican 
I was so carried away by the fervour with 
which Mr. Gladstone led the National 
Anthem that I joined in unconsciously, 
but at the close found that I was exactly 
a minor third above the great Liberal 
Statesman. But whether he descended 
or I ascended from the true pitch is a 
oint with which at this interval of time 
cannot charge my memory. 

I am, etc., 

Andrew Carnegie. 

Sir, — In my frequent conversations 
with Mr. Gladstone the talk, curiously 
enough, never fell on music, but I may, 
perhaps, be allowed to supplement this 
omission with an anecdote of a cousin of 
mine, Lancelot Wilbraham, a favourite 
pupil of Jowett’s in the sixties. 
Wilbraham, who was a man of blameless 
character, and the only member of the 
Buhingdon Club who ever gained the 
HaH and Houghton Septuagint Prize, 
was deeply addicted to music and quite 
a remarkable performer on the concertina. 
Hence Jowett’s sweeping dictum, “All 
musicians are immoral except Wilbra- 
ham.” It is only fair to add that Jowett 


knew little or nothing of music, and 
when once reference was made to 
Wagfier’s Flying Dutchman naively 
observed, “I thought Wagner was a 
musician, not an owner of racehorses.” 

' I am, &c., 

Lionel Tollemache. 


DOMESTIC LIFE. 

“ Domestic life,” the croaker thinks. 

And shakes a pessimistic head, 

“ Domestic life with all its links 
Of love and tenderness is dead.” 

Ah, could you spend a Sunday, Sir, 
Wheeling my twin perambulator. 

You possibly might wish it were, 

0 acti temporis laudator. 

My brothers, fetterless and free, 

Fly off on pleasure only bent ; 

Some golf beside the “ Silver Sea,” 

Some motor through the Weald of Kent, 
Whilst I — ^I know no Sunday lark 
But trundling forth my son and 
daughter 

To feed the ducks in Regent’s Park, 
And sail toy boats upon the water. 

I craved love once — ^but when a chap 
Is nightly roused from pleasing dreams 
To sterilise Althonso’s pap 
Or soothe Cecilu’s frenzied screams ; 
When he is harnessed like a colt 
To cradle or to baby carriage. 

What wonder should Iris soul revolt 
From these enthralling bonds of mar- 
riage ? 

What wonder, as he puffs the clay 
Of poverty beneath the stars. 

If he regret the halcyon day 
Of one-and-sixpenny cigars ? 

What wonder that he looks behind 
To hours when careless youth went 
on so 

And loved a bottle — ^not the kind 
Affected by the brat Alphonso. 

What wonder he should sometimes sigh 
For nights that all too swiftly flew. 
When throats were wet and humour dry 
Amid the mad Bohemian crew ; 

When song dispelled the doleful dumps. 
When wits were wide awake as weasels, 
When he had never heard of mumps 
And did not know the name of measles. 


NEW LIGHTS ON HELLAS. 

[In view of the great and natural interest 
excited by the visit of the King of the Hellenes 
to our shores, the following remarkable article, 
supplementary to one which recently appeared 
in The Evening Standard and St. J ames^s Gazette^ 
written by a distinguished Soho publicist, and 
secured at enormous cost for exclusive issue ia 
his columns by Mr. Punch, will doubtless be 
perused with breathless interest.] 

The day of the modern Athenians 
begins at an early hour in the morning, 
though not at the same time as in London, 
owing to difference in the latitude and 


longitude, to say nothing of the meridian. 
Still, many persons are out of bed by 
eight o’clock and hurry off, after a light 
repast of coffee and rolls, to their various 
vocations. Coffee was unknown in the 
time of Pericles and Socrates — who, as 
is well known, drank hemlock — and was 
not introduced until a comparatively 
recent date. After this meal the women 
of the household fill up the rest of the 
forenoon with needlework and other 
occupations, such as halma, podoheien, 
discon, akonta, and •palen, the Greek 
counterpart of jiujitsu. The Greeks, it 
may be added, are intensely musical, and 
Athens is one of the few places where 


THREE CHESTNUT RECIPES. 


Chestnut Mousse. — First catch 
your mousse, or moose as it is in- 
correctly spelt in Canada, and 
having stuffed it with chestnuts 
roast over a slow Greek fire. Then 
lay it in a matapan with half a pint 
of real old stock, a large blade of 
mace and a small grain of salt. 
When tender remove the bauble, if 
possible to the Cromwell Road, and 
pour into a mould lined with 
crimson crash. 

o 0 m 

Chestnut Gin. — Peel a quart of 
very old chestnuts, stew them in a 
bonzoline gallipot till soft, and then 
mash them with a Taylor mashie. 
Place in a Leyden jar on the fire and 
stir in their weight in golden sherry. 
When the mixture begins to set, 
whip it smartly with a cellular 
whisk, and add an egg-cupful of 
junket, three ounces of Listerine 
and a teaspoonful of J ava guelly. 
o 

Chestnut Cutlets.— Skin twenty- 
five chestnuts, and after washing 
them with warm water and soap, 
pijp them with a wooden pulper, 
stiffen with a little shellac and 
divide the whole into eight sections, 
wrapping each in Baltic seal fastened 
with a safety pin. 


the piano is still played by hand. Mid- 
day, appropriately enough, is the hour 
for the mid-day meal, to which the 
members of the family are summoned by 
a beH or in some cases by a gong. Con- 
versation is carried on during mealtime 
in the modern Greek language, which 
closely resembles that of classic Greece, 
though, owing to the absence of phono- 
graphic records, it is impossible to state 
whether the pronunciation is the same. 
Cigarettes are generally smoked after the 
meal, in some cases by the ladies as well 
as by the gentlemen, but the latter often 
prefer cigars, some mild and others of a 
stronger brand. • i 
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In the hot weather very few people 
are seen out of doors between twelve 
and four o’clock, and the habit of the 
siesta is well-nigh universal. Any time 
after four o’clock, afternoon tea is the 
beverage, being served hot in cups, with 
or without sugar, according to the taste 
of the individual. Even in the colder 
months, the usual dinner-hour is a 
trifle late according to English ideas, 
and in the dog-days the hour grows 
later until it extends to haK-past nine 
or ten o’clock. Indeed cases are on 
record of frugal families in times of 
distress dining on the following day 
for several days in succession. 

Some Athenians when the weather is 
hot take their meals in the open air, 
either on a terrace, or in a verandah, or 
at a restaurant. The meat most gene- 
rally consumed is either lamb or goat, 
for owing to the rocky character of the 
country, prime beef is difficult to pro- 
cure, except in the district of Oxyrrhyn- 
chus, where the papyrus affords splendid 
pasturage. 

Greek women are as a rule good lin- 
guists, for, unlike the practice in our 
girls’ schools, Greek is compulsoiy, 
wdth the result that when Greek meets 
Greek* there is never any difficulty about 
their understanding each other. The 
beauty of the Athens women is prover- 
bial, as readers of Byron’s famous lyric 
Zoetrope, sas agapo will remember, but 
the absence of Roman noses is remark- 
able, though on reflection it will be 
admitted that this could not very well 
be othervdse. 


CHARIVARIA. 

A REMARKABLE phenomenon is reported 
from Ohristchurch, New Zealand. The 
localmutton, for someunknownreason,has 
been giving forth a phosphorescent glow, 
and, according to one account, it is no 
uncommon sight to see economical house- 
holders reading by the light of their meat. 
% 

The Daily Mail is publishing a series 
of carefully compiled estimates of the 
results of the coming General Election, 
and it is thought that Sir Henry Campbell- 
Bannerman and Mr. Balfour may come 
to an arrangement by which their 
respective parties should be bound by 
The ^ Daily MaiVs results. When one 
considers the enormous trouble and 
expense that would thereby be saved we 
cannot but applaud this sensible scheme. 


Now that it has been proved that 
George the Fourth and Mrs. Fitzherbert 
were legally married, America, with 
characteristic enterprise, is producing a 
number of grandchildren, and it is not 
impossible that the interesting couple 
may be proved to have had upwards of 
one hundred little ones. 


When our cruiser squadron visited 
New York, the people went to such 
lengths to obtain souvenirs of Prince 
Louis OF Battenberg that, according to 
our information, the Prince was obliged 
to attach several labels to his uniform 
bearing the words, ‘‘ Not to be taken.” 


It is rumoured, by the way, that we 
shall shortly hear that a fair American 
curio-hunter has secured a British Duke. 


The municipality of Frankfort-on- 
the-Main has opened a refuge for the 
accommodation of widowers wdth chil- 
dren. A correspondent writes to com- 
plain that nothing is being done for 
husbands whose wives are still alive. 



TOO MUCH OF A GOOD THING. 

Mr. Bird, ** I was with them when they started 
the Society for the Protection of Wilil Birds, 
hnt now they Ve forming one for the protection 
of wild worms— it ’s a bit too sympathetic.” 


So many accidents have occurred 
lately through the ignition of petrol 
that a wealthy motorist, we hear, is 
making arrangements for his car to be 
followed, wherever it may go, by a 
fully-equipped fire-engine, and, if this 
example be followed widely, our roads 
will become more interesting than ever. 

The Mayor of Huddersfield is loyally 
carrying out his promise to present 
twenty shillings to the parent of every 
child (in the Longwood District) that 
reaches the age of one year. Meanwhile 
we hear that last week a local infant, 
in revenge for an undeserved spanking, 
threw its parents into a state of panic 
when it had attained 11 months and 29 
days, by obstinately holding its breath 
for upwards of ten minutes. 


The Winter Club at Olympia, to en- 
able all kinds of sports to be carried on 
under cover, strikes us as a distinctly 
happy idea. At the same time the scope 
of the scheme has been exaggerated. 
For instance, it is not, we are told, a fact 
that a portion of the ground, three acres 
in extent, has been set aside for marbles. 


It is now stated that tlie manuscript 
of the Venerable Bede’s Super Oanrica 
Canticorumy which has been returned, 
was merely borrowed by some burglars 
to read, and, if this be true, we have 
here a happy sign of the influence of 
The Times Book Club on the cultui’e 
of the masses. 


The recent New York elections prove 
our American cousins to be far more 
advanced than ourselves. “One ma n 
two votes ” seems to be the rule rather 
than the exception. 


The death is announced of the richest 
cat-fish in the world. It was caught off 
Spalato, and its personal property in- 
cluded a chain-purse filled with silver 
and nickel coin to the value of £3, and 
£7 in bank-notes. 


Tourist agencies report that St. Peters- 
burg as a pleasure resort is not what 
it was. 

TELEPHONE TRIOLETS. 

Hullo ! Are you there ? 

Chelsea — three-sixty-five ! 

These girls make one swear ! 

Hullo ! Are you there ? 

I ’ve no time to spare, 

So please look alive ! 

Hullo 1 Are you there ? 

Chelsea — three-sixty-five ! 

I rang up to see 
If you ’ll come to the play, 

As I’ve stalls for “H. B.” 

I rang up to see 

If you ’re game for a spree — 

Can’t hear me ? I say, 

I rang up to see 
If you ’ll come to the play. 

When we dine ? At the Cri — 

At a quarter to seven. 

The champagne will be dry 
When we dine at the Cri. 

Oh adorable Di, 

It wiE simply be heaven 
When we dine at the Cri 
At a quarter to seven. 

What ’s that ? Your Aunt Jane — 
Great Scott ! What a row 
In the ’phone ! I ’E complain. 
What ’s that ? Your Aunt J ane — 
Is she ramping again, 

The old cat ? Let her miaow ! 
What ’s that ? You ’re Aunt Jane ? 
Great Scott ! What a row ! 


Haute t^coLE Equitation. — ‘ ‘ Maj or- 
General Sir Henry Ewart (Crown 
Equerry) and Major F. E. G. Ponsonby 
wiE be in attendance on horseback upon 
the carriage aEotted to the Royal visi- 
tors.” — The Times. 
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FROM AiT EDITOR’S POST-BAG. 

Dear Mr. Pukch, — ^It is my misfortune 
to edit a monthly Magazine. There are 
people, I find, who imagine the post to 
be a pleasant one. Here are a few 
extracts from my letters this morning, 

I which may help to undeceive them : — 

“Dear Mr. Editor, — ^You won’t mind 
my addressing you in this familiar way 
I am sure because although I don’t 
think we have ever met and often as I 

find one does not meet at least 

only very exceptionally the 

people who are really most 

likely to be close friends if 

only there was an opportunity 

of comparing notes and so 

becoming intimate but I feel 

drawn towards you since I 

know that once you stayed in 

the hotel at Shingleford where 

only last summer my poor 

Aunt Eliza was taken sud- | 

denly ill through a chill — as 1 

said and shall say though the j 

doctor seemed very puzzled 

about it .... (Three closely- 

written pages omitted) .... 

fourteen little sonnets for which I , 

a cheque will give me great ^== 

pleasure.” 

“ Sir, — Have you ever read 
the first verse of the first .^5 
chapter of Genesis? And if 
so, how do you justify your ^ J 

recent article on bi-metallism ? 

Sporadic entospores in a semi- — 

evolutionary environment en- 
tirely atrophy all negligible 
statistics. I have developed 
this idea in a paper of 8,645 
words, sent to-day.” 

“Dear Sir, — On a former 
occasion, when rejecting an ^0 

article of mine, you told me 
to study the character of the 
Magazine, in order to see what 
subjects were likely to prove 
acceptable. This I have done. | ^ 
In your July number I find a I 
paper on ‘Some Churches in 
Florence.’ Knowing, therefore, 
that this is what you like, I . 
enclose a paper on Some 
Florentine Churches.’ ” 

“My dear Sir, — ^I am only too well 
aware that the article on ‘Jupiter’s 
Satellites ’which I enclose has no sort 
of merit. And I feel certain also that 
it is much too technical for your pages. 
Apart from this, I have already arranged 
for its publication elsewhere. At the 
same time, if you could publish it, aU 
the proceeds would be devoted to the 
purpose of installing a new heating- 
apparatus in our schools, where one is 
greatly needed. Possibly this may in- 
fluence ygu? And I may add that a| 
little book compiled by a cousin of mine , 


was warmly commended by Mr. Glad- obliged to place my future custom else- 
STONE, Dr. Joseph Parker, and others, where.” 

If you cannot use my article, I shall be (Subsequent telegram .) — “Mixed second 
glad to have a detailed criticism of it sheet with letter to dressmaker. Apolo- 
by return of post.” gies.” 

“ Dear Sir, — ^I do not write as a rule, i — — ' 

But the^ IMe poem I send was due ! THE NEW LITERiB IHJMANI- 
to ^ an inspiration. Don’t you think | ORES. 

Lines to a Baby-boy is a good title? | Specimen Examination Paper. 

But I must tell you exactly how the idea | lUndergraduatea are to be examined at an 
^ e to me. . . . (Several pages omitted.) | American University in the newspapers as a 
Perhaps it would be better to compare i text-book.'] 

^ — Literature . — What is a 

. 1 ^ free - delivery 

area, and state briefly (3,000 
words) the advantages of re- 
ceiving books for nothing. 
Quote from the advertisements 
beginning respectively, “For 
\ your Children’s sake,” “The 

I 1 Secret of Success,” and “ Our 

I \ Message to You.'' 

\ \ ForeignLanguages. — Trans- 

1 \ late into English or American : 

1 I ~“ The All-Blacks went away 

I I with a rattle from the kick-off 

\ n smothered the Heathens. 

^ I j I p-j ‘Nobby’ Smith, who fancies 

he can trap a ball, yanked 

^ sphere right across the 

meadow, tried the spring- 
zzzzz— heeled-jack trick and notched 
w three times in the first quarter. 

^^^/// I ^ I ® Wg* — Tbe Heathens were now up 

\/i / i.-^ w \\J|^ against it and had to go 

3^^ ^ 3 1 3 thxou^htjiehc^p. ^The uptight 

loiig "had he had gout, and 

discomfort? How many 
globules did he take before 
marked improvement ? 
what you know of his 
' ~ symptoms: (a) between the 

ATPROPRTATE LETTERING FOR THE L.0.0. STEAMBOATS, FROM shouldcr-blades , (b) at the pit 
A London Eatepayer’s point of view. stomach ; and^ (c) in the 

'interior of the brain. How 

him to another bird than a starling — many doctors had given him up ? When 
but it rhymes with darling, you see.” did aU pain cease, his constitution become 
“ Sir, — ^I have long since ceased to an iron one, his business develop, and 
look for courtesy from you. But bare Mr. Buncombe cease to be an annoyance 
civility at least I have some right to to his family ? 

expect. Yet though I sent you Deborah's , — ■ 

Dovmfall — a most thrilling story, of Commercial Candour. 

140,000 words-tlxe day before yester- ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

day, I am still without a reply ! ^ -n KmTrr , 

“Dear Sir, — I write to inquire whether NOW, 

you are likely to have space for a little What? 

article on Gothic skirts which fit badly Why, send 5^. Qd . for a tin of 
and are far too full. You must try The New Anti-freezing Compound.” 
and make the next better or I shall be [Advt. in “ The Auto-Car'* 


APPROPRIATE LETTERING FOR THE L.0.0. STEAMBOATS, FROM 
A London Eatepayer’s point of view. 


Commercial Candour. 

“ Why wait till the damage is done 9 
Do IT NOW! 

What? 

Why, send 5 s . Qd . for a tin of 

The New Anti-freezing Compound.” 

lAdvt. in “ The Auto-Gar'* 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Sychiey Eseott, the heroine in Miss Emth Fowler’s last 
novd, For Richer, for Poorer (Hurst Blackett), is a 
provoking young person. It was with nnfelt premonition 
of the appropriate that, being a girl, her parents gave her 
a hoy’s name. Throughout her life she, like the Mary Mary 
of an old song, is “ quite contrary.” My Baronite confesses 
he was a little alarmed for the success of the story when he 
reached the chapter where Sydney, accompanied by her 
derelict mother in search of seaside lodgings, stormed the 
Vicarage and insisted upon being taken in, since there were 
no other apartments vacant. The Vicar, apparently the last 
man in the world to submit to such intrusion, weakly yields. 
The mother is installed in the sick room, and Sydney domi- 
nates the premises. Wlien we know her better, as of course 
Miss Fowtler did from the first, we admit the possibility. 
Sydney is as wild and wholesome as the sea she greatly loves, 
pure and sweet as the flowers with which she decks herself. 
It requires a skilled hand to manage so skittish a character 
through 300 pages. Miss Fowler succeeds, marking in her 
last w^’ork a distinct advance on earlier efforts that found 
wide acceptance by novel-readers. 


Messrs. W. Aim E. Chambers, those indefatigable and 
experienced caterers to the literary appetites of the young, 
are providing a more than usually sumptuous Christmas 
feast, or rather a choice of feasts, for their clients. For girls 
there are six books, with any one of which a frill-wearer may 
consider herself lucky. Mrs. L. T. Meade has written three : 
Wilful Cousin Kate, Dumps, and A Bevy of Oirls. How she 
can manage to do it and to keep so high a level passes the 
Assistant Reader’s comprehension. Miss May Baldwin, with two 
books, The Oirls of St. OabrieVs and That Little Limb, runs 
a good second to Mrs. Meade in the amount of her output. 
In naerit these# sisters of the pen are not to be divided. A 
mere male, Raymond Jacberns, shows up with one volume, 
Crab Cottage, a good one. 

As to boys, they can take their pick of The Boys of Bad- 
minster, by Andrew Home ; Shoulder Airnis, by G. Manviile 
Fenn ; and Chums in the Far West, by Everett McNeil. I 
have sampled them and can recommend them. 

For imps of mischief there are two new Buster Browns 
and one new Foxy Grandpa. It is evident that the grand- 
sons of Foxy are quite unable to cope with him. Might I 
suggest that they should aHow Buster to try his hand at 
this irreclaimable old gentleman? It would be a good 
match— even though it does seem that Buster's journey to 
Europe, as described in one of the new books, has a little 
dashed his spirits. 

I have left to the last a most delightful book, in order 
that I might give it a special word of praise. It is A Booh 
of Baby Birds, verses by B. Parker, illustrated by N. Parker. 
The pictures are perfectly charming, and the verses are, in 
their way, as good. Grace, dexterity, neatness and point 
are the chief characteristics of both. 


Presumably on a well-known principle, Mr. W. W. Jacobs 
calls his latest book Captains All (Hodder and Stoughton), 
because no captain figures prominently in the stories. Far 
beyond his custom, Mr. Jacobs quits the sea, finding his 
characters ashore. This is an advantage, since it makes the 
reader acquainted with Boh Pretty, a gentleman who, to the 
avocation of poacher, adds the art of the diplomatist and, the 
guile of the Heathen Chinee. How Bob bets his cronies at 
the “ Cauliflower” public-house that, following on the chance 
shooting of a beater by a party from the HaU intent on 
pheasants, there will be fresh disasters of the smne kind, and 
hoW' he wins his bet, is a tale of adventure told with that 


grim, self-restrained humour of which Mr. Jacobs is master. 
Another irresistibly funny story is The Temptation of Samuel 
Burge, now played on the stage of a London theatre. My 
Baronite advises the possessor of the book to resist the 
temptation to read it all through at a sitting. Better take a 
tale a day. 

Except for revealing to us the Fitzherbert papers, which 
are now among the private archives of Windsor Castle, and 
for certain ducal and other letters, here first published 
by His present Majesty’s gracious permission, the two 
entertaining volumes entitled Mrs, Fitzherbert and George IV., 
by W. H. Wilkins, M.A., F.S.A. (Longmans & Co.), do not 
add much to the English public’s general knowledge of the 
really commonplace story of “ The First Gentleman in Europe ” 
and his illegal, but canonical, wife, Marta Fitzherbert, origi- 
nally Miss Smythe, who at twenty-five years of age found her- 
self a widow, for the second time, with a couple of thousand 
a year. She became a society beauty and captured the too 
susceptible George, Prince of Wales, by whom she was in 
turn taken prisoner and secured in the bonds of matrimony 
on certain terms to which, of course, she should never have 
consented. Beyond aU possibility of doubt she was married 
to the Prince of Wales, and it w^as only to conciliate liis 
father George the Third, in order to get his debts paid, that 
“ The First Gentleman in Europe ” lied like a trooper to Mr. 
Fox, and Mr. Fox to the House of Commons, in absolutely 
denying the fact of the marriage. Mr. Wilkins tries to 
palliate the conduct of Florizel, and he is most sympathetic 
towards Perdita. But, surely, it must seem to the majority 
that in. not listening to the voice of her own conscience, and 
to the remonstrance of her correct (but afterwards weakly 
compliant) uncle, Mrs. Fitzherbert brought upon herself all her 
subsequent troubles, and, in plain language, simply deserved 
what she got. The illustrations from photographs are good, 
and the history of the period, although diffuse, is interesting. 


For some time there have appeared weekly in The West- 
minster Gazette what purport to be the remarks of The 
Office Boy on current political events, illustrated by pen-and- 
ink sketches of the style familiar on school slates. The 
authorship is now admitted by Mr. Francis Brown, who 
reprints his contributions under the title The Doings of 
Arthur (Methuen). The incongruity of the literary style of The 
Office Boy and the high politics he discusses is amusing, and 
is greatly helped by the burlesque type of drawings supplied. 
In this last respect my Baronite observes that Mr. Brown is 
obviously a student of F. 0. G.’s more elaborate political 
squibs. 


BAROl^ 


‘‘ First come, first served,” says the Baron, opening the door 
to Father Tuck, who comes wi& a Christmas waggon full of 
cartes, and presenting an evergreen Annual for all genuine 
child-like children who have not yet been crowded out of exist- 
ence by little swoUen-headed, spectacled men and women of 
about five or six years of age. So Father Tuck’s Toy Books, 
his Annual, his Louis Wain’s 
Cats, and his pretty series of 
picture postcards by Helen 
Jackson, the Baron singles out 
for special approval. Then fol- 
lows a delightful Bendy Sadler 
series of Old English Toasts,” 
and “On the Links Calendar” 
for Golfers. From his postcards 
the Baron selects the “ Glisten- 
ing Dew Series” and “The 
Pyramids of Egypt.” May this 
brief notice create an appetising 
taste of the Tuck stores ! 
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CHARI VARIA. A liter^ gentleman was nearly credited not be more humane first to try the effect 

ded»«».c»- of . Naval 

tempora^, “is baD^pt.” This, how- Among the arrivals at the Zoo last Axe there motOT-cars in the celestial 
oSKtS ““ week were right nc^homed vipem, regirits? Protesaor SomiBB, of OeS^, 

umciai ueceivers^ one onga-Wonga pigeon, one hairy has discoyered what he describes as a 

A , + * * L X. armadillo^, one mute swan and a centi- new comet plunging due south at a rate 

.There was great excitement in of almost 8 degrees a day, and careering 
caused m Genmny by the publication in the neighbourhood as each drove up, across the Milky Way regardless of all 

Ae Lolmsche Ze^un^ ot a letter written and it is hoped that aU of them will other trafllc ss oi au 

by a Uerman oftcer denying that the make a lengthy stay in town. 

British are assisting the Hereros. It is t,, i.* i i j i 

felt that it was unpateiotic of the officer News reaches us of the death in dis- in the subSbs lasTweiX offiy £g 

to have mitten the letter, and stiH more tressmg circumstances of one of the which escaped was the gks. 

unpatric^ic oi the Kolmselie Zeitung to most respected elephants living at 

have published It. Autwepi.^ An attendant left in the The Motor-Car Show at Olympia 

n-wvw.v.vr,.w w r .1 lx TT XX shed a trunk containing clothes, proved a great success. The £800 cars 

^upEicK WiTBOi, the late Hottentot This the poor beast, feeling cold, burst for men of small mAa-na are said to 

contemporary “ Ae especially 

Coloured Db Wet.” ^ 

the County Council ^ voluntarily entering 

our steamboats ? of th^POTt Erin 1^ 

Tf* + + 1 L +M fortune-teller {seriously). “Let me warn you. Somebody ’s going to cross your path.” boratory the Liver- 

It IS stated that Mr. Motorist. “Don’t you think you’d better warn the other chap?” 'pool Daily Post 

Andrew Carnegie, ‘ — says : “ During the 

who once, when hungry, ate the dinner open, and with pardonable ignorance past year about 5,000,000 of young plaice 

of a railway engineer without permission, put them inside instead of outside him- were sent out to sea from the fish 

has sent the man £200 as a reminder of self. hatchery, and over 13,000 paid for admis- 

the incident. It is further slated that, sion to the aquarium.” The percentage 

since the publication of the fact, the The report of the North Sea Fisheries is small, but promising. 

distinguished millionaire can hardly stir Investigation Committee proves conclu- 

out of bis castle grounds wilbout finding sivelytbat fish are capable of making Gbkeeai Bbihdse has informed the 
at least one dinuCT left carelesdy in his long journeys, and it is hoped that the Devon Tactical Society that “ the bayonet 
way, the name and address of the owner more intelligent of them may yet be Lad always been the British weapon, and 
being written on a label attached to the trained to swim right into Billingsgate it was a comfort to know that they had 
handle of the tankard. and ofier thmnaelves to the highest it to faU back upon.” The noble Romans, 

rni . £ ttti j TTr 7 • a of couTse, usod a sword, and feU forward 

Ihe new issue of Who $ Who is to on it 

I contain, in addition to the usual infer- Lord Heneage, as President of the ^ 

mation, a census of the celebrity’s sons National Sea Fisheries Protection Asso- “Holland Park Tube, (close).— Board-Hesi- 
and daughters, and his telephone num- ciation, has suggested that the dog-fish from 2l8.''—Advt. in “ Ths Standard.'' 
ber, and, in reference to this, we hear which have been doing so much damage We agree. For residential purposes 
that a terrible printer’s mistake was to the south-west coast fisheries should the Tube tcouZd be “ close ” — one might 
only discovered at the last moment, be caught and sold for food. Would it almost say stuffy. 






Gipsy Fortune-teller {seriously). “ Let me warn you. Somebody ’s going to oross your path.” 
Motorist. “ Don’t you think you ’d better warn the other ohap ? ” 


Notice to Sultans 
ALL over the World. 
— ^Assistance given. 
Terms moderate. 
References kindly 
permitted to Sultans 
of Morocco and Tur- 
key. Telegraphic 
address, Potsdamer, 
Berlin (Advt.). 

We have always 
suspected that the 
best part of the ex- 
hibition at an aqua- , 
rium is on the dry 
side of the glass, 
and we^ are glad to 
see that our view 
is corroborated by^ 
the fact that many" 
of the younger gene- 
ration of fish are 
voluntarily entering 
thetanks. Speaking 
of the Port Erin la- 
boratory the Lwer- 
pool Daily Post 
says : “ During the 
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YERKES’S JERKERS. 

[Ainsrican iLamouE- ia, enpying a much-needed revival through the 
medium of Mr. Yerkes, U.S.A. The foreign-huilt electric cars which 
he has placed on the District Railway (not to he confused with the 
woikmanlike cars of the Metropolitan, English-built and under English 
control) are making laughter for all Londoners who can appreciate a 
practical joke made at their own expense. Still, as Mr. Yerkes has 
other schemes in hand for the development of the Metropolis, it would 
be as well if the projected Traffic Board were to see that he does not 
carry his pleasantries too far.] 

I STOOD at Putney on the platform’s marge, 

A first-class ticket in my hand, 

And from my lips protruded, mild but large, 

A fabric of the Fatherland ; 

And I was bound 

For Charing Cross upon the District Underground. 

A crash like skittle-balls on sheeted lead 1 — 

I scanned the labels one by one ; 

“ Where is the First-class smoking-car? ” I said. 

And the Guard answered, “ There is none ! ” 

And I was vexed, 

And let the train proceed and waited for the next. 

Contemporaneous with my fourth cigar 
It came — 0 long desired in vain ! — 

And in the midst a First-class smoking-car 
(So it alleged upon the pane) ; 

And entering there 

I sat on straw as sits an ox within his lair. 

To left, a balmy fishwife, bosomed deep, 

Palpably overlapped my space ; 

To right, my flank was elbowed by a sweep 
That masked in soot his natural face ; 

And I inferred 

That they had pardonably deemed the class was Third. 

And when the wobbling waggons puUed up short 
(Yerkes*''- his jerkers, alien build !), 

My dexter neighbour, lurching hard a-port, 

Over my spotless cuffi was spiUed, 

While I was thrust 

Sinisterwise athwart the lady’s ample bust. 

Eising at Walham (I could bear uo more) 

I underwent an instant jerk 
And fell, and rose, and faced the sliding door, 

And waited for the thing to work ; 

But he, the Guard, 

Was occupied in sending signals to his pard, 

I So on to Brompton bumpily we bore, 

! Where I forestalled the instant jerk, 

: And clutched a strap, and smote upon the door, 

, . And waited for the thing to work ; 

! But in his groove 

! The patent apparatus stuck and would not move. 

j So on to Earl’s Court. Here, against the laws, 

i ' Forth by an ingress-gate I went, 

/ And in my passion, which allowed no pause, 

■ Debouched upon, and nearly sent 

Out of his mind, 

A Bishop who would enter. He was left behind. 

I fled. I had a whirling in my brains 
; Like to a landsman off the seas ; 

^ I asked a porter — “ Have you any trains 

, Of the dd pattern, not like these ? ” 

I . And he replied, 

1 All but the .Willesden lot are now electrified.” 

Two syllables. Sho'old not be rkymed with. Perkr. 


“ How long before a Willesden comes this way ? ” . 

“In twenty minutes’ time,” said he. . 

I said, “ I thank you. Though I had fo'^stay 
Two solid hours or even three, 

I. ’d wait for that ; ” 

And proffered sixpence, which he took and touched his hat.- 

0. S. 


THE ‘‘SUDS” TRIPOS- 

A LAUNDRY business has recently been started by three or 
four Varsity men on refined and apparently educational lines, 
and on November 22nd the promoters gave their Inaugural 
Washing Tea and Exhibition of Lingerie at the Grafton 
Galleries. A new career is thus opened up for younger sons. 
The authorities at Cambridge, anxious, as ever, to keep 
abreast of popular demands, have accordingly taken steps to 
institute Proceedings in Mangling and Laundry-work, similar 
to the existing Mechanical Science Tripos. 

The examination will he almost entirely practical, and 
will involve little or no paper and celluloid work. The names 
of successful candidates for Honours will appear in the 
Washing List at the end of the May Term each year, arranged 
as usual in three classes, to be known respectively as Man- 
glers, Senior Props, and Junior Props, the Wooden Spoon 
being replaced by a Clothes Peg. Women students, ^ of course, 
will be admitted to the examination. The degree of L.L.M. 
shall be held to signify Licensed Laundry Man, or Maid, as 
the case may be. 

The subjects of examination will embrace : — 

“ Rags,” and how to deal with them. 

The Strength of Materials, including Tearing and Breaking 
Strains. 

The Theory of Structures, with the Differentiation of 
Pants and Pyjamas. 

Character-reading from Ink-stains and Dams. 

Friction as applied to the Frayed Shirt-front and Cuff. 

Torsion of Collars and Chemisettes, with Wringing Out 
in general. 

Hydraulics: “Running through Water,” “Putting to 
Soak,” and “ Damping Down.” 

The Common Iron, Box-iron and Smoothing-iron, used (i.) as 
Beetle-crushing Implement, (ii.) for the production of Creases 
and “ Crow’s feet,” (iii.) as Missile. 

Gauffering and Frills : to suit the requirements of (a) 
Countesses, {b) Debutantes, (c) Gaiety Actresses. 

Starch in aU its aspects — ^Academic, Puritanical and 
Aristocratic. 

Blue : the Light, the Dark, the Running, and the Aquatic 
varieties. 

The Dynamics of Pegs, Lines, and Props in connection 
with the Back-garden. 

Soap, visible and invisible. 

The Art and Practice of Marking, Dnmarking, Mislaying 
and Substitution. 

Clients, Management of; also Pressure, by the County Court 
Process, 

Lectures will be given by the Lowndrian Professor of 
Balneology on the above subjects at the Trinity Fountain, 
and by the Chinese Demonstrator on the Backs, where also 
the Examination wiR be held. Students are recommended 
to make occasional use of the K. P. and St. Andrew’s Street 
Canals, but not to wash too much of their dirty linen* in 
public, as on the occasion of the recent riots. They should 
also “get up” waistcoats, washing-ties, and other contro- 
versial items in private. Text-books on the subjects will be 
issued, duly glazed and calendered, from the Pitt Press. 
Further particulars regarding the forthcoming Tripos naay 
be obtained from the University Wash-houses Syndicate. 

Zig-Zag. 







“Cabman! Cabman!! Surely you’re ooing out of puiyiNG back to the Stables.” 

“Bless mb, Mum, you give me quite a turn! I’d forgotten ail about yer, and was drimnu 


A TRAGEDY AND ITS SEQUEL. 

I. — Rhymster to Rooster. 

0 THOU, that hieath my Attic siU 
Standing aloof a sleepless sentry, 

Dost hail in accents rudely shrill 
The futile morn’s tumultuous entry ; 

Prodigious chanticleer, whose lung 
Applauds each nascent dawn with 
fi-equent 

Paeans, as though some virtue clung 
To suns monotonously sequent ; 

A murrain seize thee, boisterous bird. 
And stem thy low hilarious bawling ; 
In all my life I never heard 

Sounds so persistently appalling. 

It ’s not so much the pent-up power 
With which thy potent trump impinges | 
On sleepless ears, that hour by hour 
I lie a prey to nervous twinges ; 

It is the loud exuberant zest. 

The blatant cheerfulness that irks us ; 
The moral pose of one whose breast 
Defies the ills that fortune works us. 

Preposterous optimist ; perpend !^ ^ 

This schemeof things however view d ii 

Afford no prospect that can lend 

Cause to thy monstrous cock-a-doodle. 


Know that thou, too, art nearly ripe 
To meet the doom that Fate decrees, and 

Ere long shalt feel Disaster’s gripe 
Closing about thy bumptious weazand. 

Aid shah. I gaze on thee in grief 
When thou appearest on my platter ? 

Not so. I ’h murmur with relief, 

“This ends that odious rooster’s 
clatter.” 

And if perchance thou provest tough. 

If in my sleep thou stiU dost haunt me, 

I ’ll suffer cheerfully enough 

So thou art not alive to taunt me ! 

II — ^Rooster to Rhymster. 

(Later.) 

Thou Bard that erst with clumsy quiU 
And spleenful soul didst dare to loose 

On me that never worked thee iU 
A vulgar flow of low abuse ; 

Who, just because I colled on Hope’s 
Reviving ray to ease my lot, 

First trounced me with indifferent tropes 
And then consigned me to the pot ; 

My turn has come I Thou liest awake ; 
The beads of anguish deck thy brow ; 

Thou didst oppress me, but I take 
A lingering vengeance on thee now. 


Yea, for thou didst not bid me die 
To solve the common need for food, } 
Thou didst but hope to gratify ; 

The cravings of a baleful mood. i 
I was the pride of all the street, I 

The matchless champion of the herd, r 
The children loved me — ^but to eat, ' 
Others had sought a tenderer bird 1 • 

And didst thou then aspire to miss 
The proper wages of thy sin, * 

Hoping perchance that Nemesis 
Would spare thy mortifying skin ? 

Too long thou hast wdth fretful pen 
Bewailed imaginary iUs, 

And railed aloud at I’ortune when 

The proper remedy was pills. ^ 

Too long a world of blackest hue ^ 

Has met the poet’s jaundiced eyes, : 
A state of things due solely to ^ 

The want of wholesome exercise. 

But now a timely blow is struck i 

By Retribution long defied ; 

It isn’t fancy now, my buck, ^ ' 

This time you ’ve got it right inside . ' 

Writhe on, thou poor dyspeptic Bard, 
And, should’st thou dare again to roast. 
The lordliest rooster in the j^ard, 

Bewaie his disembodied ghost ! Algol. 
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THE LIGHTS OF SPENCER PRIMMETrS EYES. 

Spencer Primmett was a most worthy and estimable young 
man. He had a good position for his years in one of the 
Government Departments, as well as a comfortable private 
income, and his chief ambition was to avoid any conduct 
which might render him conspicuous. In this object he had 
so far succeeded admirably. There was nothing whatever 
remarkable about his countenance, which was mild and rather 
round, or his demeanour, which was quite unassuming, or his 
opinions, which were those of all well-regulated persons. 

So that mothers and chaperons generally regarded him with 
favour as a highly eligible parti — a fact of which he was 
complacently aware. He had, indeed, but one defect, and 
that of so gradual a growth that it was some time before he 
perceived it himself — ^he -was extremely near-sighted. It 
struck him more and more forcibly that the English climate 
was growing mistier, and he was surprised that none of his 
fiiends was observant enough to notice so obvious an atmos- 
pherical change. 

But there came an afternoon when, in paying a call on the 
Bellinghams in Cornwall Gardens, he discovered with some 
confusion that he had been vainly trying to induce a footstool 
to sit up and beg for a biscuit — ^which convinced him that his 
eyesight must be slightly impaired, and that he must really 
protect himself from making any further mistakes by getting 
an eyeglass. 

He luid another and a stronger motive for doing so. Hilda 
and Rhoda Bellingham were both extremely attractive girls, 
and he had lately begun to conceive it possible that he might 
fall in love with one of them. But which ?— he could not be 
sure that he had ever seen either at all distinctly. It seemed 
advisable to make himself better acquainted with the actual 
features of each before committing himself to any definite 
advances to either. It would be a pity to find out when it 
was too late that he had chosen the plainer of the two. 

He tried several opticians, but none of them had an eyeglass 
or even a pince-nez that suited his sight. Then he did what 
he ought to have done before — ^he consulted a leading oculist. 
After a prolonged examination the oculist informed him that 
he was “ abnormally astigmatic,” which seems a harsh thing 
to say about any man. 

However, he wrote him out a prescription for a pair of 
glasses of differing powers, which Spencer took to the firm to 
whom he was recommended. And a few days afterwards, on 
returning from Whitehall to his rooms one afternoon, he 
found a neat little parcel awaiting him, containing a pair of 
spectacles and the account, which came to more than he had 
expected. He put them on and inspected himself, not without 
anxiety, in a hand-glass. It was a great relief to him to find 
that they were by no means unbecoming. His eyes looked 
larger and more brilliant now they were framed and glazed ; 
the glasses gave him an air of higher intelligence, deeper 
thoughtfulness, than he had previously discerned in his 
expression. 

Still, it was not vanity, but an overpowering impatience to 
see what the Miss Bellingimms were really like, that made 
him call a hansom and drive at once to Cornwall Gardens. 
As he fared westward, facing the sunset sky, he was delight- 
fully conscious of his improved powers of vision ; he could 
now see the rnost distant objects, defined with a sharpness 
that was a positive revelation to him. He remarked things 
that would previously have escaped him—for instance, the 
incompetency of London cabmen— for the drivers of quite a 
number of hansoms he met seemed to have the greatest 
difficulty in controlling their horses. Fortunately his own 
cabman was an exception to the general rule, and brought 
him to Cornwall Gardens without mishap. 

Spencer found that both Mrs. Bellingham and her daughters 
were at .home, and he entered the drawing-room with 

suppressed excitement — ^he was about to know now whether 
it was Hilda or Rhoda who w^as to prove his real enchantress. 
They welcomed him cordially enough, and he took a seat near 
the fire, while he gazed with an intentness he hoped was not 
too apparent at the two graceful girls who sat opposite him in 
the lamplight. He could see their features perfectly at last 
and was delighted to find that they surpassed all his previous 
conceptions. Even then he found it as difficult as ever to 
decide which was the more irresistibly engaging, they were 
both so adorably pretty in their different styles — but at least 
he saw now that there was a difference. So he sat there 
talking— rather pleasantly, he thought,— to all three ladies, 
and feeling that he was making a very favourable impression.’ 
Presently, indeed, he began to fear that he w^as inspiring a 
deeper sentiment in both the Miss Bellinghams than he had 
any right or intention to do at that stage. Without being 
unduly conceited, he could not but observe that as often as 
he turned to address Hilda, she regarded him with a kind of 
spell-bound attention resembling fascination, wffiereas Rhoda, 
on the other hand, seemed powerless to meet his eyes at aU.’ 
These w'ere trifles— but significant. He was beginning to 
think he had better go, when the dog, wdiich had previously 
been snoring soundly in its basket, created a diversion by 
coming out. 

Spencer made no mistake this time ; he knew it was not a 
footstool, or even a doormat, so he beamed on it with amiable 
recognition, and called it by name. It gave a short howl, and 
fled into the back drawing-room with every sign of abject 
terror. Spencer said he could not understand it, as he 
geneiully got on so well with dogs. The Bellinghams agreed 
that it was most unaccountable — but somehow the incident 
caused a certain constraint. Hilda and Rhoda talked on 
fluently enough, but rather at random, and their mother 
showed a nervous restlessness which was unusual in one who 
was so essentially a woman of the world. So he cut short his 
visit, after only staying an hour, wishing heartily that the 
dog had not chosen to make such a fool of itself "just when 
things were going so \vell, and wondering whether tlie 
Bellingham family was not inclined to be slightly hysterical. 

Spencer had to dine out that evening. It was at a house 
in Lancaster Gate, and he arrived quite a quarter of an hour 
after everybody else, so that he could hardly expect anything 
but a cold reception — which he certainly got. 

He was consoled, however, by the discovery tliat the Bel- 
ling^ms were among the party, and that he was to have the 
privilege of taking in Miss Hilda. He would have been 
equally pleased •had it been her sister— for they were both 
looking more bewitching than ever in tliat brilliantly lighted 
room. But something— he knew not what— had come be- 
tween him and Hilda— he distinctly noticed her flinch as he 
offered his arm. And at table it w’^as only by an obvious 
effort that she looked at him in speaking, and then she 
promptly turned away her head with what, unless his fancy 
deceived him, was almost a shudder. At the first opportunity 
she entered into animated conversation with her right-hand 
neighbour— after wffiich he saw nothing of her but a left 
shoulder till dessert. 

He would have talked to the lady on his left — but she was 
entirely engrossed by her allotted partner. So, in his isolation, 
Spencer was reduced to casting glances of pathetic appeal to 
Rhoda, who sat opposite. He succeeded in catching her eye, 
because he saw her start and bite her lip as if to control her 
leehngs, but she avoided any answering sign of svmpathy or 
encouragement. What on earth was the matter with them ? 
Loidd they really attach any importance to the fact that their 
little beast of a terrier had shown an unreasonable antipathy 
to him ? X ^ 

He did not seem popular with anybody there, for, as his 
p'es wandered idly round the table, it seemed to him that every 
face on wffiich his gaze lighted immediately froze, as though 



RETALIATION. 

Comic Man {to uimppre&iated tenoi% tchose song has just heen received in stony silence). "I sat, you’re not going to sing an encore, are you? 
Unappreciated Tenor (firmly). “"Yes, I am. Serve them right!** 
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pGlrifled. Hg had airiTGd rathsr lat©, it was true j hut, hang 
it all ! he could not have spoilt their dinner so much as all 

that! ' , T 1 X- 

It was horrible to sit there feeling like an apologetic 

skeleton ! After the ladies had left, Mr. Belldtoham, as his 
habit TOS, began to monopolise the conversation. He was a 
bit of a bore, bnt nevertheless Spencer, in his anxiety to 
propitiate at least one member of the family, leant forward 
and listened with deferential interest. But he did not pro- 
pitiate the old gentleman— he merely put him out. Mr. 
Beixinghaii became more and more discomposed under 
Spencer's absorbed attention, till at length his monologue 
came to a lame and abrupt conclusion. 

Gallantly Primmett attempted to relieve the awkward 
silence that followed by throwing out an intelligent remark 
on some topic of the day. He said nothing, he was certain, 
that was not perfectly safe in any company — but his platitudes 
burst like bombshells on his hearers ; everyone appeared to 
dread being drawn into conversation with him. He saw 
those he addressed blink nervously as they returned some 
monosyllabic reply, while others evaded his advances by 
looking ill any other direction but his. He affected the nerves 
of the very servants, for, as he turned towards a footman 
who was offering him coffee, the man dropped the tray 
with a crash. He had never felt so little at home at any 
dinner-party in his whole life. When he went upstairs he 
was unable to obtain an explanation with either Hilda or 
Rhoda before they left, which they did early. He left himself 
shortly afterwards, and it struck him that his hostess was 
glad 1o get rid of him. 

He was conscious that he had shed a kind of blight on 
her party — how or why he was at a loss to imagine. Was 
some abominable rumour being circulated affecting his 
character? But no, that was impossible, his conscience 
assured him that he could have given no occasion for any 
sort of scandal. Then why — why did the Bellinghams and 
everybody else shrink from him as if he were some accursed 
thing ? Would no one ever look him in the face with frank 
friendliness again ? Gloomily he asked himself these ques- 
tions as he stood on his hearthrug before the fire, and then 
suddenly, on looking up, he beheld his own reflection in the 
mirror above the mantelpiece, and recoiled in positive terror. 
For his eyes were no human eyes — they were two glowing 
caverns flickering with lurid flames, as though his brain 
were being slowly consumed ! The effect was simply appal- 
ling. He saw now that no man with eyes like those could 
hope to inspire the object of his affections with any senti- 
ment but instinctive horror ! And yet how could he have 
suffered this transformation into a fiend of peculiarly 
repulsive aspect without being even aware of the process ? 
Then aU at once he remembered his spectacles ; they fitted 
him so well that almost from' the first he had forgotten 
their very existence. However, he found he was still wear- 
ing them. Perhaps, if he took them off— he removed them, 
and on approaching the mirror closely, discovered with 
inexpressible relief that the baleful glare had vanished from 
his eyes. He put them on once more, and placing himself 
behind a lamp at some distance from the mirror, observed 
the result. One oval, being slightly concave, threw rays as 
blinding as those of a searchlight ; the other lens, which 
was convex, blazed like one of the illuminated globes in a 
chemist’s window ! To himself this disquieting phenomenon 
was apparent only when a strong artificial light struck his 
spectacles at particular angles of refraction from the mirror — 
which accounted for his failure to notice it by daylight, or 
even while dressing for dinner. But it made hun understand 
now why the cabhorses had shied that afternoon ; why the 
Beixinghams’ dog had fled ; why, in short, all through that 
fearful evening he had been unconsciously producing the effect 
pf gL human basilisk or a Medusa head. He would do so no 


more — ^it made him too remarkable. So in another instant 
these costly glasses were lying ground to splinters under 
Spencer’s heel. ... 

Since that day he has worn no others, and is rewarded 
for his sacrifice by the knowledge that he can allow his eyes 
to rest now on both the Miss Beixinghams without the 
slightest apprehension of reducing them to a cataleptic 
condition. The only drawback is that he is as unable as 
ever to distinguish one from the other. Which is possibly 
the reason why there has been no announcement, as yet, of 
his engagement to either. F. A. 


THE CAUTIOUS LOVER. 

[“ It is impossible for a man, whether lie be merely a boy in years or 
an octogenarian, to approach any female in the hope of finding his 
‘twin soul,’ without fear of a wretched and harassing action at law 
unless he marries her .” — Daily Express,] 

My panting heart is longing day and night 

For a sight 

Of some angelic phantom of delight. 

So slender, so tender — inviting one to kiss, 

To thrill one and fill one 

With bliss. 

I gaze at fair Sus.vnnah — kind and wise 

Are her eyes, 

And purer than the blue of April skies. 

It strikes me she likes me — Oh ! surely, pretty Site, 

A chappie were happy 

With you ! 

Then Hannah smiles divinely '^^hen we meet 

In the street ; 

Her waist is small, her ankle very neat. 

I ’m lonely — if only this inexpressive She 
Were walking and talking 

With me ! 

Dear Nancy has a noble soul — in fine, 

' I opine, 

In every way a worthy mate for mine. 

I fancy, sweet Nancy, thrice blest would be our plight 
Did we two agree to 

Unite. 

But ah ! these pleasing visions flit in vain 

Through my brain, 

For Prudence speaks in language that is plain : 

“ Be wary ! That faiiy whose eyes appear so true 
Is ’cuter, poor suitor, 

Than you. 

“ She’s heard of breach of promise and she knows, 

I suppose, 

Precisely how the usual verdict goes. 

You dunce, you ! If once you are seen with her alone 
She ’ll collar each dollar 

You own.” 

I hear and Reason tells me to obey 

While I may, 

Although my heart may point the other way. 

I ’U never endeavour to steal another glance 
At Hannah, Susannah 

Or Nance. 


“ Ml’S. has lor Sale, in consequence of her daughter’s marriage, 

grand Lady’s Hunter ; has carried her two seasons without mistake in 
front of hounds .” — The Field. 

It may not have been the horse’s mistake, hut surely 
somebody must have blundered to have placed it in such a 
false position. 




OPERATIC NOTES. 

Tuesday^ Nov. 21. — Faust in a fog. Madame Mfxba’s 
Margherita admirable. No use mentioning details, everybody 
knows them. Only they do not know — at least the majority 
do not — how powerful her notes are until they have heard 
her in a fog. Very badly drained site must have been the 
house where Margherita resided. Perhaps the garden which 
we aU know so well looked on the river. However, be that 
as it may, on Tuesday the fog predominated, and Faust must 
either have found Margherita by accident, or have lost her 
altogether, as the audience was certainly fogged by the 
atmosphere. 

And “ the voices ” (which simple description reminds us of 
Joan of Arc) were eminently satisfactory. Experienced 
habitues, knowing the ‘‘ stage business,” could listen with 
pleasure and with closed eyes. Signor Didur as Mefisto, 
some years younger than former Mefistos, in consequence of 
the absence of the little billy-goat imperial on the chin hitherto 
associated with this character, was excellent as well drama- 
tically as mnsically. With Signor Zenatello’s^ Faust little 
fault could be found, and the same may be said of Signor 
Battistini’s Valentino. Signora Trentini was a charming 
Siebel—si belle .'—and Signora Zaooaria was a Marta to Mefisto, 
and seemed young enough to have deceived even Mefisto' s 
superior officer. Signor Mugnone and orchestra in first-rate 
order. Applause immense, and, despite fog, five calls after 
“ the garden party.” Nothing could be more polite ; garden 
t'party first, calls afterwards. Faust is announced for repeti- 
tion before “this brief notice appears. 

: Thursday, Nov. 23. — No fog ! ! Atmosphere clear : House 
fuU. Late arrival this season of Don Giovanni, ably repre- 


sented by Signor Batttstini. Signora Str^vkosch as Donna 
Anna seemed rather frightened, that is, at least, judging by 
her persistent tremolo. This view of Donna Anna's character 
we venture to consider incorrect. Donna Elvira was fairly 
well represented, vocally, by Mme. Gilibert-Lejeune ; Signorina 
Claseijti’s Zerlina will probably improve on repetition. No 
doubt, after a rehearsal or two, competently directed, the 
clever Signora will “ reform it altogether.” 

A jovial party is the Don Giovanni of Signor Bx\ttistini, 
and on the whole, musically and dramatically^ a happy imper- 
sonation. Both Signor B. and Signorina C. rise to heights 
never contemplated by Mozart. But even Mozart was not up 
to everything. Signor Didur was good in the farcical nonsense 
of Leporello, as was Signor Wigley as the idiotic Mazetto. 
Where is the brilliant stage-manager who will do something 
for the stupid old “business” which lias been allowed to 
become traditional in these two low-comedy parts ? 

Signor Giorgini as Don Ottavio made the most of his one 
great chance, ''II mio tesoiv," but contrary to precedent 
Zerlina and Mazetto, evidently expecting a real musical treat, 
remained on the stage to listen to Don Ottavio's rendering of 
this chef d' oeuvre. Both of them were evidently immensely 
pleased, though perhaps for professional reasons they did 
not insist upon an encore, reserving their hearty^ congra- 
tulations until they should meet Don Ottavio “off” at “the 
wings.” Three orchestras, including the Ball-room scene, all 
under the baton of Maestro Muonone, most effective, and, 
taken as a whole, the Don achieved success. 

With the last night of November comes the close of the 
Autumnal Opera Season. We trust it has been sufficiently 
successful (from the interior of cash-box point of view) to 
warrant an encore next year. - 
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'nieMagter. “How do rou know it was a fox killed them?” Biddy. “Didn’t I see him wid me two eyes?” 

Master. “ Then toy didn’t you stop him ? ” 

apieceI^too.*’ likely I’d be grudgin’ yeb Honour’s poxes a chioken or nvo, and thim as chape as two shillins 


THE HALF-SEAS-OVER EDITION. 

I PLVVE a magic looking-glass in which 
every week I see men and women in far- 
off lands — dear friends whom I know, 
but whom I have never seen. This 
looking-glass is the post. 

I see them in their pursuits in every 
corner of the^ earth. I see them in 
Europe and Asia, America and Tipperary. 
It is like W alt \\ hitman. Some of them 
are shooting tigers, some are reading 
under the sea, some are sitting on moun- 
tain peaks, but aU are alike in this — 
that they cannot help liking our paper, 
and they cannot help writing letters 
about it. Some of them omit to stamp 
the envelopes, but I don’t mind. I love 
them too much to mind. I am too full 
of sloppy gratitude. I append selection 
01 this week’s letters. 

Editor of the Half-Seas-Over Edition. 

From Everlasting Hills. 

I write from a little bungalow on the 
very top of Mount Everest to teU you 
what a boon your paper is. It is de- 
hvered regularly by eagle post every 
baturday morning, and I don’t know 
how I could live without it. 

rjn rt HiMMEL AyAH. 

‘ Ihe GazeoOy Mt, Everest. 


From Down Under. 

I don’t know how we should live with- 
out your invaluable paper, for the persis- 
tent rains for the last six months, during 
which they have never once stopped, 
have saturated all the small wood in the 
country. Nothing but the periodical 
appearance of the postman saves us, for 
he brings every member of the camp a 
copy of your HaH-Seas-Over Edition, dry 
and combustible, and we keep our fires 


going with that. 


Brun O’Lynn. 


Washaioay P.O., Buncomhia, N.S.TF. 

From the Shiny Land. 

I am sure you will like to know that 
I kill a tiger for breakfast every morn- 
ing from my bed-room window. There 
is no such Inxury as tiger steak and 
brandy-pawnee with a few paragraphs 
from your beautiful paper by way of 
digestive. I never read it all through 
at once, but apportion it equally through- 
out the week. J. Sxrimshanks. 

Puttee Bungalow, Ootaeamund. 

From the Great North-West. 

I have just received a copy of your 
l<wely paper. What a boon to have so much 
absolutely trustworthy news of the dear 
homeland ! Fifteen years have I now 
been in the back of beyond, having 


moved hither from the now prosperous 
city of Tipperusalem in 1890. I left 
Eton in 1882, and after holding the pro- 
fessorship of Chinook at the Algonquin 
University am now engaged in trapping 
seals for the Hudson Soap and Candle 
Company. Throughout the whole winter 
I and my squaw-— she was a noted belle 
of the Waw-Waw tribe — have to live on 
salt or pickled fish, so you may imagine 
what a relief your easily digestible pars 
are to us, and our seven little nippers. 

George Quackenboss, 
“Sitting, Duck.” 

Wampiiinville, Saskatcheivan. 

From the Persian Gulf. 

Since your Half-Seas-Over Edition has 
been published the supply of pearls has 
been falling off steadily here. Last week 
we discovered the reason. The divers, 
instead of hunting for pearls as they 
used to do, now sit round in a circle on 
lumps of coral while one of them reads 
the paper aloud. Alfred Bilger. 

Bushire, B.8.0* 


Domestic Economy. — The best way of 
making two ends meet : — ^buxn the candle 
at both ends. 
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BEGINNING AT THE EIGHT END. 


Ara-Ii.-F-«M-B {Sadfjir). “I HAT NOT HAVE TIME TO HNISH IT, BUT I’TE OOT THE 

HEAD ALL RIGrHT.’ 

[TEe Secretary of State for War ie appomtiog a General Staff, which wffl conatitate lEe braioe of the army.] _ 
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Schoolmaster. Come to my room after school, and I’ll give you the soundest 

THRASHING YOU EVER HAD ! ” 

Boij (icho suffers from a weah memory). Yes, Sir. I ’ll tie a knot in my handkerchief ! ” 


ULLIAN. 

Vn. — ^T he Great Servant Question. 

One of the maids (Ellen, the pretty 
one) had been walking out for some 
weeks with McGregor, who is the right- 
hand man of the butcher. They had 
kept company in Scotland somewhere; 
and when Ellen was ordered south 
McGregor threw up what I take to have 
been a lucrative job as a blacksmith, 
practised 'anatomy and things for a 
month on his father’s flock, and came 
down to us as a butcher’s assistant. 
Which shows the power of love and the 
adaptability of the Briton that has 
made our Empire what it is. (Loud 
cheers.) 

When there’s an Ellen in the case, it is 
an advantage of the butcher’s profession 
that you must come up to the house 
at least once a day. . But McGregor 
yearned for other meetings. At the 
bottom of our kitchen garden is a brick 
wall — high on the road side and fairly 
low on ours. Every night Ellen stood 
here and leant over, Juliet-w^jy while 
down in the dust on the other side was 
Romeo McGregor. I suppose they liked 
the romance of it, there being really 
nothing to stop Ellen from going out at 
the gate. 

Now, personally, I was rather keen on 
the Ellen-MoGregor comedy. I think 
McGregor one of the most sporting seK- 
made butchers I have ever known. In 
any case I should have made no objec- 
tions, because I think the other sort of 
person has as much right to his feelings 
as we have, and I know that if I was 
going to meet Lillian somewhere I should 
be extremely annoyed to find that the 
coachman made a fuss about it. But, at 
the same time, there was Grace to 
consider. Grace was aU against that 
sort of thing, and it was Grace’s house. 
And, you know, I had a lot of leeway to 
make up with Grace. I thought that if 
I took up a strong line here she would 
come to love and then to lean upon her 
brother-in-law. 

So one day, quite as a coincidence, I 
ordered a gardener to tar the top of the 
kitchen-garden wall. He seemed to 
want to know the idea, so I said that it 
would keep the slugs from climbing over 
(slugs not being able to bear the smell of 
tar), and that, anyhow, he didn’t seem to 
me to be doing much. I think he must 
have caught on, because he grinned like 
anything, and made a first-rate job of it. 

Well, the walkers-out went through 
the Balcony Scene again that night, and 
I wondered what they would make of my 
little hint. I shall never know definitely 
what McGregor said ; but next morning 
an indignant Ellen flounced into the 
breakfast-room, and said that she wished 
to give me notice. She seemed to have 
taken it qxdte in the wrong spirit. 


No one has ever wished to give me 
notice before. At the same time I had 
gathered that it was rather a serious 
ming to happen in a house. But I wasn’t 
going to be disturbed about it. I got 
her assurance that threats, prayers, and 
entreaties were alike useless ; and then 
I asked her what she was going to do. 
It seemed only kind to take an intelligent 
interest in her future. 

She replied rather darkly that those 
who lived the longest would see the most, 

I though I doubt it myself. Also that she 
I wanted to go at once. So I gave her a 
sovereign and said I hoped she and 
Mr. McGregor would be very happy, and 
would often think of me. Then I wrote 
to Grace that Ellen was leaving at once 
to get married. 

Grace’s first letter I pass over. I don’t 
see how I am in any way responsible for 
the affections of a butcher who was once 
a blacksmith. A week later she wrote 
that no one in London knew anything 
about servants ; but that there was an i 
Ashurst girl who seemed fairly suitable. 


I have asked her to go over on Wednes- 
day,” she wrote, and I know it ’s useless 
for you to interview her, so I am getting 
Liixian to see to it for me. Now don’t 
interfere, there’s a good boy. Lillian 
knows just what I want.” 

Lillian was staying with some friends 
of hers called Willey— not that the 
Willey part is very important. How- 
ever, she was due back on Tuesday night ; 
and, if Grace had arranged it so, would 
mo doubt come over on the Wednesday 
morning to interview the new maid. I 
would certainly not interfere. 

I was enjoying a peaceful pipe on the 
fatal morning, when a maid came in 
and announced that a young person 
wished to see me. 

“ What sort of a young person ? ” I 
asked. 

“ I think she ’s come about a situation. 
Sir.” 

“ Oh, help. Lillian— Miss Malley — 
was going to see about that. I wonder 
why she isn’t here.” 

‘‘The young woman says she hasn’t 
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muelL time, as site has to catch a train 
back.’’ 

“ Look here, send George or somebody 
round to Miss Malley — quick. I sup- 
pose I’d better talk to her a bit till 
Miss Mallet comes. I say, Mary, what 

sort of questions ? Oh, never 

mind.” 

I went into Artetur’s study where 
she was. It was too awful being left 
like this. I didn’t know a bit what 
one ought to ask her. 

The first thing I noticed was that 
she was jolly pretty, and looked very 
smart, though of course quiet. As far 
as I was concerned she might consider 
herself engaged. But there were certain 
I formalities, I imagined. 

“ How do you do ?” I began ; “you’ve 
come about Ellen’s place ? Do sit down. 
There’ll be a lady here presently, but 
there are just one or two things I want 
to ask you.” 

“Thank you, Sir.” 

I I looked about for a pen. 

“ Jolly dav, isn’t it ? ” I said. 

I “Yes, Sir:” 

I got a pen and gnawed the end of it. 
Then I sat down at the table, took a 
sheet of paper, and looked first at it 
and then at her. 

“ Was there anything else you wanted 
to ask me. Sir ? ” 

I sat up with a start. 

“ Name,” I said, sternly. 

“Jane Smith.” 

“Jane?” 

“ SMim. S-M-I-T-H.” 

“ Yes, yes,” I said. “ That — er— that 
seems all right. Age ? ” 

“ Twenty — twenty — twenty -three,” 
she said, and giggled in a most absurd 
way. ' 

“ I don’t know why I asked you. I 
don’t suppose it matters much. Now 
what else is there? Oh yes, are you 
fond of work?” 

“ I try to do my duty, Sir.” 

“ Yes, of course, of course. I felt sure 
you did. Now what about followers ? ” 

. “FoUowers?” 

“Yes. I know I ought to ask you 
about that.” 

Jane Smith drew herself up to her full 
height, which wasn’t so very much. 

“ Having none, partner ? ” I said. “ I 
mean ” 

“ I don’t think I understand.” 

“ All right, aH right. We ’ll leave the 
great follower question undecided. Have 
you got your testimonials with you?” 
I thought it was rather clever of me to 
remember that. 

“ Oh,” she said. “ ^haven’t got any.” 

“ Haven’t got any ? Now, what is the 
good of coming here without your 
testimonials? I suppose you haven’t 
even got a reference from a beneficed 
clergyman of the Church of England ? ” 

“N-no, Sir.” 


“ You seem to me to have been very 
badly brought up,” I said sternly. 

“ What have you got ? You must have 
something.” 

“ I ’ve a character from my last place.” 

“ Hang it, that ’s what I meant. What 
does it say ? ” 

“ Clean, sober ” 

“ Sober is rather a point,” I admitted. 

“ Steady, willing, , hard-working, care- 
ful ” 

“ Stop,” I said. “ This is a quotation. 
Yes, it is. I know the chapter quite 
well. It ’s in one of the Epistles.” 
“WiUing ” 

“ You said willing. I don’t believe it 
comes twice in the original. Why 
should it ? ” 

“Honest ” 

“I say, I’m thinking we’re rather 
lucky to get you.” 

“Hard-working, dean ” 

“ That will do ! You ’re engaged.” 

“ Steady, sober ” 

“ Stop ! ” I heard a step in the hall. 

“ Hooray ! There ’s Lillian.” I rushed 
out, and caught hold of her. “ Quick ! 
The new maid ’s in there. She ’a telling 
me her character. It ’s too awfully 
good. Something will happen to her. 
Do stop her.” 

I pushed her in, and went outside to 
finish my pipe on the lawn. 

. After about ten minutes Lillian joined 
me. 

“ Well,” I said, “ did you engage her? ” 
“ Yes, rather,” 

“ Has she gone ? ” 

“Yes, Ethel’s just gone.” 

“ Ethel ? She told me her name was 
Jane Smith.” 

“No. Ethel Jones.” 

“I thought so. People aren’t called 
Jane Smith.” 

“ No, of course not.” 

“ Why did she sa,y Jane Smith? She 
must have had a false character. I’m 
afraid she ’s taken you in, Lillian.” 

“No, I don’t think so. And, Dick, 
you ’re to come to dinner to-night. And 
look nice.”' 

In the Malley drawing-room the first 
person I saw was Jane Smith, or Ethel 
Jones. 

“Look here,” I said indignantly, “Z 
engaged you. What are you doing 
here ? ” 

“Hallo, Diok,” said Lillian, coming 
up. 

“ I say, Lillian, this is cool. You ’ve 
bagged our maid. I distinctly engaged 
Jane Smith this morning myself, and 

then you nip in ” 

“Mr. !Meadowes, Miss Willey,” said 
Lillian. “ Look at the maid’s nice new 
evening dress, Dickie.” 

“Lord!” I said. 

“ Sober is rather a point,” said Miss 
Willey. 


“I’m thinking we ’re rather lucky to 
get you,” said Lillian. 

“ Twenty — twenty — twenty-three,” 
said Miss Willey, coyly. 

“I try to do my "duty, Sir,” said 
Lillian. 

“It’s a very old joke,” I said to 
Lillian, as I took her in. “ You ’ll find 
the poor thing in She Stoops to Conquer.^' 

“ Oh, Dickie, is that the way it ’s goino* 
to be?” 

“Don’t be absurd. Is she going to 
stay long?” 

“ Some weeks.” 

“ Good,” I said. 


MR. PUNCH’S “FIRST TREAT- 
MENT” SERIES. 

[An evening paper has just published an 
article on the pressing subject “ How to Deal 
with a Dog Fish.”] 

I.— A Polar Bear at the Stores. 

The principal point is locality ; one’s 
plan of action depending very largely 
upon the part of the building in which 
the beast is encountered. For example, 
if the polar bear should come upon you 
in the Millinery Department the wisest 
course would perhaps be at once to 
seize the most expensive hat and show 
him the price. During his fainting fit 
you could climb out of tlie window or 
up the chimney, or even find the door. 
This plan might not, however, be infalli- 
ble, for suppose the polar bear could not 
read? In the event of its failure you 
would naturally make a break for the 
next room, which might possibly he the 
Fish Department. 

Here nature would assist you, for you 
would of course placate the foe' with 
mackerel and herrings, which you could 
throw to him one by one (as at the 
Hippodrome), walking backwards as 
you did so, and eventually reaching the 
door and safety. But Fate is seldom 
so kind as that, and it is far more 
likely that the entertainment-loving 
gods would arrange it that your first 
meeting with the bear was round a 
corner, suddenly, in the Tobacco or 
Drapery Department. Polar hears do 
not smoke, and are not, we believe, vus- 
ceptihle to the charms of the leaf, so 
you would need all your wits. The 
thing to do would he swiftly to fill and 
light several pipes at once, and smoke 
them so furiously that you created an 
impenetrable cloud, under cover of 
which you could escape into a depart- 
ment offering a better choice of weapqns. 
An umbrella, or even an en-tout'Cas ^ . 
opened and shut, would probably perplex 
and baffle the bear until help arrived. 
In the Motor Department you would 
hurriedly don an attire similar to that of 
the enemy, and meet him thus on level 



Artificial Dummy Passengers on the Thames Steamboats during the Winter Months to replace the live ones who are not forthcoming? It would give quite 

A refreshing air of profit and popularity. 
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ground as a friend. He might even 
take you for a wealthy heiress and fall 
in love with you, and you could easily 
make his passion his fall (as in the 
case of Samson and Mark Antony) by 
luring him to the doors of the lift, 
leaping out just as it was descending 
and then stopping it mid-way between 
two floors, like Mahomet’s coflSn. 

Supposing, however, that the Motor 
Department contained no costume likely 
to lead to the illusion named, you would 
have to continue your sprint to, say, the 
Wine and Spirits or Confectionery De- 
partments. Probably ten-pound boxes 
of caramels, or half a dozen bottles of 
assorted liqueurs would be equally 
effectual in detaining the adversary until 
Scotland Yard could be communicated 
with. 

n. — A Tiger on the Links. 

Instances of the escape of the larger 
carnivores from travelling menageries 
have been so frequent of late that it is 
highly desirable to be prepared for such 
an emergency as this. Tigers which 
have been kept in captivity for any 
length of time generally become foot- 
sore, and on regaining their liberty 
almost invariably leave the hard road for 
grass-lands. Thus the well-kept turf of 
a good golf-course proves irresistibly 
attractive to an emancipated tiger, and 
devotees of the Royal and Ancient game 
will do well to lay their plans in advance 
lest they should suddenly encounter one 
of the monarchs of the jungle. It is ob- 
vious that the danger can be considerably 
minimised by the employment of a plump 
fore-caddie, and on some links where 
water-hazards abound can be success- 
fully avoided by plunging into the bum 
or pond. The greatest risk, however, is 
run when the animal is lying in a sand 
bunker where its colour harmonises most 
deceptively with that of the surroundings. 
To guard against this danger it is not a 
bad plan^ to employ sand of a reddish 
tint, but if this precaution has not been 
taken, 'three courses are open to the player. 
He may either drop suddenly on all 
fours, a device which has sometimes been 
known to put bulls to flight, or if he 
happens to have any sandwiches in his 
pocket he may offer them to the tiger, or, 
as a last resource, he may use his niblick. 
Whether the Pairlie or the ordinary 
pattern is the better is difficult to say 
off-hand, but at least it may be asserted 
that in no circumstances should a wooden 
club be used. In conclusion it may be 
noted that, whatever may be said as to 
advisability of saying Bo ! to a goose, 
it is futile to cry Fore ! to a tiger. 

m. — ^A Whale in the Round Pond. 

; As^ is well known, showers of fishes 

I pccisionaUy take place in abnormal 

I meteorological conditions, and if, as Sir 


Norman Lockyeb and other experts 
believe, there is good reason to expect a 
cycle of w^et years of altogether excep- 
tional hmnidity, tbe size of these fishes 
will undoubtedly advance in geometrical, 
if not in harmonic progression. The 
appearance therefore of a whale in the 
Round Pond can no longer be looked 
upon as a remote contingency, and in 
such cases to be forewarned is to be 
forearmed. Panic is to be strongly 
discouraged, for if it be true that it is 
no good crying over spilt milk it is even 
truer that it is no use to blubber over a 
dropped whale. 

Much, of course, will depend upon the 
size of the whale, but assuming that he 



Rustic (to heginner, who has charged the 
hedge), “It’s no good, Sie. They* things 
won’t jump ! “ 


(or she) is a full-blown sperm cachalot? 
the safest course is at once to telegraph 
for Mr. Frank Bullen, the great cetacean 
specialist, and pending his arrival to 
serenade the whale with a full band, con- 
ducted by Mr. Henry Bird, the organist 
of the adjoining church of St. Mary 
Abbot’s. Whales, like seals, are noto- 
riously susceptible to music, and will 
remain perfectly quiescent when under 
its spell. Mr. Bullen and his corps of 
skilled harpooners may be trusted to do 
the rest, and the oil can be drained off 
into the Tube or the Underground, 
where its lubricating qualities cannot 
fail to promote the smoothness of the 
traffic. 


A PUBLISHER advertises : The Wives 
of Henry the Eighth, Third Thousand, 
Surely there is some exaggeration here ? 


ARTLESS CONVERSATIONS. 

In the Manner of the New Advertising, 
I. — Overheard at ihe Officers’ Mess. 

Col. F. Hullo, boys ! What have you 
all been doin’ this afternoon ? Motrin’ ? 
You, Major. 

Major S. No, I ’ve been indoors. ’ 

Col. F. And you. Captain ? 

Capt. B. I ’ve been indoors too. 

Col. F. And you, Mr. Dash ? 

Mr. D. I ’ve been indoors, Sir. 

Col. F. Indoors ! Why, what ’s cornin’ 
over the service ? It ’s goin’ to the cats. 
Indoors, on a day like this, too ! Indoors, 

me ! And what have you been 

doin’ indoors, pray ? Readin’ ? 

Mr. D. Yes, reading. 

Col. F. Readin’. My Here, get 

me a stiff brandy-and-soda. Readin’? 
Readin’ what? The Soldie7-'s Pocket Book, 
I hope ? 

Mr. D. No, Sir ; library books. 

Col. F. Library books ! Here, another 
brandy-and-soda. What library ? 

Major S. The new library in connexion 
with the Banner. 

Col. F. I never heard of it. What is it? 

Capt. B. It is a most admirable sys- 
tem, by Jove. You pay a subscription 
which works out to a halfpenny a day 

Major S. And you can have two 
volumes as often as you like. 

ColF, What for? 

Mr. D. To read. 

Col. F, Oh yes, I see, to read. And 
you ’re aU doin’ it all day long, are you? 

Major 8. Yes, there ’s over half a 
million books to choose from. 

Col. F. Is that enough ? 

Capt B. Oh yes, Colonel. 

Mr. ^ D, ^ And you ’ve no idea how 
extensive is the area of free delivery. 
Why, they send as far as Colney Hatch. 

Col. F. Indeed, what you say interests 
me deeply. I must join. I like a bit 
of readin’ now and then, 

n.— Through the Chapter House 
Keyhole. 

The Dean. Ah, Archdeacon, is that a 
postal order ? 

The Archdeacon. Yes, Dean, you have 
divined accurately. 

The Dean. For five shillings, if my 
eyes do not deceive me ? 

The Archdeacon. You are right again, 
dear friend. 

First Canon. What’s that? The 
Archdeacon sending away a five-shilling 
postal order ? 

The Dean. Yes, indeed. 

Second Canon. Will wonders never 
cease ? 

All. Ha! Ha! 

The Dean. Sh-h-h-h-h-h ! The vergers 
might hear. 

All. True, too true. 

Third Canon. And may we inquire, 
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dear Archdeacon, as to the destination depressing effect on Younger Sons, who also found considerable favour. There 
of this princely sum ? ^ are not so bright as they were.- Athletes, were several- offers of bleached goods, 

■ The Archdeacon. Certainl}’’, it is a however, are displaying a great increase but these gave signs of falling off, and 
subject on which I am never tired of of activity now that the hockey season is are not so popular as they were. Eye- 
being eloquent. It is a monthly instal- in full swing, and have recently hardened brows, again, displayed a strong upward 
ment for the “ Library of the Tittiest perceptibly. Blondes, again, are in fair tendency, but, in some quarters, Figures 
Bits in all Literature,” now being offered demand, but increased supplies have have not been so satisfactory, Waists, in 
at the lowest possible rates to the readers favoured buyers, prices declining four particular, closing at a slight reduction, 
of The Waste-Paper Bashet. points in the week. A new Company is being formed to 

Third Canon. Is it a good work? The export trade is increasing by leaps exploit certain tracts in India where, it 

The Archdeacon. Oh, excellent. Full and bounds, and shipments for October is believed, several rich deposits exist, 
of apposite quotations, from Bacohylides alone show an increase of 1,239 over the The Company’s expert, Mr. Eugen 
to Barrie, from Solomon to Shaw. _ corresponding period last year. In Sandow, has recently visited the district, 
Second Canon. And all for five particular, there is a strong movement and confidently expresses the opinion 
shillings ? for staples in the Colonial outlets, and that it is capable of great development. 

The Archdeacon. Not exactly for five many transactions in the finer and fancy Weunderstand that, during the winter, 
shillings. Five shillings a month. I descriptions are recorded, especially in calls may be expected from several of 


The Dean. For — - - 

how long ? 

The Archdeacon. 

minor canons, the 

brethren. I doubt 

if so great an assem- 

blage of scraps was ^ 

ever before brought 

together. I know 

of no recreation so Eoij (who hai 

certain after an ex- Mamma. “ 1 

hausting service. Boy. On, y 

All. We must Mamma. ‘‘Y 

subscribe too, and Boy. “But I 

at once. Thank you, — ; — ; ; ; — 

dear Archdeacon, for bringing this price- 
less boon before our notice. 




VERY MANY THANKS. 

Boy (who has leen out to tea). “ Mrs. Freeman’s cake is better than ours, ]VUmma.’ 
Mamma. “1 hope you said ‘Thank you,’ nicely?” 

Boy. “ Oh, yes, K\mma. I said it five times.” 

Mamma. “You need only have said it once, dear.” 

Boy. “ But I had five pieces of cake, Mamma ! ” 


- the new Limited 
Companies which 
were registered in 
Mayfair towards the 
end of the season. 

Answers to 

Correspondents. 

Mere de Douze. — 
We should certainly 
advise you to hold. 
Foreigners are out 
of favour just now, 
but the market is 
notoriously sensi- 
tive to changes of 
sentiment, and may 
improve at any 
moment. 

Tom. — Stage 
Favourites are ex- 
pensive and not 
particularly safe. 
We should certainly 
not recommend you 
to touch them. Hope 
Deferred s, it is true, 
are not particularly 
popular just now, 
but if you are pre- 
pared to hold on you 
may he remunerated 
■ in time. 


dear Archdeacon, for bringing this price- the better qualities, but the demand for Jimmy. Fhe investment certainly 
less boon before our notice. material continues weak. seems very attractive, and we can con- 

Plain descriptions, on the whole, seem fidently recommend you to plunge. 

— ““ rather dull, and there has not been much From what you tell us we should imagine 

THE MARRIAGE MARKET. demand for them. Consequently the that it will grow dearer every day. 

[Aweeklycontemporaryhasnotedthemodern ftocks iu hand are very big, and several Agnes -You are only one of rmnj 
tendency to regard matrimony as a business large holders have been obliged to who still 0 old faUacy daat 

spsculation, and hinted that a time may come unload at a loss. the Younger Male btock is irredeemable, 

when we shall see the financial papers devoiing Continental Adventuresses have been In point of fact it is nothing of the 
a colnmn to matrimonial intelligence.] moving very rapidly, but they are being kind. The classes of security you men- 

The marriage market seems to be heavily discounted just now, and there tion are highly desirable. They have 

recovering from the recent depression, is a strong indisposition to give much been steady for some time now, and, so 
and the tone was distinctly healthier last credit in this quarter. Inysnids, how- far as we can see, are likely to remain so. 
week. As usual, there was a strong ever, which have lately been distinctly Backslider. — The penalty for failing 

demand for gilt-edged securities of all weak, have now rallied considerably, to meet an engagement varies with the 

classes. and may he expected to strengthen still circumstances, and is fixed by a com- 


demand for gilt-edged securities of all weak, have now rallied considerably, to meet an engagement vanes with the 
classes. and may be expected to strengthen still circumstances, and is fixed by a com- 

American futures are as brisk as ever, more before long. mittee of twelve. Tie speculation was , 

The fact, however, that the Yankee The market for options in Hair-colours exceedingly hazardous, and you should 
Parent Stock is very firm, with a distinct is very brisk. At the last making-up have gone more ^ thorougUy into the 
tendency to become bearish, has had a gold was in great demand, while copper matter before entering into the agreement. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Dr. Alfred Wallace started what happily proved an 
exceptionally long and supremely useful life under the 
shadow of a cloud. “ Our family had but few relations/’ he 
mournfully mentions in the opening sentence of My Life 
(Chapman and Hall), “and I myself never saw a grandfather 
or a grandmother, nor a true uncle, and but one aunt. 
Worse still, my father was practically an only son.” A qiuaint 
way of putting it, explained by the fact that an elder brother 
died when three months old. These accumulated family 
misfortunes would have broken the spirit of some men. 
Alfred Eussell Wallace, endowed with a serene nature, 
impregnable patience, irresistible energy and an insatiable 
appetite for beetles, soared above his circumstances. He 
was cheered on one occasion when, homeward-bound, he 
anchored at Malta on account of the state of health of two 
birds of paradise captured in the Malay Peninsula, and dis- 
covered close by his hotel a baker’s shop, where was avail- 
able an unlimited supply of cockroaches. These the birds 
of paradise ate, renewing their life like the eagle, and getting 
safely to the Zoological Gardens in London. Stai’ting 
in life as a land surveyor, Dr. Waliaoe’s instinct irresistibly 
led him far afield in search of strange beetles, mrce aves^ 
quaint beasts, and unknown fish. In turn he visited the 
Amazon, the Malay Archipelago, and Australasia, adding 
rare specimens of natural objects to an unparalleled collection. 
The hook would have been better if it had been confined to 
one volume instead of being stuffed by extraneous matter to 
the size of two portly ones. But, as far hack as the days of 
Homer, when seniors gather at the Scasan Gate they are apt 
to grow garrulous. My Bai’onite finds temporary indulgence 
in the octogenarian naturalist’s garrulity delightful. Methu- 
selah, conscious of exceptional advantages, was the man 
to enjoy every line of these 900 pages of closely printed 
type. Modern man, who hath hut a short time to live, must 
needs discriminate. 


Messrs. Methuen & Co, must not be considered amenable 
to the charge of “ belittling Shakspeare ” in consequence of 
their having reproduced all his works, clearly printed, in 
forty very small volumes under the style and title of The 
Little Quarto Shakspeare. Each little hook is perfectly 
adapted to any pocket (with a shilling in it) not exceeding 
three inches and a quarter wide, and four inches in depth. 
Even with the instructive scholarly introductions and foot- 
notes by W. J. Craig, there is nothing whatever heavy about 
them. The Baron advises the exhausted wayfarer, thirsting 
for a draught from the Shakspearian spring, to drop into 
any pub(lisher’s), accosting the attendant with, “What ho, 
there ! bring me a small quart o’ Shakspeare, neat” And 
they are decidedly neat. 


My Baronite suspects tliat Mrs. Kate Douglas Wiggin’s 
favourite amongst the characters in her ne*^ story, Rose o’ the 
River (Constable), is the one who fills the title role. Bose 
Wiley is, in truth, sufficiently attractive to justify her pet 
name, Briar Rose. By comparison with her lover, Stephen 
Watennan, she is shaEow, unsteadfast, distinctly selfish, 
Stephen is what they call on the hanks of the Saco River a 
driver, Anglice, a man who directs the drifts of fallen forest 
logs down the river to the lumber station. His vocation 
gives Kate Douglas an opening for a stirring description of 
the picturesque scene when the logs get jammed and tlie 
country-side turns out to free them, Reading the animated 
page one feels the breath of the mountain air on his cheeks 
and hears the glad arush of the emancipated river. A 
delightful character is Rose's grandfather, Mr. Wiley, with 
his reminiscences of “old Kennebec” River and his out- 
spoken contempt for the unimportance of the Saco, by whose 


banks fortune and an impregnable dislike for hard work have 
brought him. As usual, Kate Douglas does not spoil good 
work by attenuation. Rose o' the River is a dainty little volume, 
charmingly illustrated by Mr. George Wright, and calculated 
to carry the reader through a couple of pleasant hours. 


On Picturesque Yorkshire (Valentine and Sons) Mr. 
William Andrews and his editor, A. H. Mili^vr, F.8.A. Scot., 
are to be congratulated. Walter-Scotians, remembering 
Isaac of York, will sincerely hope that lie was not among 
the five hundred Jews who, at tlie accession of Richard the 
First, suffered at the hands of these Yorkers. The illustra- 
tions, reproduced photographs, are excellent. 

In writing The Difficult Way (Smith, Elder), Mabel Dearmer 
sets herself a difficult task. It is to trace out the process by 
which a woman, absolutely regardless of self, its weakness 
and its passions, reaches the perfectness of a happy life by 
giving herself up to working out the physical and spiritual 
good of others. The theme is familiar enough. The merit 
lies in so handling it that it shall avoid the commonplace. 
This triumph has been achieved. There are some not alto- 
gether satisfactory characters in the play. But the principal 
part, assumed by Nan Pilgrim, is finely conceived and admi- 
rably worked out. After a fashion not unknown to women 
who write and to some men, M.U3EL De^vrmer has used up 
scraps of home-made poetry, and, a propos de hottes, scatters 
them over her pages. There is one on page 154, a gem of 
eleven lines, in which my Baronite recognises true poetry. 

Ten Years of Toyy Government (Liberal Publication De- 
partment) is perhaps a little monotonous in its tone. Pro- 
fessedly a handbook for the use of Liberals, it abundantly 
provides powder and shot for the forthcoming election 
campaign. Omitting the Fiscal Question, a merciful con- 
cession, it covers the record of Tory dealing with domestic 
questions from 1895 to the end of last session. As Mr. 
Birrell, who contributes what is sometimes called a Foreword, 
admits, the hook is compiled from a Liberal point of view. 
But, as he justly adds, “chapter and verse is given for 
every statement printed.” Whilst Liberal candidates will 
find it exceedingly meaty in the way of sustaining their 
cause, my Baronite recommends it to gentlemen on the other 
side as usefully indicating in advance what they have to 
answer, and, if possible, to refute. 


The Spider's Eye, by William Le Queux (Cassell & Co.). 
Not a bad title; but is^ a spider’s “wision limited” to one 
optic? Let not any skipper imagine tW a mere cursory 
reading will enable him to pass an examination as to 
intricacies of plot. Here is a poser, put by one of the 
characters to another— “But tvere you aware of who the 
man was who was discovered dead in your room?” No 
wonder the reply is “No; not in the least.” Those who 
remember Dora may think they are about to detect a criminal 
by “ a faint odour of some sweet perfume, the same odour that 
permeated the drawer in which 
the handkerchiefs were kept ” — 
but not a bit of it. This is only 
the trail of the red herring. The 
literary sensational sportsman 
who rides in Mr. Lb Queux’s 
country has his work cut out 
for him, hut he will go right 
through from cover to coyer, 
and will congratulate himself 
on a good run, even if it be 
not quite up to the best of what 
this Master has previously pro- 
vided for him. 
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FACTS YOU OUGHT TO KNOW. 
(From Informative Bits) 

Pickled onions were introduced into 
England by tlie Crusaders. 

The early Babylonians were nnac- 
qnainted with the use of the telephone. 

It is not generally known that by 


convicted of drunkenness, but none of -pvT r^/^TDT)/^T>T 7 « qatvta 

our police courts has ever seen a deaf ^ CORPOEE ^O 

and dumb Passive Resister. Ieoh’s Health Year-Book. 

Fishmongers never advertise sales of Health Diary Mr. 

old and soiled stock. Eustace Miles indudes advice such 

T ^ 1 /-I as “Fourteenth week — ^Improve your 

Nearly aU the inhabitants of the Great looks/' “ June 20— Be and look ready to 
Lhara are total abstainers. in any direction,” “ Spend half an 

Mr. Silas Hockikg has not written more hour a day wishing good health to every 
an 1123 novels. one.” We append a few exercises which 

— ^^we have personally 


subtracting the number of wet days in ‘ than 1123 novels, 
a year from 365 you can . — 


ascertain approximately 

the number of fine days. , i 

Motorists are said to ^ 

enjoy more “ fine days ” 
than any other class of 
the community. . 

Fur is best removed ^ 

from the inside of a | 

kettle with a razor. m 

Columbus discovered 
America towards the 
end of the Fifteenth 
Century, and was very 
properly punished by a 
long term of imprison- 

There is no phrase in J l/fi 

the Tibetan language Jj l/l n 

which will exactly ex- m\ ffr 

press the English term 
* ‘ Nonconformist Con- 

No trace of any sys- 
tern of fire insurance 

has been discovered ,// 

amongst the prehistoric 
relics of the cave-men. \ 

It is not actually 
libellous to caU a man 
a “newspaper inter- 
viewer.” Before 

it must be proved that 
the^ term was used 
maliciously. 

In Spitzbergen frozen . — 

beer is sold by the yard, 
and bona-fide travellers 
always provide them- 

support themselves on Amelia Jane. “ Stop cryin’, do ! 

the homeward journey. 

Cabbage leaves are frequently used ^ The 
as umbrellas in the Solomon Isles. is hel 

Though it has often been pointed 
out that the Devil was the first Radical, Mr. . 
yet many intelligent people are un- Truth, 
aware that Adam was the first Labour 
Leader. - ^ its tail 

Whilst England possesses 6,000 daily 
and weekly newspapers, still she has 
only 60 gaols. It is even more remark- 


IMH* 




Y^IN. i?— jingle fifteen to twenty 

The eating championship of tiie world ( times). Repeat with_ left. Think of^e 
held by an Austrian baron, who people you have avoided paying. 1 his 
ivoured fourteen fifeese at a sitting. exercise has a reassuring and exhilaxat- 


Don’t be a Baby ! ” 


, * , j devoured fourteen geese at a sitting. exercise m 

often been pointed ® i -a ing effect, 

^as the first Radical, Mr. Labouchere does not always • write 21, 


Mr. Labouchere does not always write 21. Trafalgar Day.— Fill the 

Truth. ^ lungs and ponder for ten minutes oyer, 

When a guinea pig attempts to bite Lord Nelson, patriotism, the Empire, 
its tail it is suffering from hydrophobia, hearts of oak and the playing fields of 

Eton. Expel the air violently. Throw 
I out the front of the chest and glare. 

Nature in Mufti. — “The burglars Dec. 25.' Christmas Day. Eat a 
wolj-i-MOl* rry-kz-k/i -rkTr^fTTORta wi+.h +.bA i3*p>Ti ftTous mcal. Staud erect on the 


able, if possible, to find that we have making "good progress with the generous meal. 

1 .» I • _ n/\ AAA _ V®- ^ • 11 n 1 j1_ 


only 1,000 cemeteries for our 70,000 
doctors to work in. 

Blind people have frequently been 


WC/JLU iJJ,aXVJ,JLAg gV/V/VL Q - .. .1 £ 

inner door when the detectives feU upon hearth-rug and mention the uame oi J^ur 
them like an avalanche in plain clothes.” favourite enemy, admng, A thoroughly 
— Evening News, good chap ; I like him. 
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THE LIBERAL SPLIT. 

Miranda, “ 0, 1 have suffer’d 

With those that I saw siiffer ! a brave vessel, 

Who had, no doubt, some noble creatures in her, 
Dasii’d all to pieces .” — The Tempest, Act.i., Sc. 2, 

KEY TO ALLEGORY. 

Antonio (Actual Duke) ... Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman. 


Prospero (Bightful Duke) ... A. Primrose, Earl of Rosebery. 

I Miranda Almost any Unionist, disguised as a 

Primrose Dame, in an Empire gown. 

Scene — Cornwall. Rocky coast. 

When Duke Antonio’s ship in Shakspeaee’s play 
Was by the Tempest’s violence abused, 

There followed, so the stage directions say, 

“ A noise within,” deplorably “ confused,” 

And, much concerned at losing wife and kit. 

The crew remarked, “We split, we split, we split ! ” 

’Twas then Miranda, from her rocky cell 
Observing what was going on at sea. 

Said she would thank her sire to go and queU 
The blizzard raised by his own devilry ; 

And, pleading softly like a plaintive dove. 

Threw off the passage which appears above. 

An Allegory. Lo ! the Liberal craft— 

Lately through halcyon seas we saw her plough ; 

Tried Admirals controlled her fore and aft, 

Six at the helm and seven at the prow, 

When suddenly, at Prosperosebery’s word, 

Out of the calm, a hurricane occurred. 

Banished to solitude beside the wave 

(Land’s End, or else the Lizard) he had donned 
Magician’s robes, and from his seaward cave. 

For so the fancy took him, fetched his wand 
And called the wfdrlwinds out, and cried “ What ho ! 
Send me yon Liberal lugger down below ! ” 

There was aboard her, when the good ship brake, 

A brother who had occupied his shoes ; 

The hermit may have wished for old time’s sake 
To show that he could shock him, should he choose ; 
That is, no doubt, C.-B. Antonio’s view. 

Explaining why the thing was split in two. 

And sad Miranda — ^who assumes her rdle 9 
It couldn’t be The Westminster Gazette, 

For though that organ, like an injured soul. 

Regards the split with infinite regret, 

StiU, for a daughter pleading with Papa, 

Its tone is much too much de liaut en has. 

I would, myself, engage to speak the part, 

In Empire costimie, as a Primrose dame : — 

^e, you have given our nerves a horrid start ; 

You mustn’t, please, repeat that lumpy game ; 

Spare the poor crew whom we would gladly see 
Snug in the haven where they want to be. 

“ 0 by the name of Primrose, which we share 
(And we have tastes in common, more tbfl.-n one). 

Do not, ah do not, damage past repair 
Our prospect of a little quiet fun ; 

Bring them to land, and speed with timely aid 
Our hopes of Opposition long dekyed ! ” 0. S. 


We are glad to leam from The Times that a Pan-Polish 
Committee has been formed at Warsaw, This should brighten 
things up a little. 


THE DREAM AIMD ITS INTERPRETATION. 

[Showing how successfully Mr. Asche as '^Nick Bottom^' makes an 
Asche of himself at the Adelphi.'] 

Otho Stu.^t has done a wise thing in anticipatino* 
CMstmas entertainments by a revival of Shakspeare’s exquisite 
fairy comedy, A Midsummer Nighfs Dream, which, it is safe 
to predict, will find favour with all playgoers. It will come 
“as a boon and a blessing” to the puzzled parents and 
i guardians who, during the holidays, are so anxious to give 
• the young folks from school not only a real treat for their 
present delectation but one which, when they arrive at bein 
laudatores ^ temporis acti, will be to them ever memorable 
among their recollections of the stage. 

Messrs. Hioks and Barker, the scenic artists, have done 
excellent work for this production, Quince's home 

at Athens being a cleverly contrived interior, and the 
Wood Scene as effective a “ set ” as has ever been placed on 
any stage. When one remembers the woodland pictures at 
other theatres that within the last few years have been 
recognised as gems of scene-painting, to place this one among 
them IS to bestow upon it praise of a distinctly high character. 

As the scenery in itself is an attraction contributing its 
share towards the achievement of general success, so too is 
the music under the direction of Mr. Christopher Wilson, 
ably seconded by his assistant Mr. Ferrari. Mendelssohn’s 
overtime begins at eight punctually, and everyone, delighting 
in this charming expression of the composer’s fancy, should 
manage to be quietly seated a few minutes before that hour, 
in order to enjoy the delicious music that has now become 
part and parcel of The Dream. The orchestra is just a trifle 
too loud, but with this slight exception, a fault which it is pro- 
bable ere now has been remedied, the instrumental music is 
adorably rendered throughout, as are the songs and choruses. 

As the first Singing P aii'^y ” (Oberon and Titania apparently 
keep only three ^ principal choristers, whose names do not 
app^r in the Fairy Court Circnlar, where only their special 
quahfications as “first, second, and third, singing fairy” 
are recorded) Miss Elizabeth Parkiha sang the 
Over mil, over Dale” with great charm; and the ever 
popniar duet, “ I know a bank,” was so well rendered by 
Miss Paekina and the “ Second” Fairy, Miss Etbdel James as 
to be enthusiastically redemanded. * 

A little later Fairj/ Pakkina joined with a spritely friend of 
here namely Miss Pattie Hoensbt, the Third Fairy, in the 
well-known duet “ Fom Spotted Snakes.” Subsequently did 
tms industrious and indefatigable vocalist, tbe Fairy Pabkina, 
Sing the solo and lead the chorus in ‘ ‘ On the Ground f written by 
Master Christopher Wilson (the Musical Director who is “ keep- 
mg up the CHRisTOPmE”), finishing with the Mendelssohnian 
Ihrough the House which, with its chorus, gives so telling 
a termination to the dramatic Fairy Tale. So Miss Parkina, 
tmt-a-fait La Fee, having plenty to do and plenty to get, in 
A applause, does her spiriting well and gracefully, 

now for the ^'Immortals," ^^MoHals," and lastly ''The 
L towns, who are mentioned as some creation entirely apart. 

Fam^ first. Let us agree that the ordinary fairies 
^ small as possible. They ought to be so tinv 
that the fur of mice would provide them with winter-coats, 
and that for any one of them an acom-sheU would be an 
1 - place. Granted. Well, such as these, any Act 
of Parliament or of the L. C. C. “ all to the contrary notwith- 
standing, it IS impossible to obtain. So we are treated to 
the smallest size procurable, and merry little elves they are, 
perfectly tamed, thoroughly intelligent, and working with 
^ Indian boy, tbe cause of the domestic 

squabble twixt Oheron and Titania, is a chubby little trot, 
mttar SH^Uer tl^ the least of the fairies, who wins the 
hearts and “ hands ” of all beholders. 

King Oberon, Mr. Walter Hampden, towers above his subjects 




ONLY WILLIAM’S WAY. 


Madame La Franob. “WHAT A VERY UPPISH PERSON!” 

Mr. John Bull. “OH, I SUPPOSE IT’S WHAT HE CALLS BEING ‘CORRECT.’” 

[“ In foreign policy tlie relations of tLe German Empire with all the Powers are correct, and with most Powers they are good and friendly,” 

The Kaiaer^s Speech at the Beichatag . — “ The Times, Wednesday, ’November 29.] 








Groom (wJiose^ master is fully ocou'pled with unmanageable pairtcliicli has just mm into rear of omnibus). Well, iKsrwAT, it wasn’t the 
Guvnor’s fault.’ ^Bus Conductor, “No— it was yovb fault, for letting ’im drive 


by quite a couple of feet, but liow otherwise could it have 
been, seeing that his jealous Queen Titania (sweetly repre- 
sented, with delicate sense of humour, by Miss Eoxy Baeton) 
reminds him of his amours with PJiillida, and straitly accuses 
him of^jtftductjng himself in a rather unfeiryhke manner 
towg^ts^^e bouncing Amazon” Hippolyta (amply represented 
by Sfes CoiTSTANcfe Eobertson), now about to become the bride 
of TJ^eus, who finds a stolidly dignified impersonator in Mr. 
Alfred Beydon And no pigmy fairy could Titania have been, 
seeing that Gberon plainly accuses her of being a Fairy “with 
a past” in respect to this same redoubtable Theseus, So, as 
to size, we may consider the cast of the fairies so far satis- 
factory. Miss Beatrice Ferrar is bright and lively as Puck, 
a character of which it is well-nigh impossible for anyone to 
give more than a fairly satisfactory impersonation. 

As I/ysander and Demetrius, Mr. H. E. Hignett and Mr, 
LlK Eekny are respectively deserving of much praise. Miss 
Frances Dillon is a comparatively quiet Heimiia until aroused, 
when a tiger cat is not in it with her. This situation, the 
quarrel, a regular low vulgar slum-alley row between two 
young ladies, is one of the most telling in the piece. I do not 
ever remember having seen its force so strongly brought out 
as it is by Miss Dillon as Hermia and Miss Lily Bratton 
as Helena, Miss Bratton, looking so pretty and speaking so 
distinctly, does all that possibly can be done with the part. 

Mr. Caleb Porter bears himself well, not a very heavy 
burden, as Old Egeus, father of Hermia, who, it seems, held 
some official position at the rather meagrely attended court 
of Theseus, Duke of Athens, 


And the mention*’ of '^the court brings me in due course 
to “ The Clowns.’’ Mr. Ltall Swete, to whom the character 
of Quince is no novelty, resumed his old part to the 
evident satisfaction of the audience. Messrs. Charles Eook, 
Kay Souper, and H. Kitts, individualised Snug, Flute, and 
Snout with considerable humour. Why Starveling, Mr. Herbert 
Grimwood, should be represented as stone-deaf, puzzles me. 
Is it an old stage tradition ? If so it is a stupid one, and 
when overdone, as it is here, the business becomes tedious. 
Where is the authority for it in the original text ? 

As for the Nick Bottom of Mr. Oscar ^che it is most artistic. 
His thorough enjoyment of his own importance, his assumption 
of superiority, his airs of condescension, his overweening 
conceit, as a theatrical amateur, evidenced in his thrusting 
himself forward to show his companions how every part ought 
to be played, are all phases of character perfectly true to nature, 
and not in the least overcharged in representation. Then his 
nervousness before the ducal audience, and, on its gradually 
wearing itself out, his vulgar familiarity with Duke Theseus 
and Duchess Hippolyta, are admirable. His utter absence of 
humom and his evident air of crediting himself with being an 
exceptionally entertaining personage, are finely brought out by 
Mr. Oscar Asche. In that most difficult scene where he has to 
wear the pantomimic head of a donkey he is excellent, 
and to his signal success Miss Barton’s Titania, so madly in 
love with this utter ass, artistically contributes. 

The management may be heartily con^atulated on the 
production, and Mr. Oscar Asche ought to^have no reason for 
regretting it as an Oscar rash venture. ; " 
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NATURE STUDIES. 

The Lodging-house “ General.” 

I MADE her acquaintance in lodgings at Brighton, where 
she did all that was to be done in the house. She was very 
hard-working, and had, so far as I could judge, no repose, 
either in the limited sense of manner or in the general sense 
of taking rest. The staircase, the rooms and the passages 
resounded with her labour. If you can imagine a substanti^y 
1 embodied hurricane clattering up-stairs with a breakfast-tray 
! in its hands, bursting with violence through a door, exclaim- 
I ing done it quick that time,” and then panting itself out 
as it arranged cups and dishes and the rest on the table, you 
will have some faint idea of the methods practised by this 
indomitable girl. Nothing ever pierced through the armour 
of her good nature. Once when, having all but reached the 
landing with her tray, she made a false step and rolled, like 
the shameless stone of Sisyphus, to the bottom, she rose from 
the welter of tea and buttered toast and poached eggs with 
a pleasant smile, remarked that she’d been bumped a lot 
worse than that many a time afore, and immediately began 
her cheerful preparations for restoring the feast, I cannot 
say that her immunity from hurt much surprised me, for 
her figure was one that nature seemed by way of precau- 
tion to have encased in oak and triple brass, over which 
her print dress fitted with a wonderful rigidity. Her slippers 
were down at heel, and the noise they made as she hurled 
herself across a room reminded her, she often said, of scaring 
rooks with a clapper — ^for she had originally come from a 
farm, and still had in her hearing something of the amiable 
ungainliness of the cows with whom her early days had 
been passed. 

To my mother, who was with me on this visit, she took a 
great fancy. She would hurst in upon her at odd times 
(always with a tray), and relate to her in a hoarse whisper 
many stirring incidents of her femily histoiy. One of these 
conversations I overheard : “ I wonder,” began Constance, for 
that was her name, ‘‘I wonder ’ow long I shall stay ’ere. 
There ’s only me, yer see— nobody to talk to— lor’, it is dull 
— yer see there ’s nobody to call young in this ’ouse — ^my ! it 
is quiet. There was three where I was afore, and we was 
company for each other. I was in the kitchen there. I can ’t 
get on with the stairs ’ere ; soon shan’t be able to get my 
boots on for going out— my feet do swell so. You never 
’eard o’ my brother George, I s’pose ? Ah, ’e was a good un ; 
’e ’d got a look o’ your son, hut bigger in the moustache and 
bolder lookin’, and my brother was clever ; ’e could write 
potry, ’e could, hut ’e ’s dead now. I Ve brought ’is likeness 
to show you— that ’s ’is young lydy beside ’im— and ’ere ’s the 
hit ’o potry ’e wrote when my brother Jack died; they’re 
beautiful, the verses are. Mother ’ad ’em printed orf, and 
I ’ll give you the copy ’cos you’re kind.”- These were the 
verses, in which I keep the punctuation of the original : — 

In memory of my brother dear, 

These few lines I have composed : 

He is not dead in our memory here, 

Although this life is closed. 

It was on board a barquentine, 

Ann Humphreys was her name, 

J OHN Harrison sailed from Limerick, 

His living for to gain. 

It was on the nineteenth day of March, 

They encountered a stiffiSi breeze ; 

He got wet through, then caught a cold, 

Which never did him leave. 

It was on the nineteenth day of April, . 

He came home too ill to work ; ^ 

He came home to a mother’s care, 

Where he could breath his native air. 


It was on the nineteenth day of August, 

Just five months from the start, 

Our dear lad died a happy death, 

Although ’twas sad for us to part. 

Dear friends, this seems a singular thing, 

Each day of these months should be nineteen ; 

But wait, there ’s one more for this page, 

Eor he was nineteen years of age. 

Friends ? why yes, I should think he had 
For he found them on every hand ; 

They did their best for this poor lad, 

Before he left his native land. 

But stiH we know that he is better off, 

Although a vacant place at home 

Can ne’er be filled upon this earth, 

For God has called him for his own. 

continued the girl, when my mother had fimished 
reading these lines, “ I can see you like ’em. We all fhink ’em 
beautiful. I went to the cemetery last Sunday with some 
flowers for ’is grave.” 

Where is he buried ? ” asked my mother. 

“What, George? Why atop o’ Jack,” and with that she 
hurtled out of the room. 


BE IN TIME. 

{Some Seasonahle Warnings,) 

The Postmaster-General issued last week his usual despair- 
ing instructions to the public to post early for Christmas, to 
tie^ up parcels securely, to make sure postage is fully pre- 
paid, to address letters clearly, to obtain ample supplies of 
stamps, ^ to see that ^ envelopes fit the stamps, and so on. 
There is nothing like being in good time, and Christmas 
gets earlier every year. The present-giving, card-despatching 
and holiday season now begins at the end of November, and 
we shall soon have it in mid-autumn. Mr, Pnnoh, therefore, 
implores his readers to start at once out of town so as to 
avoid the rush three weeks later, to take cai’e to buy their 
tickets and see that tbeir luggage is correctly labelled, to 
provide themselves with sufficient money for a prolonged 
stay in the country or at Monte Carlo (say), and not to come 
back tiU the coast is clear. 

All Christmas annuals should long before now be back 
numbers and relegated to the nursery or foreign parts, with 
the exception, of course, of a certain indispensable Illustrated 
Almanack which will retain its freshness till its suc^sor 
arrives, and after. w 

“He gives twice who gives early” should be the motto 
for purchasers of presents. Select and distribute, therefore, 
your etrennes without further delay, and the.e will then be 
ample time for their pleased recipients to pass them on three 
or four times over before Dec. 25th. Those who wait till 
the last moment and buy late will also, in accordance with 
the proverb, pay twice as much for being in a hurry. 

Get your Christmas and New Year’s Greetings over and 
done with as early as possible this week. This will show 
that you are alive to the situation and know how to avoid 
banalities on the dates in question. 

If you are the Waits, amateur or professional, stop doing 
it At Once, and give up the practice altogether. 

If you e^^pect Christmas boxes of any kind, be sure to ask 
Now. This is a trying experience for all parties, 
and should not he allowed, through undue delay, to ma T the 
season’s festivities. 

The observance of these simple precautions will enable 
the jmbhe to spend a quiet and unjostled holiday, and to 
attend to the turkey, the plum pudding and the pantomime 
in a proper frame of mind. i 
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MORE ENTENTE. 

-Noeway akd “ The Times.” 


THE ECONOMISTS; OR, 'WARE WIRE. -r n b r xt 

* * TO { U. B. D., Buiiffay. L— Norway akd “ The Times.” 

Asotheb Exeecise ra the New Must j kave | paper, | Please j take Norwegian ship-owniug firm is so 
Advertising. word | for | it. | Telegraphing enchanted by the tone of The Times 

The foUowing^ telegrams have been becoming | very costly. | Pan have articles on the formation of the new 

changed between the Manager of The two I books | per minute | by | paying kingdom of Norway that it has asked 

inner Circulating Lftraiy for Book- £50~7~a year extra. [ Better | read permission ^o name one of its new 

overs and U. B. D., Bungay, an paj^pUet'— before I telej^ijESj vessels T/ieKmas to which the powera 


exchanged between the Manager of The two books 
Banner Circulating Library for Book- £50~y~a 
shovers and U. B. D., Bungay, an pj^^p^et 

inquirer in a desperate hurry ior ~ i — 

hooks.” ■■ L 


Message. No. 1. j 

rpQ f Manager, Banner Book- 

I shoving Department. 

Contemplate | joining | Book-shovers. 
Desp erate | hurry | for | books. | Wire 
how I long i to I wait I and I terms. 


pamphlet 
again. | 

FROM I 


Message. 


FROM^ 


U. B. D., Bungay. 


Manager, Banner Book- 
shoving Department. 

No. 4. 

Manager, Banner Book- 
shoving Department, 
i I pamphlet. | Please | sen d 
special | train. | Must | have 


Ajs^swer. 

TO { U. B. D., Bungay. 

No I waiting. | Can join | at | onca 
You I pay | £2 5s. | a year | and get 
Banner | and | two | books | a day 
shoved I at | you. | Book- | shovers 
two I words. I I I had | to j pa}^ | half- 
penny I extra | on | your | message . 
Please I be I careful. I ”” 


books I at 
novels I by | 
much. I You 
question | 
rejecting | Be 
FROM! 


by I paying kingdom of Norway that it has asked 
Better | read permission ^o name one of its new 
vessels The Times, to which the powers 
■ ^ of Printing House Square have graciously 

' — consented, on condition that the ship is 

%neT Book- never allowed to approach nearer than 
partment. -ten knots to the Mael-strom. 

That, however, is ^ not all. The 
Eneydo^oedia Bribannica is to be the 
YiPT Brnk- sol® ballast employed; all the officers 
irtment subscribe to The Times 

5? r T library; and as a compliment to The 

' Times staff various important parts of 

Must I hav e vessel are to be named after the 


rain. | £50 
not I reply 
reduction 1 


about I reduction 

Bam'ier. 

TJ. B. D., Bungay. 


FROM 


Message. 


be I careful. 

Manager, Banner Book- 
shoving Department. 

No. 2. 


Answer. 

TO { U. B. D., Bungay. 

Am I despatching | pamphle t, j Canl^ 
send I novels | until | you | p ay 
subscription. | Must | charge | you 


The Rudder 
The Steward 
The Foghorn 


telegrams | unless 


/jiQ { Manager, Banner Book- 

] shoving Department. 

Not I my I fault I about I Book- 
shovers. Faul t I of j telegraph 
operator. | Get halfp enny | hack 
from I G.P.O. | Suppose | I | don’t 
want I Banner, | What | then ? | Reply 

instantly. | 

FROM { U. B. D., Bungay. 


FROM 


Message. 


Manager, Banner Book- 
shoving Department. 


Aosiswer. 

TO ~{ ~ 
Must have 
need | not | 
and I throw 

FROM ■[ 


Message. 


No. 5. ! 

Manager, Banner Book- 
shoving Department. 

[ incomplete. | Two | pa g*^ 
Please | send | another | by 
train. 1 I 


sample principal writers on the paper. The 
>6 I too following is a list of some of the new 
ly I to names that have been decided upon : — 

^ I The Compass {^cahed^}^^® Buckle. 

— The Rudder „ The Beil. 

Yv The Steward ,, The Walter. 

The Foghorn „ The Wynnard 

_ Hooper. 

The Companion „ The Supple- 

ment. 

The Scuppers „ The Cappers. 

The Windlass „ The WaUace. 

Li_yPY The Anchor „ The Amery. 

stop The Binnacle „ The Hum- 

phry Ward. 

The Siren „ The Maitland. 

The Lifeboat „ The Stars and 

Stripes. 

Furthermore every A.B. on this vessel 
will he known as A.B.W. 


The Scuppers 
PPy The Windlass 
_yPB The Anchor 
stop The Binnacle 


U. B. D., Bungay. 


U. B. D., Bungay. 
it. I No I escape. | You 
read | it. | Read | books 
~away | paper. | 

Manager, Banner Book- 
shoving Department. 


1 TSgPeZtoer' n.-NE^Eo™^^ “The Daily 

Pamphlet [ incomplete. Two pages t • -xi' x ta- i 

— r— f Pnn f ^ — j -r- — 1 In connexion with recent political 

qugsmg.J Please send | another | by ^Fe internal 

special tram. | development of this interesting island, 

FROM { U. B. D., Bungay. the Editor of The Daily Mail has received 
A a signal compliment conveyed in the 

Answer. following letter from the Governor of 

' — Newfoundland: — 

-^TO { U. B. D., Bungay. “ During the negotiations which pre- 

Sorry for | mistake. | Am | sendirig ceded the conclusion of the Anglo- 
complete I pamphlet | by | special French agreement, it has been a great 
^n. I Read | attentively. | Full j of oomioxt and satisfaction to us aU to note 


No. 3. 


,j,Q J Manager, Banner Book- 

( shoving Department. 

How I much I two | books | p er 
minute? | Am | very | quick | re ad^. 
Cannot | you | make | reduc tion | iF]~I 
don’t I want" | Bann^f \ Ve^ 
annoying | to | have | paper | one 
does I not want. | 

FROM { TJ. B. D., Bungay. 


FROM 


Message. No. 6. 

,j,Q / Manager, Banner Book- 

I shoving Department, 
ave I read | pamphlet. | Sh al l | n"^ 
lin. I Should never | know | what 

) I do I with Banner. 

FROM ■( U. R. D., Bungay. 

No Reply. 


Manager, Banner Book- 
shoving Department. 


the appreciation, sympathy, and support 
with which our case has been met in the | 
columns of your highly esteemed and 
altogether coruscating journal. As the 
result of an unanimous 'plebiscite of the 
entire population, I am empowered to 
inform you that it is the intention of the 
Colony to rename all the principal towns, 
capes, &c., in your honour. The details 
are not aR decided, hut I may men- 
tion that it is practically settled to 
rename St. John’s St. Alfred’s, while 
Capes Bauld, Ray, and Race,^ wiU hence- 
forth he known as Capes Harold, EQlde- 
brand, and Cecil. The Ajinieopsquotch 



Deoembee 6, 1905.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



Mountains, hitherto sadly handicapped 
by their cacophonous title, will, it is con- 
fidently believed, take a new and more 
commanding position under the im- 
pressive cognomen of the Carmelite 
Rockies, and the Blowmedown Mountains 
have been felicitously rechristened 
Begbie’s Beacons. A slight contretemps 
has arisen owing to the fact that seven- 
teen different towns have all clamoured 
for the honour of being renamed Answers- 
ville, but it is hoped that this difficulty 
may be arranged by the process of 
drawing lots amongst the eighty-three 
newspapers conducted under your 
management. But before going any 
I fm-ther, we make free to ask your kind 
I sanction to use the name of your revered 
I family to replace that by which the island 
is at present known. ‘ Harmsworthland,’ 
in the opinion of every thinking man, is 
at once a more concise, heroic and tasty 
appellation than that under which we 
now labour ; and we foresee a time 
when no newspaper office in Great 
Britain will be complete without a 
Harmsworthland dog.” 

In reply the Editor of The Daily Mail 
has assured the Governor that he was 
, honoured by the proposal, and gladly 
I accorded whatever sanction might be in 
his power. 


in. — Queensland AND ^‘The Spectator.”! 

Great exultation prevails at No. 1, 
Wellington Street, Strand, in conse- 
c[uence of the extremely gratifying 
cablegram recently received by the 
Editor from the Premier of Queensland. 
The message was as follows : — “ Nothing | 
has given greater comfort during pro- 
longed drought than your matchless 
animal stories. Leading local million- 
aire offers to endow Professorship of 
f^upernatui'al History at Never Never 
University, on condition it is called The 
Spectator Professorship, and that the 
holder shall be (1) an efficient member 
of rifle club, (2) Free trader. Shall be 
glad to hear whether you approve pro- 
posal.” The Editor, we learn, has des- 
patched a reply in the following terms : 
— ‘‘Delighted by generous and tactful 
compliment. By this simultaneous in- 
sistence on the paramount importance 
of free trade, the rifle, and the long-bow, 
another nail has been driven into the 
coffin of Mr. Chamberlain’s sinister pro- 
posals.” 

Giants and Genii. — “Twenty Artistes 
and fifty other huge items .” — (Extract 
from nil of touring company exhibited in 
Taunton.) 


HORACE (NOT HUTCHINSON) ON 
THE LINKS. 

The swishing drive which lands you 
clean 

Upon the stretch of turf between 
The distant bunker and the green ; 

The coy approach which deftly hops 
Into the atmosphere and stops 
A yard or two from where it drops ; 

The putt along the weU-trimmed lea 
That consummates a perfect three — 
Such things are good enough for me. 

Give me a foe whose constant aim 
Throughout the round is much the same 
As mine — to win a sporting game ; 

Yet let him be, upon the whole, 

A mild, unadjectival soul, 

A monument of self control. 

Give me a caddie disinclined 
To fall unduly far behind ^ 

And sport with others of his kind. 

Then, if the morning chance to wear 
A countenance serene and fair, 

With just a sparkle in the air, 

I crave of Fate no more ; for when 
She smiles upon me thus, why, then 
I am at peace with gods and men. 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


[December 6 , 1905 . 



THE AUTHOR’S DOOM. 

[In an interview in La LilerU M. Georges Genet complains that 
conditions have not changed in favour of the novelist since he began his 
career. These lines indicate the general tenour of his lament.} 

Time was wlien my works were awaited 
With, eager expectant delight ; 

’Twas woman’s whole duty to rave of the beauty 
Of all that I happened to write. 

They read me with ardour unbated, * 

Old fi-umps and delectable girls, 

The middle-class maiden, the dowager laden 
With adipose tissue and pearls. 

The publishers’ they swarmed, 

They filled each thronging room ; 

In bookshops, too, one found a crew 
Of ladies who fought all they knew ; 

The libraries they stormed, i 

Regardless of their doom. 

By hook or crook to get my book — 

In short, it was a boom. 

But, ladies, I ’ve passed out of fashion 
With dodos and Latin and Greek ; 

Your reading consists of short snippets and lists of 
The notable books of the week ; 

Rough games are your dominant passion, 

And every sweet hour when you ’re free 

From the Club or the City or Suffrage Committee 
Is given to sport— not to me. 

Across the links you stride 
la rugged Harris tweed, 

You swim, you float, you yacht and boat, 

You love to mote in great fur coat, 


Mazeppa-like you ride 
To hounds at break-neck speed ; 

There ’s one thing you refuse to do — 

You never, never read. 

Nay, that ’s not the worst of the story ; 

Not only on publishers’ shelves 
Am I left forsaken, but, ladies, you’ve taken 
To writing your fiction yourselves. 

Each J ARE has a perfect furore 
For scribbling long reams of MS., 

And I don’t know a Fanny, a Kate, or an Annie 
Who isn’t just going to press. 

But all your toU is vain, 

And woe wiU soon begin, 

Your meal will fly, your cruse be dry. 
When none come nigh your wares to buy ; 
Soon each must needs obtain 
'Her neighbour’s book to win 
Her daily steak, like those who take 
Each other’s washing in. 


If we may believe The Daily MaiVs headlines, — 

“O.-B.’’ Speaks, 

But Says Nothing. 

j How seldom our statesmen lay their entire innermost 
thoughts before us in this frank and outspoken manner ! 


We glean the following advice from The Farmer and 
Stockbreeder : “ There is great value in an occasional cnp of 
hot water. Take it before retiring for insomnia.” But why 
retire for insomnia ? Why not go to sleep ? 
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The New ‘District’ Developer. 

Wet go to tke expense of 'buyiiig 
A HERCULES EXERCISER 
wken you cau strain every musde in your body 
By Straphangino- ^ 

everymormng, all the way from Ealmg^to the City, 

without any extra charge whatever. 


“ Oi® great advantage of the “ ^ \’^^'^riH!o?Sev ’ll 
lady, “ is that you can always t^ in which direction th y 

going hy the way the arrow points. 

«Buiium(MiEoran at end of elecimc t™ar_; fine, healthy 
irvrtoii'+xr ” Adnt in The Belfast News Letter. 

“ good i£' S i L.oh m, kt ct He op.™ 
spaces on their steamers mtbis vray? 
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THE “HOW TO” PAPERS. 

No. m. — ^How TO Furnish a Bedroom. 

Let us suppose that your room is 
constructed with four walls, one floor, one 
ceiling, one door, one window, and one 
fireplace. A word about each of these. 

Walls, — It is customary to have pieces 
of paper stuck on to the walls of a room. 
This is done by means of a substance 
called paste. You first buy enough 
paper for the purpose and then call in a 
tradesman known as a paper-hanger and 
say to him, “Hang this paper.’’ You 
need only say it once, unless you decide 
to stick ihe paper on yourself, in which 
case you will say it more frequently. 

Floor, — This is the part of the room 
you will walk on. In order to save wear 
of the wood of which it is made, you 
must » cover it with a carpet. Carpets 
may be bought either at Wilton (near 
S^isbury), in Turkey, in Brussels, or in 
Pile. Pile is not shown on the maps. 

Ceiling, — It is not necessary to carpet 
the ceiling. The flies prefer it white- 
washed. 

Door. — A. structure of wood made to 
open either outwards or inwards. Make 
up your mind whether you wish to enter 
your room or to leave it more frequently, 
and have the door hung accordingly. 

Window. — A more inconvenient means 
of entrance or egress than the last, but 
preferred by burglars. “ Window,” like 
“ orange,” has no known rhyme in the 
English language, but there the resem- 
blance ceases. 

Fweplaoe . — This, as its name imphes, 
is the place for a fire, but it may also be 
used as a fernery. 

The most expensive article of furniture 
in a properly equipped bedroom is the 
bed, because it has to be made every day. 
It is usually made of wood or iron and, 
where thorough efi&ciency is required, it 
might be as well to keep a carpenter or 
a blacksmith on the premises to attend 
to the matter. The spread of technical 
education, however, has made it possible 
sometimes to find a housemaid who knows 
how to make a bed. A bed is intended 
to sleep in, and is generally considered 
the most suitable article manufactured 
for that purpose, although a well- 
cushioned pew is held by some to be an 
efficient substitute. It is not recom- 
mended, however, that a bedroom should 
be furnished with a pew. Where 
economy is a desideratum a water bed 
(not to be confounded with the bed of 
the ocean) might perhaps serve the 
purpose. These are recommended by 
the faculty, and are used by invalids. 
Where the water-rate is low this idea is 
worth consideration. Some doctors also 
recommend^ hop pUZows. This recom- 
^mendation is apt to be misunderstood 
and consequently resented. 

Clothes are usually kept in a bedroom, 
and it would be obviously inconvenient 
to have them in a heap upon the floor, 
which is intended for other purposes. 
Nor is the ceiling available, for reasons 
connected with the law of gravity dis- 
covered by Sir Isaac Newton. The 
ingenuity of ages has therefore brought 
to perfection various receptacles, of 
which the best known are the wardrobe 
and the chest of drawers. It would be 
an impertinence to describe either of 
these pieces of furniture, and impertin- 
ence is no part of the design of these 
papers. 

We now turn to the washstand. To 
obviate the necessity of performing the 
customary matutinal ablutions under a 
tap in the kitchen or the stable-yard, 
it occurred to some ingenious inventor 
in bygone years to provide a basin and 
ewer in the sleeping-chamber itself. 
The ewer is filled with water at stated 
intervals, and from it the basin can be 
charged with a supply sufficient for all 
practical purposes. The corollary idea 
of elevating both basin and ewer to a 
convenient height soon brought about 
the discovery of the washstand as we 
know it to-day, the whole process being 
a remarkable instance of the evolution 
of ideas. It does not seem to be neces- 
sary to say anything more about the 
washstand. ^ 

The question of the dressing-table is 
a more complicated one, but it is useless 
to try and burke it. Hhirpins, we sup- 
pose, must be kept somewhere, and the 
same may be said of silver-topped scent 
bottles. Then why not on a dressing- 
table ? The problem,, if problem there 
be, thus simply stated, solves itself. 
Upon the dressing-table, sometimes a 
component part of it, stands a looking- 
glass for the purpose of reflecting the 
form and features of him or her who 
uses it. A lady’s dressing-table is 
usually provided with two small drawers, 
in one of which she may keep her 
watch and her fringe-nets and in the 
other her purse. When pockets again 
come into fashion the second drawer 
will become less necessary. 

Every bedroom should contain a chair 
or two. ^ Itls well to be provided against 
all contingencies, and it may very well 
happen that the occupier of the bedroom 
at some time or another may wish to sit 
down. He or she would then be in a 
very awkward predicament if these useful 
articles of furniture had been left out of 
account when the room was being 
furnished. 

We have said nothing about the 
decoration of the bedroom, and intend to 
say nothing. This may be left entirely 
to the preference of the occupier. If 
your tastes mm in the direction of plush 
brackets and peacocks’ feathers, by aU 
means have tiiem. IE not, leave them 

out of your scheme of decoration. It is 
your room, and nobody else has the 
slightest right to criticise. We speak 
strongly on this subject because we feel 
strongly. More_ harm is done by ill- 
considered advice than is generally 
supposed. We, for our part, know where 
to stop, and we stop here. 

THE DARING DAMSEL. 

[“ Young ladies are the only people nowadays 
who have the courage of their opinions, and all 
the daring books are written by feminine pens.” 
— Lady Violet Gremlle^ 

Nowadays, where can you find 

Men who dare to speak their mind ? 
Only ladies who are young 

Have a quick, courageous tongue. 

Who, amongst the modern men, 
Wields a ready, fearless pen ? 

Only maids of seventeen 

Dare to scribble what they mean. 

Literary maidens write 

Daringly, with all their might, 

And, presumably, intend 

That our hair shall stand on end. 

I have often thought of them, 

Sitting dovm at nine a.m.. 

And endeavouring to shock 
Somebody, till one o’clock. 

I can almost hear them laugh. 

As they pen a paragraph 

Full of wicked little bits 

Guaranteed to give us fits. 

Maidens, I believe you make 

An excusable mistake. 

You are very young and so 

Cannot be supposed to know. 

But the things that seem to you 
Daring are not very new. 

For the newest, I believe, 

Is about as old as Eve. 

If you ever make our eyes 

Bulge a little with surprise, 

It is when you illustrate 

Maiden English up-to-date. 

{ 

You unquestionably can 

Startle the grammarian 

In a way that puts to shame 

Any man that I could name. 

You accept no aged rules 

From academies and schools. 

F earlessly you stand alone, 

With a grammar of your own. 

There was a young lady of Condover 
Whose husband had ceased to be fond 
of her : 

He couldn’t forget 

That he ’d loved a brunette : — 

And peroxide had since made a blonde 
of her. 




rurdiei Designs for Statues of Private ludividuak who. hut for the enterprise of The Pimss in iMugurating a 

miglit easily have escaped national recognition. 
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We are in a position to state definitely 
the truth about Sir Henry Campbell- 
Bannerman and Home Rule. It is un- 
fair to Sir Henry to assert that he is an 
out-and-out Home Ruler. The matter 
depends entirely upon the size of his 
majority at the General Election. It is 
quite possible that this majority may 
be large enough to enable him to scout 
the idea. Sir Henry hopes that the last 
may now be heard of a discussion which 
was not of his own choosing, and is 
distasteful to him. 


The OzAR, it is stated, in view of the 
general situation, has decided 
to cancel all State ceremonies 
— including a great popular 
demonstration on the anniver- 
sary of his accession. 


take his seat.” The idea of dispensing 
with this formality is, we believe, an 
American one. We say this without 
any wish to detract from the Mayor 
of Islington’s pluck. 


The Mayor of Islington has also pro- 
posed that the various Borough Councils 
shaU. have a central intelligence exchange. 
The difficulty here would be that some 
of the Borough Councils might have 
nothing to offer. 

Lord Stanley has now stated that post- 
men are not blood-suckers, and has thus 
deprived bus-drivers of a great advan- 
tage in the discussion which ensues 


The Powers have taken 
charge of some of the Sultan’s 
customs. W e know of another 
monarch whose manners need 
overhauling. The Sultan 
might drop his friend a hint. 

According to an official 
return, there are 330 men and 
women in Bulgaria who are 
between the ages of 100 and 
110. Their longevity is attri- 
buted to their good teeth and 
excellent digestion, and to 
their not being monarchs of a 
neighbouring State. 


“Electric cars,” it is an- 
nounced, “ will begin running 
from West Green to the Alex- 
andra Palace on December 
6.” We are not told by 
what date the course is to be 
finished. 



national Dog Show at Birmingham was 
the sole survivor of the dogs attached to 
the Ziegler Arctic Expedition. He was 
surrounded all day by a number of other 
dogs who listened to his yarns and 
politely pretended to believe them. 

Owing to the comparative failure of 
the sardine fisheries, thousands of sprats 
are being pressed into the service of 
foreign sardine merchants, but, if we 
are to believe a story which reaches us, 
class feeling survives death. Our corre- 
spondent declares that, on opening a 
tin last week, he found, on the top of 
a number of sprats, a family of six 
sardines, huddled together for social 
warmth. 


The Local Government 
Board has refused to allow 
the expenses incurred by the 
Urban Council of Clacton in telegraph- 
ing weather reports to the Press. In 
consequence, unless other arrangements 
are made, Clacton will have no weather 
in the future. 


THOUGHTS FOR NON-THINKERS. 

A Careless Watch invites a Vigilant Poe. 


“May I ask what becomes of 
all the waste food of the hotels, 
clubs, restaurants, &c.?” asks 
a gentleman who writes to The 
Daily Mail. The naivete of 
some persons is astounding. 
Has this correspondent never 
heard of Curried Mutton ? 

Considerable indignation 
was apparent in the omnibus 
world last Thursday, when it 
became known that Sir Edward 
Elgar, lecturing at Birming- 
ham University as Professor 
of Music, had been speaking 
against English Conductors. 

What is this we read ? We 
knew that only scanty clothing 
wasi'equired for certain sports, 
but we were not prepared for 
the following development of 
the idea. “Fifteen hundred 
men,” states The Exjpress, 
“are now engaged in fitting 
up Olympia for the Winter 
Sports Club, and they are 
working in day and night 
shifts.” The Simple Life 
again, we suppose. 


The London County Council, we hear, 
are now prepared, during the winter 
months, to let out some of their steam- 
boats to private persons, at a moderate 
charge, for picnics, water-frolics, &c. 

The Mayor of Islington is about to 
make an experiment which will be 
watched with great interest. He has 
determined to do without the formal 
announcement by the mace-bearer at 
the council meetings that “ The Worship- 
ful the Mayor of Islington is about to 


after a collision between an omnibus and 
a mail-cart. 

“ Miss Constance Collier,” it is 
announced, “was quietly married on 
November 25.” Are we to understand 
that most actresses are noisily married ? 

A bomb-sheU has fallen in the ranks 
of the young ladies who are engaged to 
Militia and Yeomanry officers. “ The 
period of attachment for officers of 
Militia and Imperial Yeomanry who are 
candidates for commissions in the 
Regular Army has been reduced from 
four to two months,” says an Army 
Order. 

The most interesting exhibit at the 


Sir W illiam Broadbent has denounced 
the use of india-rubber “ comforters ” for 
babies. We were under the impression 
that they had been discarded long ago 
in favour of cigarettes. 


Sensationalism in tlie Evening Press. 

According to The Westminster Gazette, 
“ the army of tourists among whose recol- 
lections of Switzerland the old Rhine 
bridge at Basle is not the least interest- 
ing or picturesque feature of the some- 
what dull patrician town, must now be 
numbered with the things that are no 
more.”^ We are happy to be able to state 
that this is an exaggeration of the facts : 
quite a number of survivors have since 
turned up. 
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MAIL-CART DIALOGUE. 

III. 

“ Hadn’t you better give that to 
me, dearie ? ” remarked Twoyears, in a 
tone of indulgent patronage, as, leaning 
suddenly forward, be endeavoured to 
wrest a woolly sbeep from tbe grasp of 
tbe recumbent infant. 

Tbe baby frowned but tightened its 
grip too late, as with a sudden j erk tbe toy 
changed bands, leaving 
only a few fleecy shreds 
in its owner’s dimpled 
fist. Tbe bare branches 
of Kensington Gardens 
moved slowly by over- 
head as tbe mail-cart 
passed beneath them, 
and from Nurse’s end of 
it came sounds of viva- 
cious repartee and the 
clank of spurs. 

“ That ’s my sbeep, 
and you know it,” ex- 
claimed tbe baby, drop- 
ping its lip. 

‘‘Yes, my pet,” re- 
turned tbe other coolly. 

‘^I’m only keeping it 
for you till you are old 
enough to appreciate it, 
as Mummy does with my 
birthday presents. It is 
a sbeep, as you say, but 
I very much doubt if 
you recognise its con- 
nection with nursery 
dinner.” 

Ah well,” repbed tbe 
baby, ^'I’m going to 
have some jam to-night 
anyhow, in a spoon.” 

“ Are you, tWgb ? ” 
said tbe other with a 
lofty smile; “ poor bttle 
kid!” 

<«Wby — you always 
told me jam was nice.” 

** Yes, but there ’s jam 
and jam,” repbed Two- 
years ; “ there ’s the kind 
that grown-up people 
have on their plates and 
lefuse to part with, and 
the kind they bring 
you in a teaspoon at 
night which always leaves you under 
ihe impression that you have made a 
fatal mistakedn swaUowing it.” 

“Very well then, I sha’n’t take it.” 

“ Oh, won’t you? You’re as helpless 
in the matter as I am when they put rne 
in the bath first to see if the water is 
too hot for you.” 

“It’s a remarkably good, test, I 
notice,” retorted the baby with a anile. 

“It’s a most unjust proceeding!” 
repbed the other hotly, “ and you ’ll find 
I pbfl.ll kick at it one of these days.” 


“ But you do that every night,” snig- 
gered the baby ; “ and, by the way, you 
haven’t got a pair of legs bke I have. 
You should hear the ladies go into 
raptures over mine when I’m taken 
down on Mummy’s ‘ At Home ’ day.” 

“Why, bless your bttle heart 1 ” sneered 
Twoyears. “ It ’s not your legs they ’re 
interested in really^ it’s the kind of 
stuff your petticoats are made of. One 
of my earliest recobections is of old 


Grannie shedding a tear in private over 
the lace edging on my petticoat because 
it was imitation torchon, and she said 
she bttle thought to see a child belong- 
ing to her come to such beggary. That 
was before we made our money.” 

“Ah, she’s altered her tone since 
then, for only last week she was examin- 
ing my clothing on the quiet, and when 
she came to some garment or other 
(about the thirteenth in order of putting 
on) I heard her say to herself, ^Beal 
MecHLin ! There ’ll be a smash presently. 


mark my words!’ and though I did 
' hot pies ’ repeatedly with botii hands, 
it failed to amuse her.” 

“I don’t wonder; you’re getting a 
bit above yourself over that "hot pies’ 
business; but it’s no good to you as 
an exercise — ^you can take it from me. 
"Hot pies’ never fit you for the 
battle of bfe, or enable you to drop the 
cat in the water-jug as I did yesterday.” 
“ Possibly not, but I am by no means so 
helpless as you imagine. 
Have you noticed 
Daddy’s nose, for in- 
stance ? ” 

“Yes, I saw it was 
badly barked, f but 
thought he ’d ! been 
knocking it against the 
table leg by mistake, 
bke I do sometimes.” 

“No,” announced the 
infant triumphantly, 
“ that was me. Yester- 
day Mummy took me 
into the bbrary to show 
Daddy my new bonnet. 
It was after lunch, and 
he was lying on the sofa 
playing tigers with his 
eyes shut. When Mum- 
my said, "Wake Daddy 
up,’ it was my intention 
to open his eyes with the 
silver rattle I had in my 
hand, but somehow I 
missed my aim and 
brought it down on his 
nose instead.” 

“ What happened ? ” 
said Twoyears. 

“ He woke, and began 
to talk in such a lively 
manner that Mummy 
took me out of the 
room.” 

“I daresay you hurt 
him,” remarked Two- 
years, “ they are always 
sensitive over trifles like 
that. But hullo ! don’t 
look over the way, what- 
ever you do — ^there are 
the next-door children 
and their nurse, and 
Mummy doesn’t wish us 
to know them.” 

“ Web, our Mr. Atkins has gone across 
to walk with them, anyhow,” said the 
baby. * ■ 

“In that case,” said Twoyears ap- 
prehensively, “look out for squalls! 
Doesn’t Nan-na look angry? You can 
see her better than I can.” m - 

“No,” said the baby, “she ’s smiling 
at something in front.” 

Twoyears peered forward, then sank 
back with a sigh of rebel 

“Saved!” he said. “It’s a pobce- 

man ! ,” 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The appearance of the Memoirs of Sir Wemyss Reid (Cassell) 
was looked forward to, in political circles, with exceptional 
interest. For a quarter of a century he had established 
personal relations with public men that gave him insight to 
the working of the machinery of politics. In succession he 
enjoyed the confidence of Mr. W. E. Forster, Mr. Gladstone, 
and Lord Eosebery. Beyond these he knew all who were worth 
knowing among lesser stars of the political firmament. A keen 
observer, a trained writer, it was reasonable to suppose that 
his memoirs, written and prepared for publication before his 
death, would be a valuable contribution to the history of our 
own time. The anticipation will doubtless be realised when 
the publication is completed. In the volume just issued the 
narrative does not extend beyond the year 1885, compre- 
hending a comparatively humdrum epoch. It was in the 
following year that Mr. Gladstone, nailing the Home Rule 
flag to the Liberal ship, completed its hopeless wreckage. 
“For political reasons’" the editor, Mr. Stuart Reid, brother 
of the memoirist, defers publication of what was written after 
that date. This has something of the effect of making a sort of 
one-horse shay of the book. Yet, regarded solely on its merits, 
the instalment is interesting and excellent. The struggling 
journalist slowly making his way in an honourable career will 
find much encouragement. Reid began without the aid of 
adventitious circumstances. By sheer capacity, indomitable 
energy, tireless industry, he won his way to the front rank. 
As he tells of his own life, its early difiiculties, its latest 
successes, he introduces many piquant portraits of public 
men met by the way. Amongst other things the memoirs bring 
into powerful light the immense strides the provincial Press 
has taken during the last thirty years, bringing some on a level 
of equality with their metropolitan contemporaries. To this 
end, Reid, during his editorship of The Leeds Mercury ^ appre- 
ciably contributed. His familiar friends, among whom my 
Baronite is proud to have counted himself, will agree with 
Lord Rosebery in recognising in him “ the high example of 
a brave and unselfish life.’" 


The Baron’s heart mightily rejoiceth at the reappearance 
of good old Oammer Grethel, with ah her familiar fairy tales. 
Would that the reproductions of the iUustrations were 
more satisfactory, for are not the pictures George Cruiok- 
SHAm’s? Assuredly so. Cruickshank was never, as an 
artist, “a lady’s man” (note his failure with Eosehud and 
The Goose Girl), nor ever the best kind of Fairies’ man, 
being, in this line of business, but a poor second to 
Dicky Doyle, while as to humorous and grotesque drawings 
he was nowhere near Sir John Tenniel, the inimitable 
creator of Mice-in-W onderlanW s queer people ; yet for 
genuine drollery there have been few who could give us 
such a laugh as Cruickshank does with, for example, his 
iUustration to the story of The J ew in the Bush, Could the 
idea of swift travelling be more clearly expressed than it is 
by Cruickshank in his picture of the Prince seated on the 
brush of the running fox? His“Pe-wit” and his “Heads 
Off” are simply delicious. The Baron is aware that there 
are two ways of spelling this artist’s name, but prefers the 
above, for which there is excellent authority. The full title of the 
book is Gammer GretheVs Fairy Tales (The De la More Press). 

For someyearsDr.RoBERTSON Nicoll has delighted the readers 
of a widely circulated weekly paper with a lay sermon. The 
subjects have ranged from eels to Charlotte Bronte, from 
spectacles to Dr. George Macdonald, horn potatoes and 
cabbage to George Eliot and Jane Austen. In the interim 
divers topics suggested by recent reading or the events of the 
day axe dealt with in chatty, withal cultured fashion that 
instructs while it charms. Dr. Nicoll has made a selection 


of his essays, which Hodder Stoughton publish under the 
title The Day Book of Claudius Clear, My Baronite assures 
those who have not come across the papers in the weekly 
aforesaid that the pages of The Day Book are weU worth 
turning over. 


A pretty Httle portable Pocket Diary for 1906 (Eyre and 
Spottis woode) can be recommended by the Baron as practically 
useful, and for its quotations interesting. Get some of these 
by heart and you will never be at a loss when asked to write 
a few lines in an album. 


Two volumes of A History of Our Own Times (Chatto Aim 
WiNDUs) complete Mr. Justin McCarthy’s magnum opus. 
They cover the period between the Diamond Jubilee of 
Queen Victoria in 1897 and the accession of King Edward VH. 
Whilst presenting a comprehensive narrative of events closely 
concerning the British Empire during those dates, the 
volumes include a review of changes through which public 
life, Literature, Art, and Science, passed during the long 
reign of Queen Victoru. My Baronite notes a marked 
difference of style in these supplementary volumes com- 
pared with those that went before. They are much quieter 
in tone and colour, thereby even exceeding the quality of 
impartiality which marked the earlier instalments. In in- 
creasing measure Mr. McCarthy discloses his conviction that 
it is the historian’s business to narrate, not to argue. The 
result is the presentation of a dispassionate survey of public 
events happening through a critical epoch in the history 
of the Empire and the world. The narrative, thus concluded 
up to recent date, will be a prized acquisition to the library 
not only of those who study history but of those who make it. 


Mr. Haldane Maofall’s Sir Henry Irving (T. N. Foulis) is 
to a certain extent valuable as a contribution to our informa- 
tion concerning the life of the great actor whose loss we all 
deplore. As a frontispiece there is a satisfactory reproduc- 
tion of an impressive photo^aphic portrait of Sir Henry, 
but the queer caricatures of him by Mr. Gordon Craig seem 
to be somewhat out of place. 


A book entitled The Eecollections of an Eton Colleger 
(Spottiswoode & Co.) by C. H. M. (“M. or N, as the case may 
be”), though utterly lacking in humour and making no 
pretension to literary merit, is calculated to interest Etonians 
generally, but particularly the majority of them, who, having 
been “ Oppidans,” i.e. residing in tutorial houses and not 
in College, know very little, as a rule, of the routine of life 
within the College walls. Strictly speaking, only the Collegers, 
or “ Tugs,” are genuine Etonians, as the Pious and Royal 
Founder contemplated simply a Monastic College under the 
rule of “Learned Benedictines,” and the idea of “Tutors” 
and “Dames,” with their profitable houses and pupils, never 
occurred to him. The “ Tug ” life is in this book minutely 
described by one who was “in it” from 1898 to 1902. 
“Oppidan” existence is men- 
tioned incidentally. The text 
of the Eton Boating Song, which 
has obtained popularity, but was 
certainly unknown in the days 
of Dr. Keate, Dr. Hawtry, Dr. 

Qoodford, and probably under 
Dr. Hornby, is given in full. 

This book is worth adding to 
any Etonian collection that al- 
ready includes Recollections of 
Eton (1870), About Some Fel- 
lows, and Memories of Eton and 
Etonians in the Forties, 
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Apparently regattas in Australia are Owing to the practice of throwing 
CHARIVARIA. as da-ngerous as football matches in stones at motor-cars, wbicli has become 

In their forecasts as to who would America. The Melbourne Herald, o, co-^j very common in Berlin, many cars are 
fin the various offices under the new of which has iust reached us, informs now fitted with thin wire-netting to 
fi-ovemment aU the papers— and especi- us that at the Henley-on-Yan*a regatta protect the windows, and there ^ is a 
aUv the Liberal ones, as an Irishman ‘‘ the river was thickly covered with renewed outcry against those who inter- 
points out — ^made one curious omission, pleasure boats, human hands, oil, steam fere with the simple pleasures oi tne 
We refer to the Premier of Ireland (and and electricity being the motive power poor. 

adiacent islands)— Mr. W. Redmond. employed to drive the craft.” ^ i j 

aajacem Snake-skin clothes are mentioned as a 

We think that, when there was a The announcement is made that a novelty by a contemporary. As a matter 
question of a change of Government, substitute for tobacco has been dis- of fact they have been snakes 




Lord Rosebery was - 
quite right to keep 
himself before the 
public, but it is 
question able 
whether he need 
have adopted such 
a drastic measure as 
being thrown out 
of a phaeton. He 
might have hurt 
himself. 

The Royal Ma- 
rines, it is stated, are 
to be withdrawn 
from our ships, and 
located on land. 
“His Majesty’s 
Jollies” wiU not, 
we fancy, be averse 
to the change, for 
the treatment they 
generally received 
afloat was that of 
Snubmarines. 


No system, we ^ 
suppose, has ever 
been devised which 
has been found cap- 
able of meeting all 
requirements. An 
economical school- 
boy who wrote to 
the manager of The 
Times LiWry ask- 
ing whether he 
comd be supplied 
with a penny book 
of aritbmetical ta- 
bles subject to the M.F.H. (enjoyin 

discount as adver ^ — - ~ 

tised, has, we hear, received no reply. 





-T for years. 

Madame Sarah 
Bernhardt, on leav- 
ing Quebec, was 
'pelted with eggs 
i by Canadians, who 
iwere indignant at 
i her criticisms of 
I their lack of culture, 
i It seemed a queer 
way of trying to ! 
convince the gifted ' 
actress that she had 
made a mistake. 

It has transpired 
that Sir Henry 

OaMPBELL-B AN N E R- 
MAN, who was at 
' one time reputed 
to be a Scotchman, 

■ paid the cabman 
iwho drove him to 
! Buckingham Palace 
I in gold. 

A Testimonial 

But wlxich way P 

Prom the adver- 
tisement of Mn 
Martin BtovEY’s 
engagement in Tlio 
Birmingham Even- \ 


Um Ex'pres 
I “ During one of the 
mostpowerfulscenes 
in The Breed of the 
Treshdms, a gentle- 
man left his seat in 
the dress circle and, 
staggering to the 


could be suppiiea L.iiMTiair^ lai UIQ HRPAMS Trestiams, s. gemie- 

with a penny boot HUNTING IN HIS DREAWlb. ^ ^ 

of arithmetical ta- ^ (Lady singing takes a fngfinote.) , rr the dress circle and, 

bles subject to the M.F.B. (enpying a post-prandial nap). “ Habk to Dairymaid . Huio . staggering to the 

discount as adver- Tt was found we imagine, bar, asked for a whisky-and-soda. Before 

tised, has, we hear, received no reply. cowed, ^ ™ ^ ’ i, ’ould be supplied he fell faintmg o 

^ inside a penny required considerable 

By-tbe-by, it is ^ged * Aere is ^ ^ of atto^ts and 

■ called forth the outburst of pubbe Spread of Education. 

At the fire which took place at Shrews- patby which the pawnbrokers expec . Scene— Hair-irewer’* ^7^op. 

bury School last week the boys assisted j wonder why it ’s called 

in saving some valuable boplm from the The City k^^pr^o^ to re 

bbmxy. In this, according to onx n^b® .“°2rirr fSri^TS Eai^dre^ser. 1 don’t know, Miss, 
information, the lads showed a Stor-^imSses may Perhaps because it stimulates the roots 
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GREAT EXPECTATIONS. 

[December 5.] 

Two spectacles today invite compare, 

And each superb in its peculiar line : 

One is at Smithfield, one in Belgrave Square, 

At No. 29 ; 

Here, the great O.-B., prime among his peers, 

Is busy probing warriors for the battle ; 

And there, the connoisseurs of sheep and steers 
Are progging fatted cattle. 

May not a faint similitude be traced 
In these two shows that fQl the London stage ? 

Both exhibitions equally are graced 
By Hoyal Patronage ; 

Each cast ’s a bit above its normal size — 

Here swelling chests, and there a paunch distended, — 
Ajid some have got a first or second prize, 

And some are just “ commended.” 

For me, I own I draw a larger mirth 
From where the new-made Order ousts the old ; 

Oxen and swine may strain their tripled girth. 

Yet leave my marrow cold ; 

But, where the all-green Home Rule banner waves. 

And Rosebery’s Leaders stand and blink thereunder, 
I have to let off steam in joyous staves, 

Or simply burst asunder. 

Not for a decade have I felt so fat 

With human joy ; indeed there seems to be. 

Judging by jocund brows, this side and that, 

A general jubilee ; 

• For these have pouched the booty, long their dream ; 
And those, that craved the sweets of Opposition, 

May cross their legs and watch the other team 
Work out its own perdition. 

Give me, for two brief years — ^I ask no more — 

Beneath the new regime to live and laugh. 

And then, ere yet the thing becomes a bore, 

To tag its epitaph ; — 

And I ’ll not do as some ungenerous foes 

That stamp to-day upon the dead or stone ’em, 

But sing their virtues, letting silence close 

On all that isn’t honum. 0. S. 

THE POnTICAL SITUATION. 

A harmless mathematical reader has been endeavouring to 
propound a new theory of probability. The following are 
examples : — 

G-B - P— R 

reduced to simple terms reads : — 

Campbell — ^Bannerman = PEEMIEJ2. 

Again 

C— B = P— R 

reduced to simple terms reads 

Chamberlain— -Balfour PROTECTION— RETALIATION. 

Transposing these terms we get 

B — 0 = R — 

= Balfour minwa Chamberlain = Retaliation minus Protection. 

. Q. E. D. 

, a Highland plmnher’s hill after the aUaying of 

suspicions concerning the drains : — 

^ . ‘^To maa aud boy looking for smell, 28. 6d?. 


NATURE STUDIES. 

December Fairies. 

The other day, being in search of a lost and long-forgotten 
document, I came by chance upon a large and evidently an 
ancient box, which appeared, from the dust that lay upon it 
to have passed many undisturbed years in the situation in 
which I found it. It was not locked, and I opened it. I need 
not make a list of all the frayed and musty and discoloured 
objects, fragments of things that had had their use and given 
pleasure long ago, which I discovered in it. But at last 
there appeared a certain something which, as it were with a 
shock and rattle, drew back the curtains of an old mystery 
and brought up a memory in a flash of light. What the 
Something was I shall say later. The memory I shall now 
relate : — 

It was evening, about six o’clock, I fancy, — at any rate it 
was a good bit before bed-time, which in those remote days 
was fixed at seven. We were on the ground floor in the 
drawing-room, Rosamond, I and the baby. We were there 
because in a few minutes we were going to look out of the 
window and see fairies. We knew they were coming, because 
Papa had had a letter to that effect, and had read it out 
to us. Baby must have been two years old or a little more. 
She was bobbing about amongst the chairs and tables and us 
like a cork on the surface of the sea, never still for a moment. 
She simply wouldn’t be left behind when there was any 
excitement— just insisted on going with us, and we had to 
take her whether we liked it or not. Mamma came in and 
said, ‘‘ They ’ll be here soon. When you hear a beU. ring 
you ’ll know they ’ve come.” Papa wasn’t there ; he never 
was when the fairies were expected. He said they were very 
shy and didn’t hke people who wore trousers. I thought 
this was very hard on him, and had told him I was sorry 
for him, but he said he must try to bear it. At any rate, he 
wasn’t there. 

Suddenly the light went out in the drawing-room, and 
Rosamond (whose age, I suppose, was four to my own five 
and a half) began to whimper. She never at any time really 
cried right out, but she stood still with her shoulders high 
up, and twisted her hands together and untwisted them, and 
her face seemed to crumple up into the queerest shape, and 
in a moment she had a bucketful of water in each eye. This 
was her way of crying. She was crying now, not because 
she was afraid of fairies, but because she was convinced that 
whenever it was ^ dark in the drawing-room three ferocious 
bears began to live in it. Somebody (it may have been I — 
I suppose it must have been, because it certainly wasn’t the 
baby, who paid no attention to Rosamond, and it wasn’t 
Mamma, I ’m sure) somebody told her not to be silly— and 
at that moment there was heard outside the tinkling sound of 
a beU, and baby fell down over a footstool with a loud bang 
and began to yell. She was picked up and soothed, and all 
this time the bell tinkled away like mad, as if it was very 
impatient. I can hear it still in my mind’s ear ; it sounded 
rather like the silver bell Mamma used to ring in the dining- 
room when she wanted J ames to take our plates away. Any- 
how, it was tinkling and tinkling, and at last Mamma drew 
up a blind and we made a rush for the window. Baby feU 
down again, but somebody picked her up and she got there 
first, making an awful chatter. 

When we looked out through the window on to the lawn 
we saw at least I saw, for Rosamond was still under the 
influence of imaginary bears— a wonderful sight. Three 
perfectly beautiful little fairies with lovely shining wings were 
round and round, and curtseying and 
bobbing and flitting, and glancing and pirouetting as if they 
wanted us to admire their skill and beauty. I wished to cfl U 
Liz^ s attention to them — ^Lizzie was our nurse and didn’t 
really believe in fairies — ^but she wasn’t there. MgTnmfl. said 
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REST, NOT RUST. 


riSr"-BE™^KEBiTom YOU M.« BE NEEBEB AT 

ANY MOMENT.” — 









A .. _ 


VisUcr. “I’M- SO GLAD TO rm YOU GOISOON SO MOELt, Mss. Jeskins ! Ahu is this the 

t» ” %Uo “Tor no Mum» That’s my ’hsband takiho his bit o’ rest. He s a Polioem.^ on night duty. 

HIM 1 ^ enhins* LOR, no, mu . ^Quielc exit, 'iciik proiniae to looh in again. 


she was upstairs, and bahy fell down ag^n. By the time we 
had picked her np the fairies had vanished—^ ex^pt one, 
who lay huddled on the ground. Somebody said, ^Booi 
thing, she ’s broken her wing,” and somebody else said. But 
the W-doctor wiU mend it,” and then the blind was drawn 
down, and when we peeped through the chink a moment 
afterwards the poor broken-winged fairy had vanished toa 
RoBAMOiro said, “I don’t want them to come back a^^d baby 
fell over the Dandie Dinmont dog, who yelped. At tins 
moment Papa came rushing in (the ^g^-^s had been turned 
up) and asked if he was too late, and I told him of coujse he 
was. He seemed to be very greatly dis^pomted, and said 
he never had any luck with fames. There the memory 

what I had found in the old box was noting very 
rich or rare. It was this ; on a layer of tattered nur^ry 
books lay three little dolls dressed in linen and niushn that had 
once been white. They were tied to a long piece of string, 
S Sere wL® a knol where the string had been broken | 
between the first and second doll. I saw it ^ut of 

sight of the darkened window Papa had held one end of the 
stfino’ while Lizzie held the other, and thus the fames were 
Sade^tobob and dance. Papa must have pulled too W 
and broken the string, so that two fames 
one fell down and remained lying. I wish I hadn t found 
the doUs. I preferred the fairies, if only because ^^osamond 
L s always Wntained . that she never saw any But 
• she can’t go on maintaining that in face of the oo ■ 
I must wihe and teU her about my find and confute her 

scepticism. — 


THE MEN THAT FOUGHT WITH DIZZY. 

An echo of Mr, Kipling's that fought at Minden.” 

The men tliat fonglit with. Dizzy, in the grand old Tory times, 
And them that fought with Salisbury yesterday,— 

They didn’t shirk the fight, for they held together tight, 

And they learnt to play the game and to obey. 

The men that fought with Dizzy, they were smartly disciplined, 
And they had to lump the things they didn t hke , 

But they didn’t effervesce in the columns of the Press, 

And they didn’t let the Pai-ty go on strike. 

The men that fougbt witk Dizzy, they were fanciful, maybe, 
And some of them bad funny bttle fads ; 

But they closed tbeir ranks and cheered when the enemy 

appeared, -d j’ 

And they left the petty squabbling to the Kads. 

The men that fought with Dizzy, they had quarrels nowand then, 
But they dropped ’em when they heard the bugle blow ; 
And it wasn’t then they sparred, for they hit uncommon hard 
When they got to striking distance of the foe. 

The men that fought with Dizzy, they were swift to realise 
That a disunited force is always beat ; _ 

Ari d that ’s the reason why, now Election tunes are mgh, 

You must set the good old Party on her feet. 

The kew Industry for ibe XJkempixjyed. Oabinel-making. 
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, sixteen-stone champion of the world, and ^ ^ . p- 

A hsEW PROFESSIOiSr. ids famous nephew, Constantine Chuck- SIR GARGLE. 

The question of “What to do with emoff, “The^ Monstrous : Macedonian,” (A Study in the New AdveHising,) 
our sons ” is one of those ever present 2 cwt. champion of the world. Novices 

conundrums, which can only be solved are under the fecial care of M. Henri SEE THE PLETHORA MAGjAJZINE. 
hj time or The Daily Telegy^aph. Doubt- Bouleverser, “The Frightful French- CHRISTMAS TREBLE NUMBER 


hj time or The Daily Telegy^aph. Doubt- Bouleverser, “The Frightful French- CHRISTMAS 
less in the near future, the proprietors man.” ^ 

of that Journal will turn their attention Special attention should be drawn to 
to this most pressing of problems ; but the Literary Department, presided over SIR 

until that fortunate hour arrives, parents by Mr, CzECHORy , Pesthelenski, “ The By Sir 

and guardians will still be faced with Brilliant Boheiman,” who _ has been Middle Ao-e 
the difficulty of providing suitable engaged to give instructions in the diffi- ^ 

I careers for those committed to their cult art of writing challenges, one of 

I charge. Under these circumstances we the most important and onerous duties A good pu] 
feel that it would not be out of place to in a professional wresder’s career. The gIR, 

draw attention to the great advantages capacity to make a tasteful and dignified Matchless i 
attached to the vocation of a Champion speech at the successful conclusion of a | 

Wrestler. For an ambitious young man match being also more or less of a 

of gentle birth, good appearance, and necessity, permission has been secured Babi 

Sound health, it would be difficult to find for all pupils to have free access to gIR, 

a more agreeable profession. The de- the Strangers’ Gallery whenever Mr. Portcullis 

mand for champion wrestlers is greatly Winston Churchill is addressing the 
in excess of the supply ; and the work House. 

itself is healthy, honourable, and lucra- There is an excellent hospital and a B< 

tive. The most conclusive evidence can charming little graveyard in connection gIR 

be brought in support of these state- with the Academy ; aH funerals being ggg hump ? 
ments. carried out with luxury and elegance at ^ ' 

To start with, there are more than the expense of the management. 

3,000 places of variety entertainment in 

the United Kingdom, for each of which - Yor the d 

the presence of an “ Undefeated Cham- rimx/^ SIR 

plon of the World ” is an absolute PLASTTG. Good wine nee 

ne^ssity. It is roughly calciikted that, [« Lovely wouum has W an alternative SIR 

at the present time, there are not more to the camera. She has discovered that she I • » ■ 


than fifty-six wrestlers who can lay claim can be modelled in wax, which is tinted accord- 
to the above distinction. That the work ing to the colouring of the individual,”— T/ie 
is healthy is incontestibly proved by the '^yorld.} 
fact that scarcely one of these fifty-six i have my lady’s head in wax, 

TOestlers has ever refused a challenge or ^ thing it is of wondrous glory, 
been defeated by an opponent, which No single point of her it lacks 
speaks for the remarkable state of Of all the thrilling inventory, 
physical perfection in which they must 

invariably find themselves. A glance at The full round cheeks of her are there, 
the police records for the last five years The dimples in them slyly Wnted, 
will^ show that the honour of the pro- Her high, smooth forehead, and her hair — 
fession is practically unstained ; while a AU modelled and superbly tinted, 
salary of £300 a week is the usual 

remuneration for a music-hall engage- I have, of course, her photo, too. 


To anyone doubting this 


But that is now unheeded lying — 


assertion, we are willing to forward, free ^ photo gives hut just one view, 

of charge, a copy of Footlight Flashes, And one view ’s scarcely satisfying. 

containing an interview with “a well- j i 

known music-haU comedian.” The above niodel, on the other hand, 

statement was made by him to a repre- miT endless variation — 

sentative of that journal. ^ stand : 

Under the supervision of Mr. Isaac profile soothes my irritation. 

IsAACSTEiN, “The Horrible Hebrew,” late mv . 9 t n 

Champion of the World, an Academy of ^ i + 

Wrestling has recently been opened in a tead s divine rompleteness. 

South Kensington, whL, for the modest the wall 

outlay of a giAnea a week, a young man ® ^®^tues8. 

may he trained in every branch of the Then, if my passion should expire, 
profession, ^o years tuition is aU that A photo has no use without it ; 

IS n^essary for_ the cr^tion of a fuUy j ^an hut put it in the fire, 

(luahfied chanyion of the world ; and And when it ’s burnt forget about it 
an engagement is guaranteed to each ® 

pupil who successMly survives that Whereas the model, melted down, 
period. The permanent staff of in- And dabbed on deftly with a duster, 
^uctors includes thewell-known Antonio Will give my meerschaum’s golden brown 
CHOCKEaioFF, “The Awful Armenian,” A whoUy novel lease of lustre. 


CHRISTMAS TREBLE NUMBER. 
Too much of everything. 

SIR GARGLE. 

By Sir A. Sala Doyle. 

The Middle Ages brought to our doors. 
SIR GARGLE. 

A good puH-up for manciples. 

SIR GARGLE. 

Matchless for the complexion. 

SIR GARGLE. 

Babies cry for it. 

SIR GARGLE. 

Portcullises on easy terms. 

SIR GARGLE. 

Book early. 

SIR GARGLE. 

See that hump ? Sig Gaholb wiE dissi- 
pate it. 

SIR GARGLE. 

For the dignity of letters. 

I SIR GARGLE. 

Good wine needs a forest of bushes. 
SIR GARGLE. 

This way for the milky cocoa-nuts ! 
SIR GARGLE. 

Sir A, Sala Doyle says it is his best work. 
SIR GARGLE. 

No others need apply. 

SIR GARGLE. 

Where ’s your Walter Scott noo ? 
SIR GARGLE. 

Try it in your bath. 

SIR GARGLE. 

By Sir A. Sala Doyle. 

“Ods bodkins, varlet, I’U dust thy 
jerkin for thee and give thee a ruddy 
sconce to hoot, quotha,” said he. “Nay,” 
said the other, “marry hut there are 
two to such bargains, forsooth! But 
what have we here ? Of a verity ’tis a 
franklin and a scrivener, to say naught 


Provides me endless variation — what have we here ? Of a verity ’tis a 

le front face irks ? I twist the stand ; franklin and a scrivener, to say naught 
The profile soothes my irritation. of a hit monk and a wheezy 'seneschal. 

What ho, there 1 ” 

le profile bores me ? I recaU The above is a sample passage from 

!ae hvmg head s divine rompleteness, SIR GARGLE, Sir A. Sala DoyiS’s new 
id turn the face a^mst the wall and sumptuous romance, offered free. 

To revel m the coiffure s neatuess. for first chapter complete see the 

it ^ .xpie, 

A photo has no use without it ; ^ ^ 

lan hut put it in the fire, ' . SIR GARGLE. 

And when it ’s burnt forget about it. By Sir A. Sat.i Doyle. 

hereas Ihe model, melted down, l^ote the n^e on the label. 

And dabbed on deftly with a duster, genuine. 

iH give my meerschaum’s goldenhrown PLETHORA MAGAZINE. 

A wholly novel lease of lustre. CHRISTMAS TREBLE NUMBER. 



‘i .r" - 

. \ n Wft L we ’VE left off AT LAST . 

,« t ./ ”/ — *“ ' 

•TT/,of^«a “Thank totj so muohI ' ] j 

nostess. xHAisji xu — — ========^ TT .,. and 


the DOOR-SLIDER. 

(By t)^ author of" The Straphangi^'’) o] 

I AM the door-dider. ' , , ^ ®’ 

I Sde open the doors of the long red r 
red COT tot Pttelt »■! 

pulse, clatter and rattle. +n «5 

^ I slide open six doors: two doora to s 
give entrance, two doors to 
^0 doors to prevent a comdor-oar hemo 1 _ 

a corridor-car. , -r t 

I slide open six doors, I say, hut I 1 
can possibly forget one or two, I do. i 

^1[X notSuhtXt I am 
wik sliding doors, nor that 
are overcrowded ; in vain I try 
how overcrowded. 

I do not doubt that people will go 
out by the entrance doors coine i 
by tlm exit doors, nor that the strap- 

thpv may ride in a first-class car. 

tel/ the people wiA 
tickets they may not. They do, bu 

car ” and they enter and sit dcvm. 

I do not dUt tlmt one day &e^_ 
make a mistake and get mto a third 

class car. _ 


XLl 

I am the door-slider. 

I ring a beR, slide the doors and call ei 

out the name of the ee 

signal for the tram to start. (The tram ^ 

remains motionless.) ^ ^ 

I fall over when tiie tram does start, u 

the train that.is so abrupt, so impulsive, ^ 
SO sudden in its motions. ^ 

I do not tdl by the stations 
train will stop, for we frequently stop 
in the tunnels. Often, I 1 ^:^, we are 
not sure of the way. ^e hesitate so. 

I teU. when we shall stop by tne j 
Jgle to wHch the passengers are ^ 

not doubt that when the p^sen- 
: gers are slewed violently forward the 

train is beginning to stop. 

, I do not doubt that when the passen 
1 gers are slewed violently backward the 

. teain has stopped stopping. 

I do not doubt that ^ew will be 
s jerked ofE their feet. (The strapless 

, “f do»-sM», to b* 

I ringed the station-teRer, the passenger- 

is ^^neisonecarinamilRonanda 

to to 


hu^ation, their indignation and fume- ] 

^/doubt that this sort of t'^g 

cannot last, that a better f 
organised, that somehow I shall obtam 
more hands or fewer doors, the cars more 
Ste ^d fewer straps, system more 
lionour and no less profit. 


<fLet Youtli "but Know.” 

First Solwol Boy.{rmAi^aflaMr3). 

^7eeM^Ci^ointMEleoen) 

Good old F ry! 

Overheard at a Motor Meeting. 

Ingmrer. I wonder what they caU 

thoselarge, long CM? Those? Ob, 
WelUnformd Fne^._ Thote . uu, 

I beUeve those are the Flying ERometres, 
a French make^ 

A Seasonable Bequest. j 

Wasted, a quantity of Ladies’ ' 

” ijomid by the bmdmg mchine. 

^ Write, &c.-N<mMmpton Chromde. 

5 Whj is the Prenuership like an old 

ir°B®e!ause it’s “Not 
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SOME ACTING AND MUCH TALKING. 

Such play-goers as may be interested in the artistic 
progress of Mr. Huntley Wright should take care to be a1 
the Comedy Theatre by 8.30 sharp in order to see an effective 
and interesting “costume” piece, in one Act, by Messrs 
, Osbourne and Strong, entitled The Little Father of the 
’ Wildarness. In this, as Pere Marlotte, a missionary, Mr 
■ Huntiey Wright shows himself a genuinely dramatic artist 
He plays without the slightest exaggeration, with a remark- 
‘ able absence of self-consciousness, and the naive simplicity 
with which he invests the character, commands our tenderest 
sympathy, and gives real dignity to the person of the humble 
priest. It is a fine performance, but in it, and in the piece 
itself, there is a glaring error which the authors should 
never have perpetrated, and which it is marvellous that 
so experienced a stage manager as Mr. Dion Boucicault 
should ever for one minute have peimitted. It is this. Here 
i are two poor simple, religious clerics, a missionary and a 
Franciscan friar, summoned to Court; and in an ante-chamber 
of the Palace at Versailles, these two, actually trembling at the 
mere idea of their being about to be received in audience by 
Bang Louis the Fifteenth, ' suddenly, when alone, play at 
pretending to be the King and Pere Marlotte^ and rehearse 
the scene twice over as they think it wiU be in reality ! Both 
in turn occupy the Kiiig^s chair ; both in turn enact the part of 
his Majesty ; the friar at one time representing Phe Marlotte. 

This extravagant situation would be fatal to the serious 
character of the piece, were it not that we hasten to forget 
it on the arrival of the Court, and are assisted in doing so 
by the thoroughly good acting of Mr. Graham Browne as the 
Kingj hy Miss Ada Webster as Eemnette, by the soldier-like 
bearing of Mr. Chlvrles Bryant as the Chevalier de Frontenac, 
and by the telling effect of the ensemble^ admirably arranged 
by stage-manager Boucicault, that brings down the curtain 
to the heartiest applause. Certainly this is a piece to see, 
and it may be hoped that Mr. Huntley Wright will, at some 
future time, show us what he can do in comedy-dramas 
of the kind that offered opportunities for the development 
of ‘‘Little Robson’s’^ eccentric genius. At aU. events, let 
Hni eschew such utterly nonsensical business as he gives us 
in The Mountain Cliniber, a three-Act farce that would not 
go for much were it not for the delightful humour of Miss 
Lottie Venne as the hero’s wife, Mrs. Montague Sibsey, 

Now for a matinie at The Court, where Mr. Beenaed Shaw’s 
case comes on at 2.30 p.m. He describes it as “ A Discussion.” 
As such we will tahe it. It is illustrated hy living figures, 
occasionally changing their attitudes, forming tableaux, 
and listening with the greatest attention to whatever 
harangue may he in progress, delivered by the principal 
character, or occasionally joining in and taking part in 
the conversational “discussion.” Play it is not, nor was 
it by Mr. Shaw ever intended to he, although he divides it 
into Acts and scenes.” This would seem inconsistent, were 
it not that such division is eq^ually applicable to a Session of 
Parliament, accountable for its “ acts,” and memorable for such 
“ scenes ” as may have taken place within the precincts of 
the House. 

Wen, Major Barlara, — such is the title of the “ discussion ” 
(which is “ much ado about nothing,” — only not Shakspeaee’s) 
— consists of dialogue, without action, beginning brilliantly, 
descending melodramatically, and finishing, not dully — ^it is 
never that,— but fatiguingly ; so that only a few, of those who ^ 
were evidently among Mr. Shaw’s most enthusiastic sup- : 
porters in that crowded audience, had sufficient energy left in < 
them to applaud at the fall of theTcurtain. 

Mr. Beehaed Shaw, if he may be judged by this “ dis- 
cussion,” is our English Ibsen, or more correctly, perhaps ■ 
Ibseh Junior. ■ 

At this “ Ibsen Junior ” matinee , the female element in the 
audience preponderated over the inferior sex hy something 

5 like twelve to one, but of course such an excess might he 
expected during the business hours of the day “ when men 
must work ” and women may go to the play. But this audience 
had not a theatre-going, but rather a lecture-going, sermon- 
loving amearance. It was difficult to tire them out, hut 
they did become wearied : they forgave the extra half-hour 
of weariness in the last scene of aU, for the sake of the 
inspiriting and sometimes even enlivening (for there is ultra 
farce and burlesque too in this “discussion”) episodes in 
the preceding Acts. 

Welcome indeed was the “comic relief” so cleverly given 
hy Mr. Granville Barker as Adolphus Gusins, Greek Pro- 
fessor and Fellow of some university, throughout the ' 

“ discussion,” and most gratefully was received his burlesque 
performance on the Salvation Army’s drum; while for his 
energetic waving of the drumsticks everyone was distinctly 
thankful. He contributed largely in successfully “ curtain- 
ing” the Second Act, and he lightened up the First Act 
much as the old humbug Aminadab Sleek used to enliven 
the seance in the First Act of The Serious Family, which 
situation, by the way, Mr. Shaw’s “Discussive” Act I. will 
forcibly recall to some experienced playgoers ; while Miss 
Rosina Filippi’s clever representation of Lady Britomart 
Undershap may remind them of the severe female head of 
the family in the same piece. Then again, the entrance of 
Andrew Undershaft, a character strongly contrasted with 
everyone else of the dramatis personce, in its way resembles 
the unexpected arrival of Captain Maguire, who contrives to 
disarrange “The Serious Family” and finally sets everything 
to rights. 

^ Mr. Louis Calvert as Andrew Undershaft deserves the 
highest praise. As an actor he must have had to go to any 
“lengths” in studying this prodigious part. When in MS., 
or in type, it must have inconveniently bulged out his 
pocket, and how he got it aU. into his head is a marvel which 
has probably surprised the actor himself. His performance is 
artistically perfect. He has nothing to do, hut a lot to say ; 
indeed, it may he doubted whether Puff, in the original version 
of The Critic, has so much, and Hamlet himself cannot have 
more. He talks when the “discussion” is practically over; 
and actors and actresses have to remain, mumchance, on the 
stage for about half an hour after all their work is done, simply 
(very simply) to listen to the pointless preaching of Andrew 
Under shaft; and during his tedious discourse (or sermon) 
they are allowed to throw in an occasional remark, which 
just serves, as does a match to an expiring coal fire, to set 
the preacher going again. Oh that this ability should he 
wasted on such interminahility ! Oh that this too, too solid 
talk would melt, thaw, and dissolve itself in five minutes, 
instead of weighing upon even the most Ihsenitish-Shawish 
audience for an extra half-hour. 

Miss Annie Russell as Barbara, the protagonist, is simplv 
perfection. Mr. Oswald Yorke gives us a life-like rendering 
of Bill Walker, the low, bullying blackguard ; and Snobby 
Price, the sneaking hypocrite who gammons the Salvation ‘ 
officers, is strikingly impersonated by Mr. Arthur Laceby. Mr. 
Dawson Milward makes a most amusing character of Charles 
Lomax, and this is “ where the laugh comes in.” In fact, all 
who get the ^ slightest chance do their very best to give this 
discussion” the semblance of a real play, and the Vedrenne- 
B^ker management is to be honestly congratulated on its 
choice of accomplished actors, and on its possession of a stage- 
m^ager, Mr. Wilfrid Franks, who triumphs over the great 
difficulty of keeping principals on the stage doing absolutely 
nothing at aU, veritably the “unemployed,” merely “feed- 
ing the monologist so that he may start afresh, and go on 
until even the author himself has got tired of liim. N.B — 

The discussion is now being given at the ovening show. 
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A CAPITAL METHOD OF rEEVEXTKG TOCE BEISG EDK INTO IN A DENSE FOG IS SAID TO BE TO CABBY A LODD MOTOB-HOEN, AND TO SOUND 

IT EVERY FEW SECONDS AS YOU WALK ALONG. 


JEAN AND JINE. 

Eliza Jine of Stepney, E,, 

Taught in a school of the L.C.C., 

And in the self-same school as she 
Was Jean MoCJorquadale from Dundee. 

Jean and Jine soon came to he 
Friends and capital company. ^ 

Their cultured tastes were as like, you see, 

As a couple of plums from the same plum tree. 
They asked each other in to tea, 

They worked together at rule of three, 

They analysed Hamlet^ $ speech “ To he, 

And parsed each word of Gray’s JElegy. 

They nature-studied the household flea. 

The French French hean and the sweet sweet pea, 
And it goes without saying they held the key 
Of ancient and modem philosophy, 

For JnsTE said, “ Plito ’s the man for me, 

But Jean said, “ Heggel maun hear the gree. 

In short, it was clear that Stepney, E., 

Was hand in glove with fair Dundee. 

Alas, that our joys should begin to flee 
As the sum of our knowledge increases and we 
With clearer vision begin to see ! 

It suddenly dawned on J ine that she, 

^^o spoke the purest of Stepney, E., 

Was catching the accent of Dundee : 


While Jean* was alarmed, as she well might he, 

Lest the beautiful flow of her pure Dundee 
Should be fouled by the mixture of Stepney, E. 

In a very short time, by Fate’s decree, 

Their love grew as cold as the Polar Sea. 

When Jean was invited by Ji^ to tea 
She much regretted she was not free, 

As she had to analyse Annabel Lee, 

And when Jine was asked to a similar spree 
She concocted an equally flimsy plea. 

And now these two, though their tastes agree, 

When they meet in the street or a B.T. T., 

Just stare at each other stonily * I 

And Jean wishes Jine in the Zuyder Zee, i 

And Jine that Jean were in— well, Fiji ; 

For Jine is scared at the thought that she 
Should catch the accent of vile Dundee, ' 

While Jean is alarmed, ^ as she well may 1^, 

At the prospect of talking like Stepney, E. 

All Blacks all forlorn. 

Irishman (on hearing of the hi^ prices ofered for tie^s 
fw a recent lig football match). Sure, thm, 
liter selliu’ tiar tickets and it ’s nobody there at all there ,11 

be! ' : 

An Ibeebistible Invitation (on the door of a C'lty restaurant). 
Please knock the bell out of order.’ 



CHEISTMAS POSTAL GUIDE. 

Christmas Day, as in last year, falls on 
the 25th of the month, but letters and 
parcels which are intended for delivery 
in foreign countries or the colonies on 
Christmas morning, should be posted 
before that date. 

Stamps for foreign countries are issued 
at all Post Offices, and are very similar 
to those used for Inland postage. They 
are now being supplied in perforated 
sheets, and the prices will be found to 
suit all -purses, varying, of course, 
according to the special design and 
; colouring desired. 

Parcels and letter packets for abroad 
should, if possible, be legibly addressed 
on the outside. This method, it has 
been found, greatly reduces the labour 
of the officials, and goes a long^ way 
towards securing ultimate delivery. 

Plum -puddings concealed in half- 
penny newspapers cannot be accepted 
for transmission at newspaper rates. ; 
They may, however, be packed flat, and 
sent by book post, if left open at each 
end, or in an envelope which can be 
^ily opened examination without 
breaking the seal. 

Turkeys must on no account be 
hito ’ the pillar-boxes. They 
I Abuld be handed over the counter to.an 


agent of the Post Office, together with a 
certificate of death, and they must con- 
tain no printed or typewritten matter. 

The following articles cannot in any 
circmnstances be accepted for trans- 
mission by Parcels Post, — ^viz. Bombs, 
Live Rails, Boa Constrictors, Naked 
Lights, or Plays by Mr. G. Bernard Shaw. 

Parcels addressed P. 0. till 

called for’' are charged at the rate of 
Id. per day. Fresh eggs, however, and 
other perishable goods, if not claimed 
within thirty-six days, will be sold to 
defray expenses. 


THE WINTER HAT. 

Wiix purple or blue be its feathers ? 

A “cocher,” “three-cornered,’" or 
“toque?” 

Win it do just as weU for aU weathers? 
Will it “ go with ” a jacket or cloak: ? 

Win the “fan” that encumbers the 
neck be 

More awkward or easy to fix ? 

WiU the total amount of the cheque be 
Five guineas or fourteen-and-six ? 

’S ^ 

On the mutable mind that is making 
The purchase, we cannot rely : 

This only is certain — it ’s taking 
Three hours and a quarter to buy I 


PARLIAMENTARY INTELLIGENCE. 

Me. Winston Churchill is, we learn, 
bearing up weU under the terrible 
shock consequent on his not being 
asked to form a Ministry. 

Asked by our representative to state 
his views in regard to the situation, 
Lord Halsbury replied, “It isn’t the 
confounded situation, but the want of 
a situation, that bothers me.” 

The dulness of the new Parliament is 
assured. Mr. J. L. WankIjYN announces 
that he will not seek re-election. 

It is rumoured that a Liberal M.P. 
has been discovered whose name was 
not mentioned in connection with any 
of the Ministerial offices. 

Mr. Chamberlain, remembering a re- 
cent hostile demonstration, is said to 
have decided for a batde-cry upon 
“Every vote given to the Liberals is 
a vote given to the boo-ers.” 


Truth will out. — ^Prom a recent ex- 
amination paper on religious instruction 
at a boys’ school : — “ Holy matrimony is 
a divine institution for the provocation 
of mankind.” 
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PROVERBS REVISED. 

“THINGS ARE SOMETIMES WHA.T THEY SEEM.” 

Short-alqlited U.E. “ Confound rou, Sib, wet don’t tou tell ds whbbe the eabe gone, instead of standing thebe holding 

^ nn VATT-D TTAfp TTITT?. & 'RTSASTT.Y SOARE-QROW ! 


THE O.-B. ANALOGY. 

It is conjectured tliat on the accession 
of Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman a 
strong wave of douhle-nomenclatnre 
win sweep over the country. The follow- 
ing styles are recommended : — 

For a Conqueror. 

Cromwell-Tameelane. 

For an Athlete. 

Lumbbell-Sandowman. 

For a Bu!rglar. 

Tremble-J immyman. 

For a Glutton. 

Sobamble-Innerman. 

For a Critic. 

Grumble-Damnaman. 


UP TOUR HAT LIKE A BEASTLY SOARE-QROW ! ” 

For a Poor Relation. 

Humble-Stammeeman. 

For a Bridge-player. 

Gamble-Slamaman. 

For a Dentist. 

Gxjmboil-Jamaman. 

‘For a Sultan. 

Stamboul-Crammerman. 


An Exacting Wooer. 

TI/rATRniONy.— Gentleman, 40, with attrac- 
iVX tive home, good income, woiild like to 
make the acquaintance of a Lady, about 30-32, 
with full-faced features preferred, &c., &c. — 
Yorkshire Post, 


No profiles need apply. 


A Tempting Invitation* 

(NJB, — Not at Letchjoorth.) 

Call and see the new Cottage Sink. 
J. BLAIJK, Builder. 

Macclesfield Courier, 

It ’s never too late to Mend. 

! PHYSICAL-HEALTH CULTURE~ 

I “CREMATION.” 

j Lantern Lecture by 

Mr. J. Haevey-Simpson, 
of the Manchester Crematorium, 
at &c. 

Manchester Evening News, 
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TO A DISUSED GROWLER. 

[“ A hundred years have now elapsed since the first ^yublic convey- 
ance commenced to ply for hire in the streets of London.’ ] 

What do you Here, old friend, 

Prone on the scrap-heap’s comprehensive limho, 

With ribs all ghastly bare, and spokes akimbo ? 

Is this a fitting end 

For you whose charms have held our hearts in thrall 
Since 1805 — one hundred years in aU? 

Oh, in those days of old, 

With what a pomp and circumstance you joggled 
Down Regent Street, and how the people boggled 
At your incongruous mould : 

Voicing an admiration past all bounds 

With cries of “ La now ! ” or (more tersely) “ Zounds ! ” 

And oh ! with what a zest 
The local youth essayed the pungent quip, 

And when required to stow their blistering lip 
Simply pursued the jest. 

How blithe you bounded down the public way 
With ne’er a constable to say you nay ! 

How well I seem to see 
Some festive party pent in your inside ! 

The stout mamma, inflate with anxious pride, 

Dressed to the nines — ^and he. 

The prosperous cit, his whiskers all awry, 

Quizzing the vulgar throng with nonch^ant eye. 

And sandwiched m between. 

The buxom Kate, the stately Jat®, and may be 
Their aunt Jemima, and of course the baby, 

' And Tommy, brushed and clean. 

I might enlarge upon the theme, but I ’ve 
Mislaid the “atmosphere ” of 1805. 

Alas ! for you are gone. 

Capacious growler, and the panting steed, 

Fleet in his prime, but slightly run to seed. 

That drew you gently on,^ 

Has passed to where the Brunswicker decoys 
All flesh into his toothsome saveloys. 

He was a gentle nag ; 

His master loved him though he called him names, 

The children loved him too and called him James. 

He was besides a wag, 

Spuming with ribald tail and well-bred grin 
The strictures of the explosive fare within. 

And what of that old bird. 

Whose ill-kempt lid and pessimistic air 
Concealed a thirst for twice his proper fare, 

Whose virile utterance stirred 
Qualms in the breasts of matron and of maid 
Should he (with matchless eloquence) upbraid. 

Say, is he stiU alive. 

Who lately drove thee, and is he the same 
Methuselah of whom the youths made game, 

Early in 1805 ? 

Had he, as local humorists maintain, 

Observed a dozen decades wax and wane ? 

Alas ! he’s dead as you. 

Yet ’twas not age cut short his fair young life, 

But competition’s all-pervading strife, 
fkom which his soul withdrew. 

“ Dog’s nose ” and disappointment laid him low 
At the ripe age of six score years or so. 


The engines of offence 
That roar and rumble down the busy street. 

Noisy and odorous but passing fleet, 

Hurt his artistic sense. 

And so he left us, but his memory dear 
Wrings from moist eyes the sympathetic tear. 

Quaint vehicle, good 'bye. 

You have no part in such a feverish age : 

Time in the book of Progress turns a page. 

And you are history ! 

New monsters petrol-driven roar and rave 
A thunderous dirge above your restless grave. 

GIFTS AND GIVERS. 

(With achnowledgmenta to ^'The Daily Express”) 

THEEE'^are signs on all hands that this Christmas, in the 
matter of presents, will be remarkable chiefly for the intro- 
duction of the “ personal note.” Silver hot-water bottles with 
jewelled screw-tops are warm favourites with smart women, 
as gifts for their men friends. A few daring girls, it is said, 
are even working spun-silk “ Slumber Slippers ” with dainty 
clocks appliqued in ormolu. 

Motor accessories make exceedingly useful presents, and 
there is a great demand for artistic novelties in sparking- 
plugs, differential casings, gear-boxes, radiators, ignition- 
levers, &c. It is just as well, however, to find out if the 
intended recipient is the possessor of a car before sending 
any of the above, as if not they merely become “Accessories 
before the fact.” 

For those who prefer their gifts to take the form of books, 
there are this year ample opportunities. Everyone can be his 
own Caknegie for a trifling sum. All you have to do is to 
pay the preliminary half-crown, and a complete library of 
sixteen handsome volumes — ^not to mention the inevitable 
fumed-oak bookcase — will be delivered carriage paid to any 
address. Your friend would be a churlish fellow indeed if 
he resented having to pay the remaining monthly instalments 
— but that is his affair ! 

Of comse a certain amount of tact and discretion is 
required in the selection of gifts. 

For instance, to send your aged uncle (from whom you 
have, perhaps, expectations) a copy of The Golly'pug of What, 
or Our Moo Cow Book, would savour almost of disrespect, 
and again you would certainly get yourself disliked if you 
presented your little four-year-old niece with Mahaffy’s Pro- 
gress of Hellenism in Alexander's Empire ” — ^however taste- 
fully bound. Remember also that Brazil is well supplied 
with nuts (that being, in fact, the country whence they 
come), and that ordinary coal is not now looked upon as- a 
novelty in Newcastle^ 

Bo they do himP 

(Extract from “ Vanity Fair^s ” Navy Notes, December 7, 1905.) 

“ The fact is that since the introduction of nucleus crews, 
the three Lieutenants, the Marine OfiScer, and the Commander 
lie in' port with nothing to do in the afternoon, except the 
Officer of the Day.” 

More Commercial Candour. 

(From the Circular of a Leicester chocolate maker.) 

“ We guarantee all our Chocolates freshly made and direct 
from our factory^ We solicit a trial and have no fear of 
giving satisfaction.” 

No Alteration. — ^TJp to last Friday it was expected, in 
Holbom, that “ Gray’s Inn ” would have to be changed to 
“Grey’s Out.” 
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THE TABLETS OF AZIT-TIGLETH-MTPHANSI, THE SCRIBE. 



1. In the fifth year of the reign of 

Edwfid the king , ..r t i 

2. the maker of treaties with Ispai- i 

Mutsuhito . 1 .N j 

3. (the Jappi-mikadoh) and Sher- 

Tl'.mn (—that’s Loubet), 

4. lord of Madjik-bonomnu, a 

5. nashun-cil-assett, 

6 . the taker of prizes for 

7 . aMpoz-hittvl (at the rhoilagnh- 

■dliural hall ^ • 

8. at IsUntan) for pl^?ionkft-stertoniz 

obj^ts^ke ]ay on the ground 

trinmp^nt but _ 

10. breathless, all richly rozetbtd, . . . 

11. in the days of the Mhoturz, when 

the Shofurzin-gogulz 

12 . the turners of handles, and their 

13. the Bit-munnid, the Bit-uppish, 
the TJeltuddu-ldassiz, 

14. the payers of -fines, did scoru 

15. the country ; in the dust did they 

come and , ,., 7 . 

16. the Sdurov-'petrol was 'purfekii- 

sihknin, , ^ js x 

17. while the faxers on foot, the 

holders ^ x x „ 

18. of noses, the payers of rates tor 

maintaining the .7 

19. highways, skedaduld-latkr-abms, 

20. did rush into hSstahhSy and up 
sides of houses, 


TWENTIETH FRAGMENT. 

21 . making way for their betters ; . . . 

22 . when the dwellers on opposite 

sides of , , ^ £1. -j- 

23 . the Tchdnul, the players of bridj 
24 and the makers of hhulvarz, the 
25 ! Bifteks and the Phrogiz, went in 

26 . the Ontont-kordiyal et-settrah 

27 . and loved one another wilh 

28 . cdmozd-nurotiMdi-f^^ 

29 . ^ When afahvlrioriz from Ba l a m - 
^^Sa^walked about ahmiriahm with 

soshalizd'djonniz /. -i i 

31 . of forrin-ehstrahshun (in traifcaia- 

32 . in fact coTri'niuTwd with them • • • * 

33 . making phibuLr-irndltz in a lan- 
guage they fondly . 

34 . imagined their guests would 
—(shade of Littreh forgive me !) 

35 . — ‘^hom'prennih^ .... Eegardih- 

"sfSi - msaulmu.™ - 

^ 38 .* we tbink so. — Prennihg^d-deUur- 

• tramkar ! ” , j j • 

39 . et-settrah,et-setl!ra 7 i; . . .anddomg 

I *^ 40 . ^tb a talMfhxJrislarited-arr^ 

41 . to cut off the view of the statue 


42. of Nelsrai, so as not to recall 
that 

43. extremely unpleasant aff a ir at 

44. Traf-al-gar! . . . . . 

45. In the days of Horlkehn and of 
Mahrik-orelih 

46. (reZidja7i-fextm-Za^mIa^fc-Au9nr-I);orrf;- 

aVeksander oj j 

47. and amwmtur-^amwnz from boraa- 

fad-on 6 van, 7 <. 1 . j 

48. — bruited broadcast beforehand 

with methods they ir- y* 

49. borrowed from Lhiptan and hodi, 
— ^not to name certain 

50. msathloTir-'pidyaz and wh%t-}us) 

51. of Djordjb-urnad-Shah, Kapen- 
tommi, and XJinstan ; . . . . 

52. the great Shuvmenebar, whose eye 

looks through , 7 . .7 m 

53 . crystal, the lord of the lanffs, 

*^ 54 . settler of colleagues, the lord of 

Jo-jitsu, of , .r. 7 7 . c m.- • 

55. Hammur and Dukkim, of Chivvi 

56. and Ohukkum, and Djossul- 

milidah, . . 

57 . did snatch up the banner with 

. ^^^ 5 ^fingers, and summoned aU Izpals 

to follow 7 7 . 7 

; 59 . instanter, — subhmely ignormg 

poor dear , , 7 * x 

60. jithab-al-phur, who d a quamt 

'pridilelisTian 
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61. for taking the bulk of his troops 
along 

62. with him ... to battle, and meet- 
ing the foeman 

63. with most of them 

64. present! .... ShxiYmenebar’s 
st mtidj ihrel-metliad 

65. was different. 

66. Give him nine cr ten horsemen 
like Orstin 

67. and Djessi, Hanad-xdnsent and 
Tchaplin, 

68. Ghilbat-parkah, and others, he ’d 
hurl 

69. himself headlong, with gleaming 
monohul 

70. onKamm-el-banramaHjOnAsguith- 
theloryah 

71. (whose glacially cold unimpas- 
sioned employment 

72. of eksrez and skalpel 

‘ 73. seemed to get on the nerves of the 
great 

74. Shuvmen^bar, .... he really got 
sJiirtih and 

75. talked about “manners” and 
seemed almost sorry 

76. to mention a vulgar, professional 
person who fell so 

77. far short of the recognised stan- 
dard of decent 

78. behaviour as knouTi in the Mid- 
lands. 

79. Then dear Arthab-al-phur 

80. more in sorrow than anger 

81. found this justahhit-tu-thikh !. . 

82. and started to pack up his books 
and 

83. his musikh , — his Bakli- and his 
Shuman, — 

84. his slienekh-tedip-uttali 

85. and the restav-isbaggidj, then, 

86. tipping the butler, he promptly 
vacated 

87. the somewhat constricted, raUdion- 
rabul lodgings 

88. , allotted to premiers ; while 

89. ]6amm-el-banraman, advancing 
elated 

90. 'with a snatch of a slogan, a swing 
of his 

91. kilt, a skirl of his sporran (L hope 

92. that is roughly what people in 
Stirling 

93. do do with their sporrans 1) . . 

94. he planted his battle-wom, trusty 

95. claymore in the stand in the hall 
where a certain 

96. historic umbrella had rested afore- 
times, 

97. and as soon as the butler had 
shut the 

98. front-door, the gallant Banraman 
did give 

99. himself over to strathspeys, scliot- 
tisehes 

100, skeaYirdhUs, and well ! all those 

101.. exuberant symptoms of pleasure 
102. that Scotchmen indulge in, . . . 

on the 


103. dhurmats and karpets, up and 
down the 

104. sterkesiz. Well! I ’m sure I don’t 

105. wonder — he ’s waited such ages. | 

E. T. R. 



(From Mr. J. Eedmoncl to Sir Henry 
C ampbell-Ba nnerman) 

Dear Sir Henry, — You will, I am 
sui*e, be relieved to hear that on second 
thoughts the Nationalist Party have de- 
cided to withdraw from the attitude 
outlined at the Convention of the United 
Irish League. On further consideration 
we have unanimously decided that it 
would be most unfair to expect a Liberal 
Administration, returned with a Free 
Trade mandate, to bring in any sort of 
Home Rule Bill. In evidence of my 
friendly feelings I am venturing to send 
you a Christmas present of a barrel of 
Guinness’s Stout and an Irish grammar. 
Yours most sincerely, 

John Redmond. 

III. 

(From Sir Henry Gamphell-Bannerman 
to Mr. Winston Ghurehill.) 

Dear Mr. Churchill, — I trust you will 
see your way to join my Administration 
as Secretary of State for War. It is 
imperatively necessary that we should 
keep a tight hand on Kitchener, and 
you are the only man to do it. Other- 
wise I should have preferred to ojBFer you 
the Chancellorship of the Exchequer or 
the Foreign Office. Perhaps, however, 
you could manage to take all three ? 

Obediently yours, 

Henry Campbell-Bannerman. 


AN AWFUL WARNING. 

Men of the Straphanging Age. 

(From a Print of the Period, 1995.) 

DREAM CORRESPONDENCE; 

OR, “ Letters which never reached them.” 

I. 

(From Mr. Ghamherlain to Mr. Balfour.) 

My dear Arthur, — I have just read 
B. of B.’s speech at Glasgow, and hasten 
to associate myself with its sentiments. 
What he says about your penetrating 
loyalty strikes me as peculiarly happy, 
and I cordially agree with him when he 
says that you are the only possible 
leader of the Conservative Party. I 
cannot give a better proof of the genuine- 
ness of these sentiments than by inform- 
ing you that it is my intention at an 
early date to appear on the same plat- 
form with Hugh Cecil and Ritchie. 
Ritchie, I admit, is rather hard to swal- 1 
low, but at this Christmas season it is 
only right that one should practise a 
thorough-going altruism, 

Ever cordially yours, 

Joseph Chamberlain. 

P.8. — I played my first game of golf 
in the garden at Highbury yesterday. 
As Austen humorously remarked, I am 
not at all a bad player “ through the 
green(house).” 


(From 0. Bernard Shaio to the Hon. 

Stephen Goleridge.) 

Dear Mr. Coleridge, — Peccavi! My 
letter to the Neue Freie Presse was a 
grand mistake; even worse was my 
attempt to palliate my initial error by 
throwing the blame on the German 
translator. After all, we are both sound 
on the question of vivisection, so I trust 
you will let bygones be bygones, and 
accept the enclosed order for a box at 
the Court Theatre. 

Yours penitently, G. B. S. 

To satisfy a general demand for a com- 
pact list of Turkish territories at present 
occupied, or about to be occupied, by the 
Concerted Fleets, Mr. Punch has pleasure 
in publishing the following mnemonic 
hexameter, modelled upon the famous list 
of the reputed birthplaces of Homer : — 

Smyrna, Rhodos, Colophon, Lemnos, 
Tenedos, Mitylene. 

‘^And we had a rattlin’ day.’’ 

{E'Xtract from the “ Bolton Daily Chronicle, 
December 4, 1905.) 

The Holcombe Harriers ran from the 
While Horse, Edgworth, on Saturday | 
afternoon, under the Master, who was 
supported in the saddle by several 
1 members of the regular riding party. 
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TTM-nmvnvrO'NJ-TiAW PTJOnF^DTTR'R ask you to excuse me, Ladies and Gende- which ha-ve emanated jErom the lips of 
„ , _ men, as I have a turn todo in the Appeal prominent public men in this country. 

[“ His Hokocr s TssT.-The question whether Court in two minutes. Perhaps the most impressive of all 

was possible for a man to pick up ms Jiat m? t j xt mr -ttr n o-xa. 

itbout bending bis knees arose in the Netting- i weigMy observations was that' 

,111 Oountv Court. To test the matter the Mlud, astothe first point which Mr. Balfour is asserted to have 


it was possible for a man to pick up his hat 
without bending his knees arose in the Notting- 
ham County Court. To test the matter the 


judge made on experiment and was successful I simply rely on my friend’s own demon- let fall* last Saturday morning at the 
in picking up his handkerchief from the floor stration. As to the second, I submit that close of a long conversation with his 


without bending his knees. On a lawyer not one man in a thousand can turn a Private Secretary. 


“If I am not mis- 
outgoing Premier, 


--Evening Standard] anore?’ s case that a person s inability to to-morrow will be Sunday. Mr. 

Before Mr.’ Justice Daring. Jo so ^vas not evidence of any physical Sa^toars, a imn of ^eat perspicacity, is 

•; detect. understood to have signified his accept- 

Mi\ Skill, K.C, (an amateur acrobat The Judge. I fancy that the judge in ance and endorsement of this momentous 
and counsel for plaintiff). This is an Overanover^s case only demonstrated that proposition. 

action for personal injuries caused by point byway of an encore, which I am Hardly less striking in its grasp of 
the plaintiff falling over ^ a bucket on not bound to follow, especially after Mr. the essential facts of the situation is the 
defendant’s staircase. It is agreed that Skiix’s express feat to the contrary, remark which is credibly attributed to 
the only questions^ to be decided, are : However (rising and disrobing) we ’U see. Mr. Chamberlain on learning of Mr. 




first, was the plaintiff guilty of — Balb'OUr’s resignation. With 

contributory negligence in an inimitable gesture the ex- 

descending, three steps at a ll I Colonial Secretary — so we are 

time; secondly, is his present I I assured by an informant whose 

inability to turn a back-somer- I ^00/^^ cousin married the niece of 

sault evidence of his spine Chamberlain’s coachman 

having been injured as we ^ C — turned to his son and said, 

allege? The test in both ques- '*Well, weU. We shall see 

tions is the ease with which we shall see.” 

these feats can he performed Mr. Henry Chaplin, as is 

by a person in ordinary con- well known, has a great repu- 

dition. tation for concise and epigram- 

The Judge. Was not the ^ matie comment. But he has 

first question settled in the seldom equalled and never 

negative by my Brother Buck- surpassed the felicitous phrase 

JUMPER in Tripp v. Stumbled ^ in which he summed up the 

(To the Usher) Get me Ghitty inwardness of the present 

on Frauds and Tricks. 'Vk ^ crisis. “If only, as I have 

Mr. S/ciZl. Yes, m’lud, but in / if 

deciding that case his lordship / ^ // v believe, Mr. Chamberlain ulti- 

broke his leg, and I do not / • // mately succeeds in convincing 

rely upon it. / j // M entire electorate of the 

The Judge. But was it not I / > necessity of his policy, the 

followed in Cropper's case ? ( j success of Tariff Reform wiU 

Mr. Skill. No, mlud; all be virtually assured.” 

that that case decided was that Mr. Winston Churchill, who 

a person with his heels to a ^ a‘*^/ inherits the gift of trenchant 

wall is estopped from picking ^ speech from his father, Lord 

up a coin from the ground. Randolph Churchill, is alleged 

The judge also demonstrated, SIMPLE SAYINGS FOR THE SILLYa to have created a profound 

as a dictum, that a person j^q jg ,j,q gg fawmed upon, it is better than to be bitten, impression at a recent meeting 

whose left heel and cheek abut ^ ; m Manchester by obse^ng, 

upon a wall has no power to raise his (To the Usher) Hold my wig a moment, in tones charged with emotional inten- 
I'ight leg. The cases, m’lud, are col- [Essays a hack^ somersault and is sity, “We are on the eve, I may 
lected on page 30 of Farwell on Poioers. carried out of court insensible, say we are on the brink, of a General 
Now, m’lud, here is a fuU-size model of (Twenty minutes later.) Election.” 

the staircase, and, as your ludship will tJiq Associate (speaking with much CuRZON, whose speedy to 

observe (mounting the stairs and jumping emotion). His lordship’s last words were, arena of active politics is confidenuy 
down three steps at a time), nothing— “ Judgment for the defendant, with costs expected by his numerous readers, sig- 
could — ^be — simpl— (sZipB and descends on the higher scale.” naJised his arriv^ in England by an 

to bottom with a ^mn ) — er — er — ^r — r-r-r-r ! observation teeming with transcendent 

Mr. Wily. JST.O. (for defendant). I ask ’ significance. A few days after reach- 

your lordship to take a note of that. ILLUSTRIOUS INANITIES. ing London he was walking dowa Pall 

Mr. Skill (rising and examining stairs). [“ The Emperor of Russia is reported to have Mall when he chanced^ to meet ^ old 
Also m’lud of the fact that the twelfth said to Count Witte: ‘We are living in stirring acquaintance. We have it on the authority 
step has been greased. times.”— “Da%Ne'UJs,”l>6cemZ)er 7.] of the crossing-sweeper in Waterloo 

The Judge. I will. Now for your The utterance of soul-shaking verities Place, who witnessed the rencontre, 
second point. is not the monopoly of Continental that Lord Ourzon without a moment s 

Mr. Skill. May it please your ludship. potentates. By means of inquiries con- hesitation ^eeted his ^ Mend with the 

(Stands on desk and executes a bach- ducted in a variety of quarters, Mr. Punch poignant cri de coeur, “ Well, I supp(^e 

somersault.) That is my case, mlud. has been enabled to glean a goodly crop there ’s^ no place like home, as the 

(Loud and continued cheering.) I must of wise, pregnant, and caustic sayings saying is.’ . 


SIMPLE SAYINGS 


THE SILLY. 


Bad as it is to be fawned upon, it is better than to be bitten. 


Balb'OUr’s resignation. With 
an inimitable gesture the ex- 
Colonial Secretary — so we are 
assured by an informant whose 
cousin married the niece of 
Mr. Chamberl.ain’s coachman 
— turned to his son and said, 
“Well, well. We shall see 
what we shall see.” 

Mr. Henry Chaplin, as is ’ 
well known, has a great repu- ! 
tation for concise and epigram- 
matic comment. But he has 
seldom equalled and never 
surpassed the felicitous phrase 
in which he summed up the 
true inwardness of the present 
crisis. “If only, as I have 
every reason to hope and 
believe, Mr. Chamberlain ulti- 
mately succeeds in convincing 
the entire electorate of the 
necessity of his policy, the 
success of Tariff Reform wiU 
be virtually assured.” 

Mr. Winston Churchill, who 
inherits the gift of trenchant 
speech from his father, Lord 
Randolph Churchill, is alleged 
to have created a profound 
impression at a recent meeting 
in Manchester by observing. 


your lordship to take a note of that. ^ 
Mr. Skill (rising and examining stairs). 
Also, m’lud, of the fact that the twelfth 
step has been greased. 

The Judge. I will. Now for your 
second point. 


carried out of court insensible. say we are on the brink, of a General 
(Twenty minutes later.) Election. j x x 

The Associate (speaking with much Uord CuRZON, whose speedy r^um to 
notion). His lordship’s last words were, arena of ^tive politics is confidenuy 

Judginent for the defendant, with costs expected by his numerous readers, sig- 
a the higher scale.” ^^^'sed his arrivd in England by an 

-- - .. — observation teeming with transcendent 

significance, A few days after reach- 

ILLUSTRIOUS INANITIES. ing London he was walking down Pall 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVABI. 


[December 13, 1905. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Where did Mr. Wells acc[iiire tlie intimate acq^iiaiiitance 
with, life behind the counter in a draper’s shop graphically 
portrayed in Kipps (Macmillan) ? There is something about 
it recalling the intensity of Charles Dickens’s nan-atire of 
boyhood’s days in the blacking factory that suggests it is 
autobiographical. The story of Kipps^s schooldays is also 
so yivid that my Baronite is constrained to the belief that 
Cavendish Academy, its principal, and the young gentlemen 
educated by him, in some modified form actually existed. 
It is not alone in respect of suspicion of incorporating auto- 
biography with fiction that the author of Kipps makes one 
tbink of the author of David Copper field. Dickens has found 
innumerable imitators, successful chiefly in producing echoes 
of his more boisterous manner. Whilst free from imitative 
effort, Mr. Wells has much of that humour, high spirits and 
daring fancy that, exercised by the Great Master, stiU. delight 
mahkind. Kipps himself, an illiterate youth, to whom there 
unexpectedly comes a legacy of “twelve fousand pounds,” 
is a character so skilfully drawn through varying circum- 
stances that he is never inconsistent with his introduction as 
“a simple soul.” M7\ Chester Coote is excellent, and so, in quite 
another way, is Chitterlow the dramatist, who at length turns up 
trumps and makes lavish return to Kipps for a loan bestowed 
in darker days. The story rattles along with unfailing vigour, 
taking unexpected turns that maintain interest to the last. 

Maitland Major and Minor (Heinemann), by Charles Turley. 
Boys, if you wish to let your fathers know 
The path in which a parent ought to go ; 

Parents, if you would give your growing boys 
Something to crown aU other Christmas joys ; 
Masters, if you would learn unwritten rules 
Touching the etiquette of private schools ; 

And, General Public, would you ease your brain 
And for one careless day be young again ; — 

To each and all of you I say, “ Go early 
And buy the latest tome by Mr. Turley.” 

This is no amateur : there ’s not a doubt 
He knows his tricky subject inside out ; 

Here is no maudlin tale (it ’s much too big) 

Of virtue championed by the hero-prig ; 

The boy who tells it, on his proper hook, 

Talks like a boy and never like a book ; 

Nor lets his humour range one little bit 
Beyond the natural bounds of boyish wit ; 

I Ve seldom sampled better stuff or saner, 

So says the Baron’s Nautical Eetainer. 

In The AH of PoHrait Painting (Cassell) the Hon. John 
Collier has made one of those incursions into the sister- 
kingdom of literature so dear to the heart of an artist. He 
justifies a rather ambitious title by including a learned, 
brightly-written, and discriminating survey of the work of 
the great portrait-painters written some years ago. Some of 
his opinions make one lift one’s eyebrows, as for instance 
where he ascribes the fading of a Leonardo da Vinci portrait 
to “his pernicious habit of glazing thinly over a preparation 
in monochrome.” The illustrations are in most cases weH- 
chosen and well-printed. Some of those printed in colour, 
notably the Millais portrait of “Miss Tennant” and Orohari>- 
son’s “ Viscount Peel,'' are as near perfection as possible. Each 
of them is well worth the price of the whole volume, and the 
“ Lord Peel ” should be possessed by every Parliamentarian. 
The book contains most valuable hints for the art student. 

There are two delightful little kittens on the first page of 
Pussy's Mixture (E. Nister) ; but the very best illustration 
of aH, and we haven’t seen one with more real go in it for some 


I time, is on the title page at the very commencement of the book. 
Don’t miss it. It ’s “ The Cat and the Fiddle.” The Postcard 
Book from same firm is a novel idea. Dainty are Pansies for 
Thoughts and Forget-me-nots for Remembrance. 

In a handy ^blume Mr. Seymour Lloyd writes about 
Elections, and How to Fight Them (Vaoher). The book comes 
out opportunely when the country is on the eve of what 
promises to be a historic struggle at the poU. In chatty 
manner, lucid phrase, Mr. Lloyd gives practical hints relating 
to the preliminaries of the struggle. Almost everything a 
candidate should know with respect to the business in which 
he is embarked, is here set forth. The Appendix contains a 
summary of the sections hidden away in the Corrupt Practices 
Acts relating to the conduct and management of elections. 
Having learned all this handy book teUs him, the honest 
candidate can go ahead, none daring to make him afraid. 

Since Alice wandered through Wonderland no such pretty 
fairy tale has been written as Lady Ridley presents in the 
Sparrow with the White Feather (Smith, Elder). The sparrow, 
grateful for kindness received in early youth, conducts little 
Jean to Fairyland, leaving her at the entrance to the glow- 
worm-lit tunnel that leads to the demesne, for it appears nor 
sparrows nor other birds are permitted to enter. What J ean 
sees and hears is narrated in fasliion of fascinating simplicity. 
The book, which is illustrated by Mrs. Adrian Hope, is 
primarily designed for children. My Baronite testifies it 
may be read with delight by grown-ups. 

Virtue is its own reward. This one work. The AH J ournal 
for 1905, is Virtue (& Co.)’s own reward for the continued 
success of the series founded in 1839. It is a handsome 
volume, and some handsome people in it too, commencing 
with a delightful portrait of “ Mary ” (evidently the Mary of 
“ Mary Mary, Quite Contrairy,” which will strike you at once, 
as would she, if when she were alive you examined her face 
too closely) sent by Mr. John Lavery to the Autumn Salon 
in Paris. Then look at John Taylor’s portrait of Joan 
Nixon, very witchlike, book in hand, and peaked hat on 
head. No relation presumably to the “Red-faced Nixon” 
mentioned by Sam Weller. The picture is delightful. In 
the literary accompaniment to this volume there are most 
interesting articles, long and short, by Sidney Colvin, Claude 
Phillips, A. G. Webster, Paul Waterhouse, and others. 

Brief as this notice must necessarily be, neither the 
delicate reproduction of Theodore Rousseau’s Foret de 
Fontainebleau, nor the delightful Gossips" of Sylvius D. 
Paoletti, must be omitted from our general laudation. 

The Face of Juliet, by L. T. Meade (John Long). Would 
not the impressionable Romeo have been bothered entirely 
had Juliet possessed a twin sister ! He would have sung, con 
amore, “How happy could I be vrith either, Were t’other 
dear charmer away ! ” The reader of this novel will appre- 
ciate the applicability of this familiar quotation. But further 
than this the Baron, who knows 
the secret, may not go. He THK 
strongly advises his friends and 
followers to look into The Face 
of Juliet, and to hold it before 
their eyes until they shall have 
learnt what Juliet's mother has 
to impart. The story is well ! 
and clearly told, the scenes I 
are dramatic, the descriptions 
graphic, and there is not a 
page that would warrant call- 
ing in the aid of a professional 
skipper. 


BAEON 








Deobmbeb 20, 1905.] 

approach shots. 

r‘‘Tlie question of mnnidpal 
vidins of it where there is none, md m- 
of it where it exists— is being made 

Scotland.”— <?oI/ Eliiairated.] 

1. From a speech hy the Bt. Hon. A. J. B. 

... “accused of considerable, and 
even intentional, 
ambiguity. Gentle- 
laen, on th.6 ©ve oi 
an election, I admit 
that frankness on so 
vital an issue may 
well he demanded 
from the leader of a 
party. But, indeed, 

I have never made 
any secret of my 
opinion on this im- 
portant matter — the 
question, as I need I 
scarcely add, of the 
desirability or other- 
wise of protecting 
the greens with 
artificial hunkers. 

(Hear, hear.) But, 
since my opponents 
are incapable, or 
feign incapability, 
of under standing 
xay previous uttei- 
ances on this ques- 
tion — ^pellucid as I 
should have ima- 
gined them to be — 
wiU restate ^ them 
once more, in the 
clearest, the short- 
est, the most em- 
phatic language at 
my command. 

(A^'plause.) On the 
one hand, we have 
the belief freely ex- 
pressed that any but 
natural hazards dis- 
figure a golf course. 

The truth of that 
sentiment appears 
to me indubitable. 

{Cheers.) On the 
other hand, there 
are those who assert 
that, unless you 
make artificial 
hazards, the scores 
returned will be far 
below their proper 


What do we find ? In the south-eastern 
portion of England, the average monthly 
return in competitions is 85. ^ The 
average bogey score — ^mark this — ^is but 
84 ! Yes, Gentlemen, here is the state 
of things — ^your average is reduced to 
within one stroke of bogey —and yet 
there are besotted intellects which shrink 
[from facing facts, and object to my 



No, NO. I don’t 


total W^ith that 
Deiow xneu- toxai. > 

opinion. Gentlemen, I sympathise to ^e 

fSlest extent. (Cheers^ 

asIbope,Ibavemadeitunpo8siblefoi>*he 



ous question. 

2. From a speedt hy Bt. Hon. J. G. 

, . . “ Well, we will turn to figures. 


WANT THESE COMMON ONES. THEY’EE NOT FOE A 

They ’ee foe myself . 

scheme of protection by the introduchon 

of artificial bunkers . . • possibly not 

live to see it, yet assuredly ^ I 

come when our motto of 

the home green’ ^ prevad. not 

for home greens only : 

ous age, every green m the :^prre ^ 

?^t Ic^ure 4aiBSt unskilM approach, 

on Si Bides by a sandy and 

Shdaryfj^erl” .(Great cheering). 


3, From a speech hy Mr, W-nst-n 
Gh-rdkil, 

... “a more pitiful set of foozlers 
never disgraced the land 1 When they 
do not puB. their drives, they slice them. 
When they do not top their iron-shots, 
they miss them clean — the only clean 
i feature about these gentlemen! {Loud 
laughter.) In fact, 
to describe the 
insufferable inepti- 
tude of their pseudo- 
athletic perform- 
ances aright, the 
exigencies of accu- 
r a t e terminology 
compel me to classify 
such persons as the j 
most piffling set of 
rotters I’ve ever 
struck^ {Renewed 
laughter^ And yet 
these, Gentlemen, 
these are the crea- 
tures who declare 
that the average 
golf-course is too 
easy, and propose 
to make their abom- 
inable bunkers, to 
desecrate the gra- 
cious grass with the 
sacrilegious spade 1 ’ ’ 

From the corre- 
spondence column 
of ''The Specta- 
torT 

Sir,— I venture to 

suggest that 

[We greatly re- 
gret that pressure 
upon our space for- 
bids us to print the , 
remaining portion 
of our esteemed 

correspondent’s 

letter. But whether 
Tayijor’s opinion on 
the^ deflection of 
iron shots c^ be 
accepted without 
some considerable 
reservation is, obvi- 
ously, a disputable 
point. It is approxi- 
mately certain that 
the distance from 

Itee to green in 1he 

case of tbe penultimate bol® vanes 
eready on different courses. We are 
Simdful, however, of Hms perfom- 
ances, and, while 

soundness of our oto view, we sJ^ 
continue to afford Jthose who, hke our 
correspondent, hold otiiOT ppi^, ew 

Ed. Spectator.] 


PEESENt, YOU XNOW. 
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VOL, OXXIX. 





m PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [IteciEMBEB 20, 190 5. 

THE SORROWS OF GENIUS. 

By A-de-w O-bk-g-e. 


LEST YOU REMEMBER. 

[To he sung in recitative hy Tory waits outside the hangueting-haU 
of the New Ministry.'] 

Now sit ye close about the festal board, 

And of tbe turkey’s stufiSng take your share ; 

Let every face with absolute accord 

Glow in tbe spicy pudding’s brandied flare, 

And each his hand apply 

And seize a plum and say, How good a boy am I ! ” 

Now, while your jesters fling their final sneer 
At captive wairiors and a broken cause, 

And scarce acknowledge, save with burning ear, 

The gallant foeman’s chivalrous applause — 
Upstand on all your legs 

And drain a Liberal bumper, drain it to the dregs ! 

Drink to the hour that is, and shout Waes hael I 
And let no man too curiously forecast 
The doubtful vista hid behind the veil. 

Nor draw its safety-ourtain from the past, 

Lest haply he should jog 

Thoughts that are' best left lying like a dormant dog. 

Lest you remember how your victory came, 

How battlements that long defied your wit 
Fell not by patient siege, or sword and flame, 

But owing to a sad internal split ; 

So were the gates flung wide, 

And you were asked if you would kindly step inside. 

Lest you remember certain awkward facts 
Let drop in many a too-expansive speech, — 
Immutable committals, solemn pacts, 

Private and contradictory each to each ; 

And how on every pledge 
This clique or that will ultimately have to hedge. 

Here ’s one that ’s sworn to run at Redmond’s heel, 

And there another, bound by equal oaths 
To have no hand in any Home Rule deal. 

Or wink at what his loyal nature loathes ; 

Surely between these two 
I may detect a slight divergency of view? 

Here’s one again that marks with angered eyes 

“ Our Chinese brothers ” wearing “slavery’s brand,” 
Or takes an all-black attitude and cries 
“ Whip me yon yellow devils off the Rand ! ” 

While others disagree, 

Saying, “They ’re neither skves nor devils ; let ’em be ! 

This type ’s a Xing’s man ; that ’s a frank pro-Boer ; 

And some are Liberals born, and others made 
Such by desertion. Here ’s a Scot’s claymore 
That has Betrenchment chiselled on the blade. 

While Burns (of England) gloats 
Over the damnable expense of paddle-boats. 

Therefore, lest you remember facts like these. 

Feast whfle you may, and take a cheerful tone ; 

Soon you will sit not quite so much at ease, 

Eating your winged words, each man his own, — 
Tough fowls that you have loosed, 

Which have a horrid knack of coming home to roost. 

0. S. 


[Dedicated to Miss Marie Corelli, autkor of an article on “Tke 
Sorrows of a Millionaire,” in The Daily Mail.] 

There are some people in this world who actually envy 
men, and even women of literary genius. I wonder why? 
How can anyone possessed of a modest competence, with a 
seat in a Free Library, and entertaining sound democratic 
sentiments, envy the merely “ talented ” man, or woman ? 

To me the genius, especially the romantic genius, is an 
object of sincere compassion. His popularity is a perpetual 
incentive to pot-boiling. He is the slave of fashion. He is 
at the mercy of unscrupulous critics, reviewers, and ink- 
slingers, of vulgar lion- and lioness-hunters, photographic 
friends, interviewers and paragraph-mongers. He (or she) 
cannot rely upon friendship, for he (or she) always suspects 
friends of ulterior designs — generally matrimonial. Indeed 
I know of one extraordinarily gifted authoress who receives 
on an average 500 offers of marriage in the week, and is 
stiU unmarried from the utter impossibility of choosing out 
of this bewildering emharras de Aches ses. 

Again, the literary celebrity, pursued by the unrelenting 
purveyors of personal details, cannot escape the devastating 
penalties of success. Isolation, privacy, and repose are 
impossible. She (if he be a she) is forced by the obligations 
of greatness to live in the limelight of publicity, to enter the 
controversial lists at the shortest notice, and fight to the 
death with rival authors; to champion the fame of the 
mighty authors of the past against the insidious attacks of 
acid pedants and pedagogues, unprincipled town councillors 
and greedy jerry-builders. Then there is the ceaseless strain 
of bearing aloft the banner of the Simple Life against the 
combined forces of Mammon and Gastronomy — against the 
delirious devotees of the gold craze and the porcine worship- 
pers of appetite. It is a terrible responsibility, and there is 
no respite or relief in the struggle. Genius is ever the 
I victim of jealousy, misrepresentation, and spite, ever bound 
to be on guard against the onslaughts of brutal^ and in- 
sufferable millionaires. 

Again, the rewards of genius, though appreciably larger 
than in previous epochs, are still pitifully insignificant along- 
side of the accumulations of the magnates of the mercantile 
world. I am afraid that Milton, if he were to revisit the 
world, would be quite unable to dine night after night at the 
Carlton, and that Shakspeabe, if he were now residing at 
Stratford-on-Avon, would not find himself in a position to 
keep a reliable motor-car or to entertain Mr. Sidney T.ft?. and 
Miss Corelli in a manner worthy of his guests. Of course 
there are exceptions, and* Greeba easily outshines Skibo. 
But the rule remains — the lot of genius is hard and toilsome. 
To quote from a personal experience, I once went to a 
musicnl reception at the house of a certain latterday Mrs. Leo 
Hunter. The greatest living woman of letters had entered 
just before me, and was met on the stairs by a lady inter- 
viewer, who greeted her with a suave yet sinister grin. “ So 

glad to meet you here ! ” she said. “ Mrs. Z gives most 

delightful parties ! And she has so much influence, — she 
will speak of your books to so many people.” That was 
quite enough for the affronted genius. Promptly realising 
the view taken of what she had thought to be merely a 
cquiteous response to a friendly invitation, she quickly 
slipped away from the festive scene, and never darkened the 
d<^rs of that “influential” house again with her dainty, 
ethereal shadow. Too proud, you will say ? Oh, no ! But 
proud enough to hold the profession of literature as too 
high for the “ patronage ” of any lesser power tbau tbe 
universal Public. 
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cimAxr-ni /^-n tc a r^rmTnmuri « Baronet. The second Baronet, Sir Peveril, in return for 

THE FINAL STAVE OF A CHEIST3MAS CAROL, important services rendered to his party, was raised to the 

{With profound apologies to the Genius of Charles Dickens.) Peerage under the title of Baron BredanbournE.” 

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Scrooge, rather impressed, 
Stave Five.^ services, Spirit?" 

Scrooge was certainly under the impression, on going to But the Phantom answered not. It Is very possible that it' 
bed after returning from that wonderful Christmas party at did not know. 

his nephew’s, that he would^ not be required to have any “ The Lord Bredanbourne of the period we are now in," it 
further intercourse with Spirits, and would live henceforth continued, “ does nothing whatever but enjoy himself. He is 
on the Total Abstinence Principle. at this particular moment entertaining a houseful of the 

But in this he was mistaken. There was no doubt about smartest people in London for Christmas week.” 
that. For barely, or so it seemed to him, had he laid his “Is he, though?" cried Scrooge, rubbing his hands with 
head on his pillow, when the curtains of his bed were once the delight of a boy. “ What a feast he must be giving them, 
more drawn aside by a spectral hand, eh, Spirit ? What a capital Turkey ! What a wonderful 

However, on this occasion, he felt no solemn dread. Not Pudding ! What bowls of seething Bishop ! What p^'amids 
a bit of it ! On the contrary, he skipped out of bed as lively of oranges and piles of chestnuts ! Do let us go inside and 


as a sandboy — or rather several 
dozen sandboys, every one of 
them endowed with preter- 
natural agility. 

“ I know what you ’re here 
for," he chuckled. “ Come to 
take me out to some more 
Christmas Parties, eh? All 
right, I ’m ready for you. I 
feel equal to facing any num- 
ber of them now ! " 

“ I am the Ghost of Christ- 
mas more than sixty years to 
come," announced the Spirit 
in sepulchral tones. 

“ My dear Sir," said Scrooge 
heartily, “ delighted to see you 
— de-Hghted! Thank’ee. Let 
us be off at once. Do we go 
out of the window, or through 
the wall, this time ? Which- 
ever it is, Spirit, lead on, 
and I shall be most happy 
to follow you anywhere you 
like ! " 

4 ;^ “ Touch my robe ! " 

' Scrooge did as he was told, 
and held it fast. The city 
had entirely vanished; they 
stood upon an open country 
road, before some tall wrought- 
iron gates, flanked by pillars, 
upon which a pair of heraldic 



look on. Spirit ! Just for an 
hour or so ! " 

“I fancy they will have 
finished feasting by this time," 
said the Spirit. “We shall 
probably find them all in the 
Long Drawing - room, play- 

J > 

“ ‘Forfeits, I ’h be bound I " 
said Scrooge, eagerly. “Oh, 
I must go in, and see the fun ! 
Make haste, Spirit, make 
haste! Hallo here! Whoop!" 

Unseen by any there, they 
entered that lofty and splendid 
room — ^but scarce had they 
done so, ere Scrooge’s heart 
grew strangely chiH within 
him. 

The walls were decked with 
Christmas here and there, but 
yet resounded to no echoing 
ring of joyous Christmas 
laughter. Scrooge noted next 
that all these guests who sat, 
in ^oups of four, at little 
tables were so deep engrossed 
in studying the cards that fell 
— in such a solemn silence, , 
too! — that they were blind' 
and deaf to aught besides, 
unheeding holly ~ aye, and 
mistletoe ! From time to 


upon wlLicIi a pair of Heraiaio ^ 

gnffiusraniped-but amiably, ^ a hollow voice wo^d 

as if even their stone hearts were softened somewhat by the cry, “Heave it! ^Or one woidd quit his seat and wander 
influence of the Season. Through these gates they passed, around, like some uneasy soul that finds no rest, and then 

and up a stately avenue to the portico of a noble mansion. return, as powerless to r^ist the spefl for long ! Young 

“ One of the country seats of Lord Bredanbotjkne,” -the girls there were, who, riskmg stakes that they could ill 
Ghost explained afford, doubled “No trumps,” and paled as Dummy’s hand, 

“But why bring me to such a place. Spirit?” asked displayed, revealed the guarded King that doomed them to, 

SoEOOGE,feeUngsHghay puzzled. “ For reaUy I can’t recoUect inevitable disast^! _ 

ever to have bird of his lordship.” . ^ said Scrooge, they 11 have in the 

“Have von so soon forgotten your feUow ’prentice, Dick fiddles and begm to en;oj/ themselves presently, eh? ^^ey 
Wilkins ’ inquired the Spirit. “ He married, as you are can’t keep up this sort of ^g mudi long® ! can t^y ? 
doubtless aware, the eldest Miss Fezziwig, and died Sir “^ey are enjoying themselves, rephed the Ph^tom. 
PrntTAPT. Wilkins, having been knighted during his Lord “And they will keep it up till one or two in the mommg, at- 

* '\ir • i TT’f "VXT-.-r T X 1 r mr i in 


Mayoralty by Eds Gracious Majesty, King William the leash 

“So he was,” cried Soboogb. “Bless his heart! So he “Her 
was! Dear, dear!. And yet, even now, I don’t gwite - — desce 


“Tbeu I dou’t wish, to see any more," said Scrooge. 
“Remove me, Spirit. Let me see my dear nephew’s 
descendants keeping up this Festival in the time-honoured j 


“His son, Gabriel," pursued the Phantom (who, by the fashion with ‘How, when, and where," and “Blind-man’s 

wav was less reserved than any of its forerunners) “developed buff." ^ . * , n , . i ^ 

the^Wehonsing connection of the firm of FEZziwiG&WnxDra Back to the jhe Splint M ^ and to a fine 

to S a prfeons extent that [he eventually became a house m a terrace hard by the spot where Tyburn Tkee ouce 
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bore its gliastly fruit. There might have been a dozen people, “ Then, for the love of Pity, Scrooge implored it, ^ conduct 
old and young, in the solidly furnished drawing-room me hack to bed— -and let me wake, to feel aU this is but a 
Scrooge and the Spirit visited next — ^but not one among them dreadful dream ! ” ■ * . i . 

all was engaged in blind-man’s buff ! He saw the same small This time his prayer was granted. . . . He positively frisked 
tables, with similar unsmiling parties of four seated at each — out of bed next morning.^ “ Why, bless me, it ’s Boxing Day ! ” 
the very silence might have been the same! In one group he shouted. “What ridiculous nonsense I ve been dreaming I 
Scrooge particularly noticed a grim hatchet-faced elderly Christmas blighted, indeed ! And by a thing called ‘ Bridge,’ 
gentleman who somehow rather reminded him of his former too ! Pooh ! I Stuff ! ! ! That punch at ^ my nephew’s last 
self. “Your great - nephew, Mr. Justice Merryweather,” night must have been stronger than I fancied 1 ” F. A. j 
explained the Phantom ; “ he is more learned, though perhaps ; i 


slightly less genial, than his Early-Victorian father. That pallid 
young gentleman whose play he is just criticising with such 
refreshing candour is his great-nephew by mairiage, young 


SCENT PER SCENT. 

A terrible danger threatens the noble and national sport 


Topper,’ who has lately been called to the Bar, and has a case of Fox-hunting ; a danger hitherto unseen, or perhaps we 
— his first brief — coming on in his relative’s court early next should say unsmelt. And yet how heedlessly we have 
Hilary term. He has just remembered that circumstance.” ridden in its very midst, reeking we mean recking ^nought 
“ Spirit, show me no more 1 ” entreated Scrooge, “I cannot of the potent evil lurking among us. Then, suddenly, forth 
bear it. In mercy’s name take me from this hideous travesty bursts the warning in the daily Press. Hark to the prophet 
of Christmas cheer to some humbler home, where all the dear of The Daily Telegrajph. In solemn type that cannot lie he 
old customs are not C[uite forgot 1 Let teUs of the Tnischief caused parti- 


us drop in upon the descendants of 
my worthy clerk, Bob Cratchit ! For 
I tell you plainly, unless I smell 
roast goose and hot pimch, and hear 
a toast proposed, if not a song, within 
the next few minutes, I have a feeling 
that I might relapse into the man 
that I was wont to be 1 ” 

• The Phantom inclined its head 
.... Their way led them past a 
row of spacious shops, above which 
Scrooge could read, in bold and glit- 
tering letters, the words, “ Cratchit’s 
Cash Stores, Limited.” 

“Yes,” remarked the Spirit airily, 
“ the Cratohits have got on, too. The 
business is vastly improved since old 
Peter Cratchit first founded it in 
the early sixties. . . . No, the present 
people don’t live over the shop ; they 
occupy a viUa residence called ‘ Chats- 
worth,’ in a new but highly select 
suburb, where they are known as the 
‘ De Crespigny-Cratchits.’ ” - 
■ To this suburb they repaired. 
But, as Scrooge passed through the 
stained-glass portal, his nostrils were 







tells of “ the mischief caused — parti- 
cularly when a cast is being made 
down-noind of the field — hy an atmos- 
phere laden unth the scent of couniless 
fragrant cigars, and with the varied 
pungent perfumes emanating (delicate 
word) from many feminine handker- 
chiefs.'^ Here, then, is the deadly 
secret. 

’ Masters, who mop your puzzled 
brows when the keenest nose in the 
kennel scours the plain in vain — 
huntsmen, whose commentaries, not 
loud but deep, have blanched the 
cheeks of youthful second whips, 
when your most cunning casts went 
unrewarded — ^know, suffering souls, 
that all the mischief lies in baccy 
and bouquet. 

What can be done ? The strongest 
varmint fox is whifSess among such 
redolent rivals. Even the good red 
herring, the prey of the furious fish- 
dogs, must pale his ineffectual fumes 
before these powers of stamped box 
and stoppered bottle ; he is not worth 
a red scent. 

Alas ! what disaster do we see be- 


not greeted by the savour for which he hungered, Mrs. fore us ! Each hound, in time, will run a particular label, 
De Ceespigny-Cratohit being much too refined a woman to and refuse all imitations. By natural selection the lady 
allow a roast goose to appear at her table, whether with or hounds will speak to the dainty perfumes of the mouchoirettes, 
without such ungenteel appurtenances as sage and onions. whilst the sterner sex will give tongue to the rank and vile of 
The party he found in the “ Art ” Drawing-room to the the cigar brigade. Then, as the peculiar penchant of each of 
right of the hall were all in the most correct evening costume, the pack becomes known to their keen-nosed huntsman, every 
and far too fashionable to be festive. They passed no punch hound, to save confusion, will of course be named after his or 
around, proposed no toasts, nor sang a single song. On the her favourite smoke or smeU. 

contrary, they were engaged in precisely the same occupation Mournful, indeed, to those who have loved the accustomed 
as were the two parties at which Scrooge had previously sounds of the chase (especially if non-smokers) will be the day 
assisted. - when our woodlands echo to the cry of “ Tally-ho, Bock 1 ” or 

“Spirit, I can't stand it!” cried Scrooge. “In Heaven’s “ Have-a-care, Borneodoro!” A crack of the whip and a 
name, what is this fell pursuit that, in the space of sixty-odd “ Gently, Jockey-Club,” to some eager queen of the kennel will 
short years, will banish harmless mirth and jollity from every at first fall strangely on the ear, whilst a cheery “ Hark to Eau- 
hearth alike? ” .... “They will call it ‘Bridge,’ ” the Spirit de-Cologne” answers a well-known note in the whins, proclaim- 
answered. „ ing that the unerring nose has winded its own triple-extract. 

“ Ghost of the Future,” cried Scrooge, quite agonised, “I And when, at some future revelry by night, the sounds of 
fear you more than any Spectre I have seen ! You seem to music rend the odorous air, shall we^ecognise an old, old 
delight to torture me ! If there is any respectable home in tune through these balmy words ? 
the town on which this fearful blight has not yet fallen, show -n n- />n , . 

that home to me, Spirit, I beseech you ! ” ^ ken Hen^ Gay, and Anld Reekie too, 

“I cannot do so,” was the Phantom’s sorrowful reply, “ for Sie ‘phew !’ 

I. know 01 none . , From the ‘ ^ev 7 1 ’ to the ash in the morning.” 
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BREAKING IT GENTLY. 


Fasser-ly. ‘‘Is that tour Pork down there on the road, Guv’nor?” 
Farmer, “Pork! What d’ye mean? There’s a Pig o’ mine out there.’ 
Passer-ly. “Ah, but there’s a Motor-Car just been by.” 


COLD COBFORT. 

(Sole Adti-BTieul Bethods,) 

pSd!edical experts, according to The Daily 
Maili are calling the attention of the public to 
the importance of performing the nose-blowing 
operation in a scientific and hymenic manner. 
First one nostril and then the other should be 
blowm without undue violence, otherwise^ the 
compressed air and the microbes may be driven 
through ihe Eustachian tube into the middle 
ear with serious results. It appears, indeed, 
that a great authority on the subject used to 
forbid his patients to blow their noses when 
suffering from a cold.] 

Bisier Podoh, kavigg beed rweddy 
laid Tip ■with, this seasodable but distress- 
igg ailbedt, has a bore tedder fe^gg 
for bubad weabdess, add is accordiggly 
boved to frabe the _ foUowigg sibple 
regulatiods for sibilar id-raJids : — 

1. First catch yonx catarrh. 

2. Dod’t let it devdop idto idfluedza, 
as this is dow udfashiodable — deur^gia 
is a buch bore sbart cobplaidt. 

3. Avoid usigg ady words which eod- 
■taid 'the codsodadts “ ebb ” pr “ edd ’ ; 


this becobes sobewhat tryigg add tire- 
sobe to your fabdy add friedds. 

4. Refraid frob cobparigg your dose 
to Charley’ a Audit, because it is “still 
ruddigg.” 

5. Take probptly sobe correspoddedce 
lessods in Sciedtific Dose-blo'wigg', b'ut 
you deedd’t do it id the Agody CJoluMs 
of The Tihes, The Daily Bail, or The 
Bordiyg Post. 

6. Give up sdiffigg, sduffigg, sdoozigg, 
sdeerigg, sdorigg, sdarhgg, sdigerigg, 
sdiveligg, sdortigg, sduffligg, add sdee- 
zigg— that is, if you cad ! 

7. Sboke the stroggest tobacco you 
cad fidd— it will sbother the bicrobes 
add sedd igquisitive (add huborous) 
acquaidtadces to a safe distadce. 

8. Practise abbidexterity id puttigg 
vour figgers add thubbs to your drae— 
first ebploy the right hadd, -th^ me 
left, udtn proficiedt. You rad mus 
cobe out as ad edtertaider add bake a 

lotofbodey. -ui, j 

9. Dod’t let your bedical bad gabbod 
you by calligg it a “ coryza.” You bight 
hidt to hib that the lagguage of The 


Ladeet is very idtoestigg, do doubt, to 
the gederal practitiodCT, buttheordidary 
iddi'vidual do'wadays is dot to be teked 
id by the blessed word “ Besopotabia.’ 

id VTied you have fidished with 
your cold, or sooder, be sure to pass it 
od ■with idterest. Jourdey, therefore, 
persistedtly add ofted id obdibuses add 
uddergroudd traids, add ■thus origidate, 
h la sdowball, a regular Loddod 

^Br. Pudah, as ■will be seed above, hra 
dot edlarged od the less robadtic, ■though 
hygiedic, details of dostril add hagker- 
chief drill. He hopes, devertheless, that 
these few elebedtary baxibs -will, if duly 
cobphed with, codduoe to a Berry 
Christbas add a Birthful Dew Yrar 
abogg his bady fellow-bartyrs of the 
Egfilish dibate— Er-tish-oo ! 

Zig-Zag. 

“Hasta maSaka.”— a new newspaper 
has been recently started in Pam, en- 
titled Demain. Not very happy for 
subscribers at a distance, as Dema%n 

arrive jamais, 
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NATURE STUDIES. 

Christmas Birds. 

There is a great gathering of birds every morning now in 
the bare trees and bushes close to the house, for they know 
that as soon as breakfast is over some one will step out either 
from the front door or from one of the French windows on 
the other side of the house and scatter crumbs for them. 
The uncertainty as to the spot at which the ceremony will 
take place keeps them in a fine flutter. I can imagine the 
sparrows (who, if all accounts may be trusted, have all the 
^dces of men with some particular feathered wickednesses in 
addition) laying the odds to the solemn rooks or the fancy- 
waistcoated thrushes with a shrill “Six to four the front- 
drive ! ” or “ Two to one the back-lawn,” and being occa- 
sionally taken, let us say, in bread-crumbs or fragments of 
toast, while the robins, those dainty bird-aristocrats, hop 
about in disdainful aloofness from the busy throng of little 
chatterers. At last, however, when the suspense is becoming 
almost too great for chirps, the door (or, it may be, the 
window) opens, and out steps the little fair-haired distributer 
of largess. Then what a fluster there is to be in good time. 
The air is alive with excited wings, and all the twigs of 
vantage become thick with birds. They are, however, too 
cautious to descend to the ground until the scattering is 
finished and the human being removes herself within the house. 

In London streets, where the traflSc is frequent and the 
pedestrians innumerable, you will see the sparrows, grown 
contemptuous with a long familiarity, hardly deign to hop 
aside when a horse or a man comes upon them ; but here in 
the country their native wildness still maintains itself, and it 
is diflicult to coax them to leave their branches until you have 
withdrawn yourself from their gaze. But when once that is 
done they waste no time. Down come the sparrows in their 
swarms, impudent companies of sturdy little fighters, each 
one intent both on filling his own gullet and preventing his 
companion from getting his or her fair share. There is no 
nonsense of gallantry about a sparrow. If he sees a tiny hen 
of his breed struggling with a crust of bread as large as her 
! body he is down upon her in a moment, thrusts her furiously 
aside, lifts the crust in his beak, rises with it (an incredible 
feat) in the air, and abandons his prey only when three other 
' sparrow-raiders pounce upon him and dispossess him. 

’ In the meantime there has come an incursion of starlings. 
;They arrive with an extraordinary bustle and quickness, 
.determined not to be too late for the feast, and at once begin 
waddling swiftly to the best bits, their funny bob-tafled 
bodies simply quivering with excitement. They make no bones 
at aU about shouldering the sparrows aside, and the quarrel- 
some little fellows seem to respect their size and their gluttony, 
though I doubt not they make many a sarcastic remark about 
their awkward gait, so different from the sparrow’s graceful 
rhythmical hop. Two or three blackbirds, gaudy with their 
yellow bills, and a few thrushes add themselves to the 
imeeting, and here and there a stray robin pecks witib. dignity 
on the outskirts. A gentler looHng, softer bird than the 
robin does not fly, but you should see the little beggar when 
a sparrow really gets in his way. With a rush as swift as 
the fiight of an arrow he scatters the enemy and secures what 
he wants. If I were a sparrow I should certainly keep my 
distance from a robin, and guard myself against being betrayed 
by his blushing breast and his liquid eye into any false 
notions about his fighting quality. 

During all this time three gigantic rooks — ^gigantic, that is 
to say, by comparison with me industrious swarm of HtUe 
birds below — ^have been perched in observation on the tops of 
some young poplars. You would think that a bird so black 
and so portentously beaked could not help being brave, but 
he certainly is not. On the contrary he is as timid as a fawn, 
and it is a ludicrous sight to watch bi-m trying to make up 


his mind for a swoop on a tempting crust, half letting go of 
his perch, then convulsively clutching and flapping himself 
back again into security, looking nervously to right and left, 
and then at last deciding on the dreadful venture and 
launching himself downward. He too is a waddler, more 
ungainly than the starling, since there is more of him to 
waddle, and he has an absurd false air of dignity and daunt- 
lessness as he stalks at his selected crust, seizes it, and makes 
off with it to his tree. None of the little birds pays the least 
attention to him. He is a wasteful mischievous bird, but I 
can’t help pitying him, for his looks belie him so largely, and 
he is obviously so' greatly terrified of men. 

The gardener shakes hi^ head over the daily bird-feast, and 
prophesies that we shall have no fruit next year if the thieves 
are thus encouraged ; but he prophesied the same gloomy 
things last year and many years before, and in spite of his 
warnings we have not done so b^dly. At any rate I cannot 
find it in my heart to refuse niy surplus crumbs to these 
merry, comfortable little folk. A garden withoiit birds would 
be sadder than a garden without fruit — ^but on this point I 
cannot hope that the gardener will agree with me. 


MORE DREAM CORRESPONDENCE; 

OR, “Letters that Never Reached them.” 

I. 

(From Mr. Brodrick to Lord Curzon.) 

My DEAR CuRZOH, — ^I am extremely sorry that I was una- 
voidably prevented from going to Charing Cross to welcome 
you on your return to London, though I need hardly add 
that I was better enaployed elsewhere. But it has always 
been a rule with me never to allow personal predilections to 
interfere with the discharge of public duty, and I had a 
long-standing engagement to open a Primrose League Bazaar 
on the same day. The news of the coUapse of the station 
roof next day gave me quite a shock. Just think what it 
would have meant for the Empire if it had happened twenty- 
four hours earlier and I had been there ! However, all ’s 
well that ends well. Yours very sincerely, 

W. St. John Brodrick. 

II. 

(From Mr. Balfour to M. Ritz.) 

Dear Sm,-ylt is at once my privilege and duty to inform 
you that it is the intention of the King to confer upon you 
the honour of a dukedom in recognition of the services which 
you have rendered the country in connection with dietetic 
reform amongst the governing classes. Malnutrition is at 
the root of the physical deterioration of the nation, but none 
of those who frequent the splendid establishments of which 
you are the presiding genius has ever complained of being 
inadequately nourished. You wiU, I trust, allow me to con- 
gratulate you on your well-deserved honour, and to felicitate 
the House of Lords on a recruit whose aim has always been 
to reconcile parties on the common platform of gastronomy. 

I am, &c., yours faithhiHy, 

Arthur J. Balfour. 
ui. 

(From Sir Lewis Morris to Mr. Alfred Austin). 

Dear Mr. Austin, — ^Hastily glancing at the new Honour 
List this morning I caught the name Alfred, and at once 
jumped to the conclusion that you had been elevated to the 
peerage. Closer scrutiny, however, revealed the fact that 
the honour had been bestowed, not upon you, but upon 
another person with the same Christian name. StiU I 
thought it only right to let you know of my mistake, as 
an indication of the friendly feeling, irrespective of our 
political divergence, entertain^ for a brother bard by 

Yours faithfully, Lewis Morris. 
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A EEOORD MOVE. 

[Mr. Balfour removed his goods from Down- 
ing Street in a motor-car.] 

Others may plan their moves by van 
With slow and careful art ; 

Who flits by night may expedite 
His progress with a cart ; 

1 that am flying from durance vile, 

I that have crossed the Bar, 

Manage the thing in a bolder style — 
Move in a motor-car. 

Then, chauffeur, go, and to and fro 
Your frequent course begin ; 

You need not wait for straw and crate 
To pack my chattels in. 

What does it matter if things go wrong ? 

Tisn’t the point just now ; 

Damage them, lose them, but bring them 
along — 

Shove them in anyhow ! 

If you exceed the legal speed, 

If peelers take your name. 

It shall be mine to pay the fine, 

And bear the public shame. 

Things at the bottom no doubt may 
break ; 

Those at the top may fall ; 

Never you mind — ^but for dear life’s sake, 
Put on the pace — that ’s all ! 

For now at last my toils are past, 

Now have I won release. 

And with resigned and equal mind 
Possess my soul in peace. 

Now there are others to work the wheel, 
Ready to take their turn, 

Let me get out of it — let me feel 
Clear of the whole concern. 

Then, chauffeur, fly, your courses ply 
With all the speed you may, 

And get my chattels out of that 
Before the close of day. 

Tell me as soon as the job ’s complete — 
I shall feel easy then ; 

I shall forget about Downing Street — 


Praise to the gods ! 


Amen ! 

Dum-Dum. 


PARLIAMENTARY INTELLIGENCE. 

The Colonial Ofl&ce is becoming the 
preserve of those who bear names dis- 
tinguished in national pastimes. Mr. 
Lyttelton, once a great cricketer, resigns 
in favour of Lord Elgin, whose name is 
closely associated with Marbles. 

Mr. Chamberlain too, it will be recol- 
lected, played the well-known game 
known as “ his own.” 

It is earnestly hoped by Mr. Robert 
Spencer that the announc^ent that he 
has been appointed Lord Chamberlain 
will finally remove the impression that 
he is an agricultural labourer. 

* Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman is 
stated to have encountered considerable 
diBGlculty, when making up his Ministry, 



POPULARITY. 

Bifshop fto little visitor, who has ashed him to sign post-eard portrait of himsdf). “But— ER 
— SURELY, I SIGNED ONE FOR YOU THE OTHER DAY?” 

Little Visitor. “ Yes ; but I swapped you for two New Zealanders, you xnow ! ” 


in overcoming the scruples of Mr. 
Winston Churchill as to his fitness for 
office. 

To what lengths some editors are 
prepared to go in their craze for origi- 
nality is evicmnced by the fact that one 
London daily paper tried to make itself 
conspicuous hy omitting to state that 
Mr. John Burns, when attending at 
Buckingham Palace, wore a bowler hat. 

. AcooRDiNa to The Globe ‘‘the Presi- 
dent of the Republic ought to be elected 
by open vote and not by the haUet.’’ 
We have nothing but praise for this 
sentiment, which seems to us to he 
based upon sound morality. 


A Hardy Annual. 

THE MONSTER CHRISTMAS CAKE. 

It is 5-1 years since Christmas Cake 

was first placed on the Market. 

Dundee Advertiser. 

Will no one take this cake ? 

From the Library’s free book of 

illustrations and extracts : — 

** Each article in the Library is quite 

complete in itself. Wherever it has been 
thought advisable in other cases to take tho 
best part of the book only, the^^part taken is 
always tbe best part of the book.” 

As the poet says, “ We ne^s must 
lift the highest when we s6e it.” The 
difficulty is, of course, to see it. The j 
lifting is easy enough. j 
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'Misguided Waits (of slender repertoire hut vast persistence), “ Noel ! Noel I No-el ! ” ' 
Saturnine Eouseholder, ** Isn't thebe? If I come down to you I’ll itfATn?. you alter 

YOXJR OPINtON!” 


that only in a very small percentage of 
cases did the answers give satisfaction. 

At BiUingsgate the fog was so dense 
that a drunken man lurched into a cofEee- 
tavem. 


And, in the neighbourhood of Worm- 
wood Scrubbs, a respectable citizen 
hailed a passing omnibus, which stopped 
for him, and it was only when a door closed 
that he discovered he was in a vehicle 
vulgarly called a Black Maria. Efforts 
to obtain his release are now on foot. 


An interesting attempt to disperse the 
fog was made in Sloane Square. A 
German band played there for over half- 
an-hour. 


The announcement that a miniature 
zoological garden will shortly be estab- 
lished by the London County Council at 
Golders Hill is supposed to be respon- 
sible for the rumour, current last week, 
that the County Hall was to be erected 
there. One sees how the error arose, 
but it is none the less regi*ettable. 


A motor-onmibus caught fire in St. 
Martin’s Lane last week. The old 
vehicles certainly used to be disagreeably 
cold in winter. 


The Society for the Prevention of 
Cruelty to Children has obtained three 
months’ imprisonment for a woman who 
persistently bullied and nagged her 
child. Once again, nothing is being 
done for husbands. 


The Ghemnitzer Allgemeine Zeitung, 
whose enterprise we admire, is the first 
to inform us that Great Britain is about 
to make war on the Ashantis in order to 
obtain possession of their golden throne. 
It is just possible, however, now that ' 
the vile scheme has been exposed, that 
nothing more will be heard of it. | 


It is, we hear, possible that the General 
Election will not, after all, take place 
in the first week in January. There 
is just a chance that The Daily Mail 
General Election may not be concluded 
by then. 


CHARIVARIA. 

A WAG, last week, affixed to the rail- 
ings of Sir HeNUY CAMPBELL-BANNnRMAN’S 
house a placard bearing the inscription, 
“No more hands wanted.” Nothing 
was said about heads. 


made Knight which strikes us as not 
being unreasonable. Our correspondent 
points out that when he signs letters, &c. 
there is nothing to indicate that he is a 
Knight, and suggests that it would be a 
welcome reform were all of his rank to 
append the title “ Sir” to their signatures. 


The Daily Mail is cheaper than ever. 
It is. now being controlled by a Baron, 
withotit any extra charge whatever. 


A complaint reaches us from a recently- 


It has been calculated that, during 
the recent spell of foggy weather in 
London, 57,615 drivers of vehicles asked 
a like number of other persons similarly 
employed where they were coming to, and 


A charitable lady is said to be raising 
a fund to give a dinner on Christmas 
Day to strap-hangers. 

Motor -mask parties are the latest 
novelty in entertaining. The effect of 
a room filled with goggleywogs is said 
to be most bizarre. 


The statement that Mr, Haix Caine’s 
constituents are showing discontent at 
his absence from their island is denied 
by Mr. Caine’s agent. ^ 
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GOVERNMENT BY MOTORITY. 

Acting on the suggestion made by Sir 
Alfred Harmsworth in The Daily Mail 
that motor-owners who are being asked 
by Parliamentary candidates for the loan 
of their cars during the forthcoming 
Election should guarantee to take joint 
action to alter the unfair legislation that 
now controls the liberty of automobiles 
and thus put the industry in England 
on the same footing as that in Prance, 
a gentleman has sent to a “political 
friend” the following letter, which he 
hopes may be useful in promoting further 
“joint action.” 

Dear Sir, — reply to your request 
I regret to say that, although fully 
recognising that at least 25 motor-cars 
are essential to the success of any 
electoral contest, I cannot lend you even 
that small number without requiring 
you to give me an undertaking to sup- 


port certain reasonable measures of 
which I happen to have a rough draft 
in my pocket. 

I was formerly in the habit of lending 
automobiles to every man who said he 
was “ blue,” without exacting any pledge 
as to how he would vote if elected, 
although in some cases, especially in 
Ireland, there was considerable risk of 
the varnish on a new car getting 
scratched ; but would you beheve what 
happened ? An M,P., who was simply 
motored into his seat by one of my cars, 
afterwards had the audacity — not to 
mention bad taste — ^actually to say in 
the House that he approved of some 
limit being placed on the speed of 
motors when driven on public roads ! I 
was in the Speaker’s Q^ery at the time 
and simply stood aghast. Did this 
gentleman stop to consider, before using 
such rash and intemperate language, 
the effect it might have on the business 
of undertakers? — a> grand industry in 


Prance, but already languishing here 
through our short-sighted policy. 

Now, Sir, I am not going to be duped 
in this sort of way any more, so unless 
you are prepared to give me the above- 
mentioned pledge (of which I will for- 
ward you a form on receipt of 6i. in 
stamps), I must reluctantly leave you 
to *fiounder outside Westminster Palace 
without attempting your motor-curricular 
rescue. Yours affectionately, 

Mercedes. 

P.S . — Mercedem qui meruit ferat. 

The Berlin correspondent of The Daily 
Mail announces the following important 
item of international neyrs : — 

“ ’Frisco Kid, the champion hoot-polisher, 
whose great aim. in life is to polish the boots of 
crowned h^ds, has arrived here from London.’* 

“Uneasy,” we are told, “lies the head 
that wears a crown;” but far, hx 
uneasier must lie the head that wears a 
hoot as well. 
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“C.-B..” PREMIER. 

Exteact from the Recess Diary of Toby, M.P. 

Pleasaot to note cordial reception with 
wliich C.-B. is greeted on accession to 
office. Political friends and foes applaud 
his Cabinet-making. All he does is 
well done. Happy send-off for a new 
Premier. 

’Twas not always thus. Those who 
have dwelt in House of Commons these 
last six years have pained memories of 
quite other things. When at Reform 
Club meeting at opening of Session of 
1899 C.-B. had the Leadership pressed 
upon him by belated Liberal Party, it 
was a proof not only of high esteem of 
business capacity, but of exceptional 
personal popularity. Those who knew 
him in private life justly regarded him 
as an ideal Leader of the Party in the 
circumstances of the hour. Courteous 
yet canny, long schooled in politics 
and Parliament, suffused with mellow 
humour and the gift of expressing it in 
happy phrase, he seemed the very man 
for the place. 

He gave early testimony of insight 
when, acknowledging the unanimity 
that marked his election and the en- 
thusiasm attendant on his acceptance of 
the thankless office, he insisted, as an 
essential condition of success in the 
arrangement, that the Leader of the 
Party really must be allowed to show 
the way. Enthusiastic Liberals cheered 
this novel sentiment. Before the Session 
had closed, C.-B. on at least one memor- 
able occasion found his authority openly 
flouted. The Party divided in the face 
of the common enemy, marching in 
sections into opposite lobbies. 

Beyond ever-seething revolt in his 
own Party C.-B. has, through his term 
of Leadership, been hampered by quite 
unusual hostility displayed towards him 
by Right Hon. Gentlemen on the Front 
Bench opposite. Pringe Arthur in par- 
ticular gleefully seized opportunity of 
belittling the authority of the Leader of 
the Opposition. The cue was promptly 
taken by Ministerialists on back benches 
and below the Gtangway. The manner 
was adopted by Ministerial organs in the 
London Press. 

C.-B. faced the conspiracy with a 
quiet dignity and unruffled patience that 
would have disarmed more generous 
assailants. ^ He winced once last Session 
when, on his misreading with comic effect 
a word of his written speech, the Right 
Hon. Gentlemen seated opposite broke 
forth in boisterous laughter. For the 
most part he passed unnoticed the jeer- 
ing references — ^PRiircE AlRthdr here again 
frequently striking the note — ^levelled at 
his habit of carefully preparing in MS. 
his more important speeches. 

Whilst these things happened in the 
House of Commons, in Printing House 


Square, in Fleet Street and its precincts, 
C.-B. was conscious of being buttressed 
by support of Liberals throughout the 
country. Having the advantage of per- 
spective, they formed a juster view of 
his actual proportions. He is Premier 
by choice rather of the sturdy Pro- 
•vunces than of the fickle Metropolis. 
Now that he has come into his own, 
both applaud success achieved by ster- 
ling capacity, unfaltering courage, un- 
flinching political honesty. 

In the first Session of a new Parlia- 
ment we shall find C.-B. blooming amid 
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The Triumph of C.-B. 

circumstances wholly different from those 
patiently endured during six years of 
probation. Having uncomplainingly, 
doggedly, made his way through the 
bleak winter of Opposition, his constitu- 
tionally genial nature will expand in the 
sunshine of prosperity that awaits his 
return to the familiar scene at West- 
minster. 


May it be Averted! 

Ik The Daily Mail of December 11 
there was a paragraph to the effect that 
a possibility existed of Mr.- Beerbohm 
Tree with his entire company visiting 
Germany next April. It was not stated 
that the perfoimances would commence 
on the first of that month. But is it not 
the best policy for England that all 
Englishmen should refrain from acting 
in any manner that might admit of a 
wrongful interpretation ? Why do any- 
thing in any way to irritate the Ger- 
mans ? Let Mr, Tree, our ever-green 
Christmas Tree, reconsider the matter, 
and promote brotherly feeling between 
the two nationalities by remaining, and 
giving us the pleasure of his company, 
at H.M.’s Theatre, Haymarket. 


CHRISTMAS CRACKERS AND CARDS. 

Where Thomas — beg pardon, we 
; should say Tom — comes out extra well 
; this year with his Crackers for Christ- 
mas is with his Table Decorations. Of 
course anything Japanese must be very 
popular just now, and however business- 
like Tom Smith’s designs may be for 
drawing on purchasers’ purses his Jap 
desi^s are most fancifully original. 
“Bridge” too is archly presented, while 
the Calendar Crackers combine utility 
with ornament, and the Quick Change 
specimens are fascinatingly attractive ! 
Tom’s Christmas s'^ockings are enor- 
mous ! They are meant for the very 
biggest calves ; or, each one of them 
might be used as offering retirement to 
some hundreds of Midsummer Nights’ 
fairies after a Christmas Night’s festivity. 

McCaw, Steveksok and Orr apparently 
take the place of Marcus Ward; and 
keep the old reputation up to its high 
standard with a .Poetical Calendar 
chamiingly designed, and full of poetical 
reminders, very interesting. Quite a 
short cut to the poets. Ernest Nister 
is, to this present Xmas Xaminer, a new 
name. Congratulations to him on his 
most artistic calendars. 

The man in the street, DSomme a la 
rue (shall we say rightly or wrongly ?) 
will find the De la Rue pocket-books 
of all sorts and sizes as serviceable as 
ever. By the way L'Eomme h la rue 
won’t be a purchaser; he wiU only 
regard them with appreciation through 
the shop window, but die public will 
step in. And of aU^the other pocket- 
books, whose shall we indicate as appear- 
ing, at least to us, as most serviceable ? 
It sounds, or looks, as if we didn’t mean 
it when we give the name of their 
publisher and say— “ Walker ! ” 


An Hnconsidered Trifle. 

Happening to be looking over Sir 
George Otto Trevelyan’s Interludes 
the Baron de B.-W., while renewing his 
acquaintance with “Horace at Athens,” 
was struck by the following lines, so 
appropriate to this season when panto- 
mime is upon us : 

, Like the clown 

Who lies with fiendish craft athwart the floor, 
Then knocks at some innocuous tradesman’s 
door. 

Now, marvellously acrobatic as the most 
modern clowns may be, the Baron 
ventures to defy anyone of them while 
“ lying athwart the floor ” to knock at a 
door, — that is, in the ordinary accepta- 
tion of “ knocking at a door,” even with 
Ills heels. It recalls that famous impos- 
sibility of a sentinel “ lying prone ” and 
keeping his eyes fixed on the stars. 



'Downing, street] 



Joey, ‘*Oh! I say, Arthur! Won’t we just have jolly larks with their windows when they get the shop open? I’ve got my pockets full of chestnuts to shy at ’em! 

Pantaloon, ** So have I, Joey ! 1 ” 
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LILLIAN. 

-The Chiropodist. 


“ I say, that ’s rather a thought.” 


“Oh, I didn’t come for that. 


“I shall disguise myself in a long do you think has happened ? ” 


heard, and you can erect me a little tent 
in a corner of the room.” 


“I’m telling you what will happen. 
You will marry — oh, I said that. I see 


“Tee Great Annual Rummage Sale “Right you are. I’ll tell Cobb.” land, pasture land, in your palm. You 
and Bazaar,” said LiLLiAif, “wiUheheld Cobb is not only a churchwarden, but are not a farmer yourself. Then per- 
in the Schools on Thursday evening, also a handy man with the adze, being haps you know somebody of the name j 
under the distinguished patronage of by birth a carpenter. of Meadowes*? 

the Vicar, Miss Malley, Mrs. John Mar- “Yes, do. By the way,” I added, “Dick, stop it. Grace and Arthur 


of Meadowes*? ^ 

the Vicar, Miss Malley, Mrs. John Mar- "“Yes, do. "By the way,” I added, “Dick, stop it. Grace and Arthur 
GETTS (who won’t be there, luckily), “ did you ever see Arthur in a flannel are here. And I saw Arthur’s flannel 

Mrs. Arthur Meadowes, Miss oh, I suit — grey with a light blue stripe ? ” suit on the auction stall.” 

forget the rest.” “Grey with a Isn’t that the new “Oh lord!” I said. I got up and 

“Do you really come second on the one he was so proud of ? ” sat down again. “Of course you told 

list, or is it just side ? ” I asked. “ Oh, is it ? ” Arthur that I ’d gone up to town for the 

^ “Alas, it’s alphabetical. As a dis- “I think so. He bought it at the day? H’sh, look out.” I took her hand 

tinguished patron, Dick, I feel bound to very end of the season for that garden again. “An aunt,” I said loudly, “who 

ask you what you propose to do to help party, and only wore it once. Yes, of will die in an Eastern country.” And 

us on this auspicious occasion.” course. Why?” Arthur entered. 

“ I hadn’t reaRy proposed anything.” “I knew I hadn’t seen him in it “Is that yours, Lillian? I didn’t 
“Well, hurry up and begin.” often,” I murmured. ‘ know you had an aunt. Who is the 

“ What does one do at a Bazaar ? You “Grey, I think, suits Arthur, don’t Professor?” 

can*t sing very well ” you?” “Are you going to be told? How 

“You don’t sing very well,” splendid! The left hand’s 

corrected Lhxian. " best.” 

“My voice^ may be un- I took Arthur’s hand. The 

trained,” I said, “bnt it has g future was easy to read. “I 

power, not to say volume. I /[(\ m A see trouble before you. Dis- 
can give you some old clothes //) appointment and wrath are 

of Arthur’s.” j(i ^V/ii written. Great vexation will 

“ Do, and anything of your Jfi be yours shortly. There will 

own you can spare. And try estrangement between 

and think of some other way ^ <iear friend. A 

of making money. It’s for No—no— it is surely 

“Cassocks?” ^ Lillian laughed .suddenly. 

“Or is It hassocks? I really “ Poor old Arthur ! ” 

forget. Anyhow they want a ^ 

That evening I went over iLely^you have made 

Ar^r’s summer wardrobe ^ great sacrifices in the cause of 

and found quite a lot of old ^ 'r- - charity. As yet you do not 

things that he couldn’t really * realise how ereat ” 

have been keen on — except for '^^f'^^y-^ohUer. “ Tox my word ! These featheeless pictures j ueered into his hand 

the associations, and there round here!” again. 

must have been lots of those. I can see no more,” I said. 

I made a heap of them without any [ “What does the Vicar do with all the [“ Except that there is this trouble before 

remorse, feeling sure of his approval clothes ? ” I asked anxiously. you. The rest is blank.” 

as soon as be heard of the noble object They put the best up for auction. My next visitor was Ethel Willey, 
in view— -cassocks, or hassocks. I mean and the others have a fixed price,” ex- and then I had a brilliant idea, 
one must sacrifice for the cause of plained Lillian. *‘It is decreed” I finid tnkiTio' "her 

charity. I confess that I did hesi^te ^ band, “that yon wiU do a work 

for a time at a flannel suit (grey with a Mr, Cobb is a worthy man and a good kindness in the immediate future ” 

light blue stripe) ; but I had certainly carpenter ; but he was a fool to label my “ But I wanted the past ” she said 
never seen him wear it since his marriage, tent as “ Professor Fortuno, the Famous “ The past is past,” I said impatiently 
and ante;^uptial garments are unlucky Chiropodist,” though it does show the “ Let us leave it there. Now do attend 
or something, aren’t they? Anyhow, I spread of education. However, the mis- carefully to the prophet.” Whereupon 
got on the Hst. take was soon remedied, and I did much I gave her most careful instructions. 

Of conrse I gave some of my own good work for the cause. Personally “ Do be a dear and do it for me ” 1 
things too. In particular I remember a I must have made several hassocks implored. “ There ’s the auction bell 


‘ did you ever see Arthur in a flannel are here. And I saw Arthur’s flannel 


■ oh, I suit — grey with a light blue stripe ? ” 

“ Grey with a Isn’t that the new 


suit on the auction stall.” 

“ Oh lord ! ” I said. I got up and 
sat down again. “ Of course you told 
Arthur that I ’d gone up to town for the 














can*t sing very well ” 

“ You don’t sing very well,” 
corrected Lhxian. 

“My voice may be un- 
trained,” I said, “bnt it has 
power, not to say volume. I 
can give you some old clothes 
of Arthur’s.” 

“ Do, and anything of your 
own you can spare. And try 
and think of some other way 
of making money. It’s for 
cassocks.” 

“ Cassocks ? ” 

“ Or is it hassocks ? I really 
forget. Anyhow they want a 
lot.” 

That evening I went over 
Arthur’s summer wardrobe, 
and found quite a lot of old 
things that he couldn’t really 
have been keen on — except for 
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bave been keen on—^exceut for TuTk 6 y’^rol)blc'i . Ton my word ! These featherless pictures | 
the associations, and there ^00”"^ Z™" ' ^ OERTimLY fobbid chiikeek 


pair of erening socks, very fine, with myself. Run.” 

open work down the front. (I may say Of course I hoped that Lillian would I had told Arthdk that there was 

here that &e bidding was very brisk come in to have her fortune told, and I trouble ahead, and the rest was blarV • 

for these, John CrAirroN seeming them meant to give her a good one, too. but when he caught sight of his best 

event^y for threepence.) Also I However, it never came off properly, suit on the auction stall he started 

thought of an id^ She dashed in suddenly wilh, “Oh, straight off with the blank part. He 

‘It s ]uat this I said to Lillian. Dict, what do you think?” stood there beginning ah sorts of in- 

Im going to tell fo^nes. Ohseiwe I ^ized her hand. articulate protests, Ztil the bidding 

I^essor Fortdno the Fpious Chirolo- “You will marry a young and hand- reached ten shillings, and then Grac® 

mst. S4mces, 3f Ordinary aunts, 2d. some man of the name of Richard,” I drew his attention to the prksticaL if 
Qiildrea Half Price. I began, quickly. “You will have ” earpensive, way. ^ 


thought of an idea. She 

“It’s just this,” I said to Lillian. Dick, 
“ I ’m going to teh fortunes. Observe I a 
Professor Fortuno, the Famous Chirolo- “ 1 
gist. Stances, M, Ordinary aunts, 2d. some 
Children Half Price.” beeai 


began, quickly. “ You will have- 
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“ Twelve skiUings,” lie growled, 
‘‘ Thirteen,” said a voice. 

“ Twenty,” said Aethue. 
‘‘Thirty.” 

“ Two pounds.” 

“Two ten.” 


He uses a tortoiseshell comb, and prefers 

Beethoven to Wagner. In matters of Mr. J ohn Morlet 

gastronomy he has his own opinion, but is generally considered to be the most 
the statement that he eats a Haggis every intellectual member of the new Cabinet, 
Saturday night is unfounded. Before although there is a difference of opinion 
he took the name of Bannerman he was as to the precise meaning of the word. 


“ Confound it,” said Arthur, “ there ’s never known as C.-B. ; although now He is one of the few members who are 
somebody running me up on purpose even the policemen on duty in the House not Scotch, and his features are easily 
because she knows I want it. Three.” call him nothing else. The nickname distinguishable from those of both Sir 


because she knows I want it. Three.” call him nothing else. The nickname distinguishable from those of both Sii 
“Guineas.” originated with one of our wittiest M.P.’s. Henry Campbell-Bannerman and Mr 

“I won’t be cheated. I — . - John Burns. Mr. Morlet rarely 

won’t go a penny farther. I ^ plays golf when in Opposition : 

“ Going for three guineas ! ” Office. He knows 

“Four pounds,” shouted \ India like a book, but was 

^to ^ 

more than three pounds.” ^ his fellow Ministers are better 

“ Oh help. What will and nme hit h^der 

“ Arthur was the man,” said Mr. Burns dresses in blue 

Lillian, beginning to laugh. ' serge_ and a grey beard. At 

I glared at her. - the time of his summons to 

“ ^y ever didn’t you stop / the Premier’s house^he tos 

— ^h^ c^|umS<^ the m^t’^w s^d^ovOT ^ 

tl ■ gil© wood-anemme, the wind- 

Liuian sat down and shook - florrer of the poets. He eats 

with laughter. ^ : heartdy. Mr. Bui® m think- 

“ It WM,” she said between TiME-amSmaa Doa). mg of givmg up Bridge riow 

shakes, “my duty— as a par Benevolent, hvt aomeuihat deaf old Gent. “Hi, thebe qo the deae ^thehasM many new dutaes, 
tron — as a distinguished old Chdroh Bells, Enronto out theie message of ohaeitt ahd good- put so mucn pressure is oemg 
natron-to help-the rause- to all mankind ! ” brought to bear upon him that 

of charity.” change his mmd. 

keard off, said Sir Edward Gbet Mr. James Bryce, 

is not really grey, except in name. He who is perhaps the ablest Irisb Secretary 
■ ■ ■ ~ is still a young man, although older since Mr. Geraid Balfour, has been 

ATT A-nATT^r rpTT-p vri7W rA-RTOPT than Mt. Winston Churohill. His title long before the public as a climber and 

ALL ABOUT THiLi JN . came not from journalistic enterprise or publicist, but this is his first serious 

(Beprinted from “ In the Know”) the promotion of music-hall companies, attempt to rule the country which gavp 

At this moment, when it is impossible hut was inherited ; in other words, he him his admirable brogue. A man of 
to be told too much about the members is a baronet, thus giving the lie to the medium height, ^ he^ has read much, 
of the new Cabinet, the foEowing par- old adage, “ AE cats are at His interest m life is wide ^d vivid, 

ticulars concerning some of them cannot Sir Edward is fond of fishing, and has and pickled walnuts, he has been often 
fail to be interesting. ^ow and. then caught something. He heard by eavesdroppers to declare, have 

breakfasts usuaEy at nine, but on more fitness with cold mutton than cold 
' Sir Henry Campbeu^Bannerman occasion, when, for example, he has to pheasant. Mr. Bryce dresses simply in 
is scrupulously careful in his attire. It catch a train, can be earher. Being a clothes. No member of the new Cabinet 
vTas noticed when he caEed on the King Director of a great RaEway Company he spends so much money on hansoms, 
last week that he had not forgotten his is rarely asked for his ticket. Eds and few have a wider knowledge oi 
coat or omitted to lace his boots. He favourite colour is blue, and he always Esperanto. He is sixty-seven, 

has never been known to walk down PaE says that pure Latakia is too strong for Lord Rosebery 

Mflll wearing only one spat, however steady smoking. In aE other respects ^ • i. n i.* 

strong the temptation may have been. I he is a model EngEsh gentleman, is not in the Cabinet, 


TmE— Christmas Day. 


Campbell-Bannerman and Mr. 

-- John Burns. Mr. Morley rarely 
plays golf when in Opposition ; 
it remains to be seen what he 
wiE do in Office. He knows 
India like a book, but was 
quite ready to be the Chan- 
ceEor of Exchequer if neces- 
sary. Mr. Morley may be seen 
riding in the Park every 
morning on a short cobby- 
buEt nag named Bongo. He 
uses a J pen and Indian ink. 

• Mr. John Burns 

is the first Labour Member to 
enter the Cabinet. Few of 
his feEow Ministers are better 
known, and none hit harder 
in the nets in Battersea Park. 
Mr. Burns dresses in blue 
serge and a grey beard. At 
the time of his summons to 
the Premier’s house he was 
at work on a scheme to 
convert the L.C.O. steamers 
into motor omnibuses. This 
must now stand over for the 
present. Mr. Burns strikes 
a heavy blow, and rarely gets 
his umhreEa stolen. His 
favourite flower is the littie fra- 
gEe wood-auemone, the wind- 
flower of the poets. He eats 
heartEy. Mr. Burns is think- 
ing of giving up Bridge now 


Benevolent, hut somewhat deaf old Gent. “Ha, there go the dear he has SO many new duties. 


vJL ^JLLCAJX A UJ m 

“ Wait tiE I get my beard off,” said 
the Chiropodist. 


but so much pressure is being 
brought to hear upon him that 
he may change his mind. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Brayvo, Thack:, my "boy ! ” qiiotli the meiry Andrew 
Ahgedeckne, addressing Willum Makepeace after the great 
novelist’s first lecture on the Four Georges, “ Brayvo, Thack, 
my hoy ! First-rate ! Why don’t you follow ’em up with the 
Two Charlies, the Eight ’Enries, and the Sixteen Geegories ? ” 
And to Mr. John Long, who has just published among The 
Carlton Classics a clearly printed, quite pocketahle, and 
therefore companionable, edition of Thackeray’s Four Georges, 
the Baron makes a suggestion similar to Andrew Arcedeckne’s. 
Give us many standard works in this handy and inexpensive 
form. 

Mr. Herbert Paul devotes a considerable portion of his 
Life of Froude (Pitman) to the scarifying of Freeman, who 
pursued with bitter acrimony the successive literary efforts of 
his brother historian. Whenever Froude added a chapter to 
his History, or contributed an article to a periodical, be sure 
Freeman was down upon him with pen dipped in gall. He 
was largely responsible for establishing the charge of 
inaccuracy which still attaches to Froude’s work. “ I do not 
suppose.” he wrote in one of a long series of assaults in the 
congenial columns of The Saturday Review, “ that Mr. Froude 
wilfully misrepresents anything. The fault seems to be 
inherent and incurable. He does not know what historical 
truth is, or how a man should set about looking for it ... . 
His book is not written with that regard for truth with 
which a book ought to be written.” That is plain speech, 
perilously approaching libel. My Baronite only half wonders 
what would have happened to Freeman had he been brought 
into court before Mr. Justice Darling and a special jury 
approaching the average of intelligence. Having effectively 
disposed of Freeman, Mr. Paul himself takes Froude in hand, 
and in language less coarse, not therefore less effective, 
sides with the assailant. Froude,” he -writes, “was an 

advocate rather than a Judge. He held so strongly the 
correctness of his own views and the importance of having a 
right judgment in aH things, that he sometimes gave undue 
prominence to the facts which supported his theory.” When 
Froude, having completed his History of England, turns his 
gaze across the Channel, his biographer’s flail falls with in- 
creasing severity. Mr. Paul writes : “ The book is really an 
Orange Manifesto. Such works have their purpose and Froude’s 
is an unusually eloquent specimen of its class. But they are 
not history.” Thus was Freeman justified of his criticism. 
Had he had the opportunity of tasting both doses Froude 
would probably have preferred the Saturday Eeviewer to 
his biographer. It is to Mr. Paul’s credit that he is not 
influenced in passing judgment upon the subject of his 
biography by the parental fondness of the biographer. This 
stern quality increases the value of the study, and adds 
piquancy to a valuable addition to the personal history of 
literature. 

It was a great pleasure to read, and it is as great a pleasure 
to recommend to everyone, an historical romance so simply 
told and so thoroiighly interesting as The Idol of the King, 
by Captain Curties (Hutchinson & Co,). The King is 
George the Third, who, when Prince of Wales, loved Hannah 
Lighteoot the Quakeress, “ to whom ” (the Baron is quoting 
Thackeray) “they say he was actuaEy married (though I 
don’t know who has ever seen the register).” For Hannah 
our author, who “ wishes it to be distinctly understood that 
he does not vouch for the historical accuracy of all he here 
describes,” substitutes a perfectly charming heroine, Miss 
Olivia Everett, of Old WaLsingham Grange, a true gentle- 
woman of ancient lineage, staunch to the old faith at a time 
when to profess and practise it was to incur the greatest 

possible risks. With her the PROfOE fell in love at first sight, 
as did she with >»'m. Their marriage was iadeed a veritable 
love-match. On this basis of probability our author, following 
the example of Sir Walter Scott in his historical novels, 
brulds up a touching romance. Probably the old Norfolk 
family, of which Captain Curttes is a member, has in its 
posseskon a store of most interesting documents that may 
serve him for another novel as interesting as this. 

Interludes, “ being three essays and some verses by Horace 
Smith” (Maomujuu & Co.). The Baron reading these three 
chattily-written essays has come across several good old 
stories, but he gives the pahn to such new ones as are of 
the worthy magistrate’s own personal experience. 

Some time ago there was published, in bulky volumes 
necessitated by the long record, the autobiography of Sir 
Henry Keppel, Admiral of the Fleet. Sir Algernon West, 
brother-in-law of the old sailor lately paid off, has supple- 
mented the statelier frigate by something in the shape of a 
brisk and handy cutter. Harry Keppel (Smith, Elder) is a 
memoir including the later years of the typical British sailor 
of whom Her Majesty Queen Victoria spoke as “my beloved 
little Admiral, best and bravest of men.” Born when George 
the Third was King, and having held commission on the active 
list of the Navy under four Sovereigns, Keppel lived to see 
his affectionate friend Edward the Seventh crowned in West- 
minster Abbey. With light touch Sir Algernon West brings 
the personality of a simple-hearted yet capable man home to 
the reader who knew him only by name. He shrinks from 
attempt to define “that nameless magic, that infection of 
geniality” which made Harry Keppel equally attractive to 
his Sovereign and his midshipmen. Happily he makes it 
clear enough in the pages of his book. The earlier history 
recording Keppel’s gun-room days vividly recalls the experi- 
ence and adventure of Midshipman Easy and Percival Keene, 
Thirty-three years ago, when he was in command at Plymouth, 
Lord Charles Beresford was his Flag Lieutenant. My 
Baronite notes many points of resemblance between the young 
’un and the old ’un. Beyond the Flag Lieutenant, now Vice- 
Admiral, the type is almost extinct. 

Kitty and the Viscount, by Mulvy Ouseley (Gay and Bird), 
is a novel that the Baron may (under reservation) recommend 
as a fairly interesting story that might have been really good, 
had the construction of the plot been reconsidered, and the style 
of writing very carefully edited. To believe that a stranger, 
introduced by the secretary of a West-End swell-mobsmen’s 
Club to its members, should, at his very first visit, be taken 
aside by one of the biggest criminals present and be fully 
confided in, is so improbable as at once to upset the 
entire scheme. The introduction of the man who ought to 
have been Kitty's husband 
is awkwardly managed. Yet 
has the Baron a good word 

begs to announce that during 

be carried on as usual.” 
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Ayijpp STUDIES lecturers or even the inexorable years themselves. Yes, it 

“ was a delightful time, and its memoiy cannot fade, but to 

Middle Age. ^ come upon it like this is a little disconcerting. 

I HAVE heard many men talk very seriously about middle I met, not long ago— it was a distinguished, a never-to~be- 
age, but it was generahy the middle age of other people, not forgotten honour — an undergraduate, a great athlete and, I 
their own. In referring to their own years they usually must add, a thoroughly pleasant companion. What, however, 
spoke with an air of jocoseness which did not well conced pleased me chiefly about him was, not the list of his triumphs, 
their anxiety to be reassured. What, as a matter of fact, they but the extraordinary vivacity of his youth, both as to bodily • 
wished the friend whom they addressed to say was something enterprise and as to animal spirits. He could turn the most ’ 
of this kind : — “ Middle-aged, my dear chap ! You ! Why, beautiful somersaults on a lawn or on the floor of a room ; he 
you’re younger than you ever were in your life. It’ll be could throw cart-wheels; he could walk on his hands for 
time enough to talk about middle age in another ten years.” fifty yards and then, with a swift convulsion of his being, 
And the friend, if he ^ ^ could erect himself 

come up to 'the ^ .. --- ^ expressed the' 

scratch gallantly M , w ^ ik' opinion that at the' 

^ ^"7; ■ abhorred. “I say, 

to ODserve xnese Auntie, what’s that funny man with the red coat?’ chap ’’ I have 

living and palpably been hunting, dear.” him caU out 

aging reminders of Oh,— he hasn’t oaught much, has he. A untie?’ , 

one’s own vanished ' n ti.* i > •+l • 

elasticity, but the shock is probably good for you. j sion, do you spell . bicycle wth p t or a yl When 

Or you can pay a visit to your old University and plunge the answer came, With both, he ejaculated, Oh, Lord . 
again into that fountain of perennial boyhood. Those were , in a tone of such deep despair thnt one might have supposed 
the rooms Jack used to keep in. You remember with a the very foundations of his world to he crumbling beneaA 
shudder the night when in mere wantonness you let yourself his feet. Yet he was twent^ne years old, and responsible 
down from them into the Court by means of sheets knotted in the eyes of the law for such debts as he might mcur. 
together. What would you take to do it now? And Jack? Last For inyself, I coidd wish to lose a certan ^^ount of my 
week the newspapers Enounced his elevation to a bishopric poor ahihty m spehing if I cordd lose with it some of my 
and gave him high praise for his learning, his piety and his encumbering y^ and be a barba^an once more. But I 
doctifnll ortbodofy. Who else kept in the Court ? Edwai® am under no illusions, for it was but a short time ap tiiat 
was one and now he is a headmaster; and Tom was another, an aimahe young mm-a German he was, but not o&er- 
Td S^e godither to bis boy, who rowed last summer in wise hostile-rose as I approached and offered me his c^air. 
Hs cSeS igbt There are gLsts in the Court, too, ghosts On my protesting t^t I couldnt thi^ of taking it, he 
in flSs ail football boots, or in the easy suits of dittoes smiled a very pleas^t smile ^d said, wi^ pdhte msistence : 
thaS voi^ff XS^many years ago, and they are shputing “ Pray sit down. For me it does not matter ; I have young 
2 WmS aM^mng songs, and ^together behaying as legs and can stand, hut it Wd iiot he right l^t pu should 
if nothifg in the wide world mattered— not Deans or tutors remain standmg. I thanked him, and took the chair. 
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WHY WALES WON. 

Druidical and Bardic Influences, 

MR. LLOTD-aEORaE AND WELSH RABBIT. 

ARE THE NEW ZEALANDERS A DEGENERATE 
RACE? 

EFFECT OF GEYSERS AND FEMALE SUFFRAGE. 

MR. SEBDON AS A PHYSICAL IDEAL. 

[XoTE. — Mr. Punch cannot necessarily guarantee the statements or 
endorse the conclusions which appear in this article. But he is confident 
tliat the general sense of it is as sound as thatrif other articles, published 
elsewhere, in which the previous successes of the representatives of 
New Zealand have been explained on the ground of that country’s superi- 
ority, physical, social, and moral, over the degenerate Motherland.] 

While tlie echoes of the Welsh triumph are still ringing 
through the mountain fastnesses of the Principality, the 
student of ietiology will not be content to dismiss this remark- 
able occurrence as a mere detached incident in the everyday 
world of sport. He will look deeper ; he will investigate 
causes, primary, secondary, and immediate. He will say : 
Here is the spectacle of a country of the most exiguous area 
inhicting a crushing defeat (by however small a margin) upon 
another country almost 

Twenty Times its Size. 

Here is the spectacle of a practically untried combination 
overcoming one that for the last two months or more has 
been steadily perfecting itself in competition with teams of 
every variety, including scratch fifteens representing Scot- 
land, Ireknd, and the amateur section of England. ^ It is 
impossible to explain this overwhelming superiority without 
scientific reference to racial characteristics, the influences of 
tradition, physical environment, and so forth. 

And, in the first place, we must remember that the Cymry 
have always enjoyed a certain sense of confidence born of 
the success of their defensive tactics a,^'ainst the Saxons, who 
constantly failed to defeat them on the home ground. Then, 
again, football was the 

National Game of the Druids. 

The influence of hierarchies on the sports of a people can 
never be overestimated. The popularity of Ju-jitsu is directly 
traceable to tlie ancient Sliinto cult ; the Olympic Games 
were under the habitual patronage of the priesthoods of 
Zeus and Hera ; and it is from the ritual of Odin that the 
Scandinavians derive their passion for Ski-ing. 

Secondly, the influence of the Bards cannot be ignored. 
Ear-witnesses of the impromptu Eisteddfod which was so 
remarkable a feature of the Cardiff match, after enjoying 
the privilege of comparing the Maori war-song witli the 
national hymn of Wales, as 

PoURFxD FORTH FROM 50,000 PATRIOTIC ThROATS, 

assert that so paralysing was the domination of the latter 
that victory was already won before the leather was so much 
as set in motion. 

Thirdly, there is the question of language. It has ^een 
well said that a man who can conquer the difficulty of the 
Welsh tongue can conquer anything. Further, its effect 
upon the 

Development of the Maxillary Organs 

has no parallel in history. And it must not be forgotten 
how big a part is played by the jaw-bone both as a propelling 
force in the scrimmage, and as an instrument for use in 
oollocution with the I'eferee. 

Among immemorial traditions conducive to patriotic fervour 
in the football field may be mentioned the Welsh Rabbit, 
symbol of fleetness ; and the tale of Taffy, Welshmp and 
Thief, an obvious gloss upon that national reputation for 
sleight-of-hand which has fallen to the heritage of the present 
three-quarter line. 

Passing from prehistoric origins to the lower middle ages, 
we have 

Owen Glendower Leading 'ihe Weinh Scrum 

to victory in a long series of international games, and to the 
end undefeated by the combination which overthrew the 
famous Hotspur team (at that time playing under the Rugby 
code) in the match at Hateley Field by Shrewsbury. 

In more recent times Mr. Lii^YD-GEonaE (a local hero) has 
taken Cabinet rank ; and the Lord Mayor of Cardiff (a still 
more local woi*thy) has made himself conspicuous in other 
ways. 

The pride of memories such as these, both old and new, 
must have acted as a powerful stimulant to the nerves, and 
added something to that virility which one invariably asso- 
ciates with an atmosphere of anthracite coal-dust. 

Turning to the New Zealanders, we have to ask ourselvee 
whether the quality of degeneracy (a term usually employed 
in explanation of British defeats) can fairly be predicated of 
so young a race. I am rather inclined to attribute their 
debacle to 

Arrested De\'elopment. 

But it is not to their history and traditions (still in the 
elementary stages of construction) that we must look for the 
causes of this arrest, but rather to natural environment and 
social and political institutions. Under the first head I have 
only time to mention the Geysers, or boiling springs, which 
are a feature of those unfortunate islands. 1 know of 

Nothing more Enervating than a Geyser. 

No country that produces them has ever become a First-Class 
Power without a desperate struggle. 

Iceland has Geysers, and that is where the Prodigal Son 
came from. Further, in New Zealand, as in Iceland, you 
have those extremes of heat and cold which are so injurious 
to the system : Geysers at one end of the thermometer and 
Frozen Lamb at the other. 

Then there is the institution of Female Suffrage. WTiere 
the women of a nation become men, its men are apt to become 
women. No less a person than Xerxes is my authority for 
this generalization, based on a remark let fall by him, from a 
safe distance, at the battle of Salamis. 

Finally, in the person of the Right Hon. Richard Seddon, 
New Zealand’s ideal figure, we have a standard of physical 
culture which 

IMakes for National Obesity. 

His bodily dimensions (quite apart from his tendency to 
mental tumidity) cannot but have exerted a baleful influence 
upon his lo^fal subjects, discouraging that abstinence and 
self-restraint which ; are essential to a perfect training, 
and more than counter-balancing the admirable example 
offered by the svelte and almost ascetic figure of the Hon. 
W. P. Reeves, High Commissioner for the Colony. 

These drawbacks notwithstanding — and, after aU, though 
the football-players of New Zealand may have had a hand in 
the establishment of Female Suffrage, Frozen Lamb, and 24r. 
Seddon, yet they cannot be held 

Responsible for their Premier’s Proportions, 

nor for the Geysers-r-I must believe that this promising 
young country, by strict attention to its physique, will eventu- 
ally distinguish itself and send out a combination worthy to 
cross shins with the all-conquering Cymry, 0. S. 
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Hostess. Don’t you sino, Mr. Binks?” 

Binks. “No — er — I — hum — er ’* 

Hostess “Oh, I’m afraid you wouldn’t be heard in this large room. Thmks, so much. 

^ ^ ’ [Ternhle disaxypointmeiit of Sinks, who was simply dying to recite lam o Shanter. 


WHITEWASH. 

rin Ills new tragedy, shortly to be presented at His Majesty s,te. 
Stephen Phillips is understood to have attempted 
the character of Nero. So desperate a task is beyond the powers of the 
present writer. He is content to bring forward one circumstance in 
that monarch’s earlier career, which should add 

sion to the resentment with which we regard his deploiable lapses 
from virtue.] 

Friends, Readers, Oountrymen, lend me your ears . 

I come to -whitewasli Nero, not to praise mm. 

Bjs was the first of criminal careers 
^Unless the lurid record of his years 

Wrongly portrays him). 

Plain at the age of rising thirty-two, _ 

He filled the Cup of Vice to overflowing : 

Much that was better left unknown, he knew ; 

And what he didn’t know, if tales be true. 

Was not worth knowmg. 

But as a youth he was not wholly bad ; 

When he was crowned, men Ba,id to one motner, 

“ By Jove ! A worthy and a studious lad ; 

And so be vms, untd— oh passing sad !— 

He bst his Mother ! 

That was the turning point. While she was there 
He lived comparatively free from scandal ; 


He knew the sweetness of a Mother’s care ; 

Felt the correcting arm, that did not spare 
A Mother’s sandal. 

Who knows ? Perchance, had she been near to guide, 
His reign had been less lamentably shady : 

But, on the morning of his regal pride. 

With disconcerting suddenness, she died ! 

The poor old lady ! 

Oh, not to trespass on an orphan’s grief, 

’Twas from that time he took to paths of error 
(Thinking, no doubt, that change would bring rebel), 
Made it a habit, and became, in brief, 

A holy terror. 

I say no more. But though his deeds were dark 
They b nifl a pathos that no crime can srnother ; 
Young Nero would have doubtless made his mark 
Had he not, in a mad, mad, boyish tok. 

Murdered his Mother ! Dum-Dum. 


At Cardiff. 

Welsh Farmer. Cootpye, Mr. Shones, cootpye. I will see 

you on Montay, whateffer. , . . rr +> 

Exeurswnist from Yorkshire (to fnmd). Haow foonny t 
fowks do tark in this paart t’ coontry! 
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THE SAGE OF QUEEN ANNE’S GATE. 

Estraot from the Hecess Dii-RT OF Toby, M.P. 



A CHERISHED MEMORY OF THE HOUSE OF COMMONS. 
Labby” speaking from tbs corner seat below the Gangway. 


Monday . — ^AnotRer figure vanisbdng 
from a corner seat below the Gangway. 
Gbosts baunt it. In succession men as 
diverse as Dilwyn" and Geandolph sat 
tRere. TRe last to go (from tRe opposite 
side) was Jemmy Lowther. Now tRe 
Sage of Queen’s Anne’s Gate witRdraws, 
Rappily no furtRer off than Florence, 
but stiU too distant to be in time for 
prayers at Westminster and so secure 
Ids coign of vantage. 

Mr. Gedge carried into Ris retirement 
pained conviction tRat tRe Sage’s tenure 
of tRe place was not founded on con- 
stitutional usage. According to un- 
written law of Parliament, private 
Members secure for current sitting 
a particular place by attendance at 
time of prayer. Then and then only 
are cards procurable, wRicR, stuck in 
the back of the seat with the Member’s 
name writ upon them, mark it for Ris 
own. Mr. Gedge, who missed no gather- 
ing where “ Amen 1 ” might be loudly 
said, was constant in attendance at 
Xnayers, In course of time he was struck 
by recurrence of strange thing. He 
never observed the Member for NortR- 
I ampton among Ris fellow devotees. Yet 


of Northampton. A strange ^ alliance, 
the grim cobblers and the cynical man 
of the world. But it was firmly welded 
and, come what might, in whatsoever 
low-water the Liberal Party might 
droop, Labby was Member for Northamp- 
ton. Of late years Re has not been much 
to the fore, but to the end Re remained 
a Parliamentary institution. Between 
1886 and 1892 Re was in Ris prime, 
and did much to contribute to the down- 
fall of the Salisbury Government which 
befel in the latter year. It was naturally 
expected that Re would gain the custo- 
mary reward by the proffer of office in 
the new Ministry Re Rad helped to create. 
But something happened. He was left 
out, and in spite of cynical indifference 
to place and rank Re was never the 
same man in the House of Commons. 

At Ris best Re delighted a staled assem- 
bly with the freshness of his views, the 
piquancy of Ris criticism. He cherished 
a generous forbearance for sheer incom- 

S ‘ nee. TRat no man so doomed could 
. But for pretence or fraud, hypo- 
crisy or self-seeking. Re Rad a keen eye, 
swooping down upon the sinner with a 
sweet smile, a soft voice that made more 
effective the ruthlessness of attack. 

TRe House could better Rave spared 
a duller man. TRe Member for Sarx 
goes about with saddened mien, murmur- 
ing Ris Lament for Labby ” ; 

But now they are moaning on ilka green loan- 

iiig, 

The Flower of Northampton is a’ wede away. 


at question time there Re was, in the 
corner seat mocking at Ministers. 

Mr. Gedge smelt a rat. Nay, Re saw 
it moving in the air. Resolved to catch 
it. One day at prayer time Re, with 
innocent air of casualty, moved from Ris 
accustomed seat to one below the Gang- 
way in full view of Labby’s seat in which, 
at that moment, Dilke chanced to be. 
(When Re came to tlpnk of it, Dilke 
mways was there at prayer time.) Cover- 
ing Ris face with Ris Rands in devotional 
attitude, Mr. Gedge strategically opened 
Ris fingers so that Re might see what 
passed. What Re beheld was Dilke 
furtively sticking a card at the back of 
the corner seat and another for himself 
in the seat adjoining ! 

When at question time the Sage 
entered and took the comer seat, Mr. 
Gedge peached. TRe House laughed, 
the Speaker soleoainly shook Ris Read, and 
characterised the procedure as out of 
order. All the same, the Sage kept the 
corner seat, rising thence on the eve 
of Proro’gation last August to deplore 
afresh the conduct of the Government. 

Throngh six Parliaments Re has 
been triumphantly returned by the men 


HONOURED IN THE BRIDGE AND 
ITS OBSERVANCE. 

Mr. Raven-Hill exhibits Ris BAdge 
Problems (Laurence and Jellicoe) in four 
tableaux which Rave already appeared in 
these pages. For this show he has touched 
’em up with a paint-brush. They are 
very effective, and Raving already secured 
popularity in black-and-white attire 
they will be especially well received, at 
this season of the year, as excellent 
specimens of rouge, noir, et couleur. At 
a moderate price they will be dear, in 
another sense, to Bridge players, just as 
are John Leech’s inimitable hunting 
scenes to all sportsmen, ancient and 
modern. 

Each picture tells its own story, though 
some of them may cause discussion 
among Bridge-players as to the artist’s 
intention; but there willbenodifferenceof 
opinion as to the meaning of “ Why did 
he declare hearts? which situation 
speaks for itself, as evidently the male 
partner intends to speak for himself 
when the play is over, and the words 
have to be spoken in earnest. Anyone 
who wants to have ‘‘ a real good set ” 
in his house at Christmas time could not 
do bettor than offer the hospitality of his 
walls to these Bridgexs. 
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IN THE DISCOMPOSING BOOM. 

The Russian paper tHe Bazsvet has 
ceased for the time being to appear, 
because, says a special correspondent in 
St. Petersburg, “the printers refuse to 
work unless their own comments are 
inserted in the political articles.” The 
simplest causes, it wiU be seen, may 
paralyse the Press. Why so reasonable 
a request should be refused we fail to see. 

Our attitude is shared by the Editor 
of The Daihj Chronicle, who tried^ the 
experiment of allowing the compositors 
who set up the article on Mr. John 
Buens in the issue of December 18 to 
interpolate whatever criticisms they 
wished. The article, as a matter of 
fact, got into the paper in its original 
form, but at one time it ran like this, 
i.e,, the comments of the printing staff 
being here given in italics for the sake 
of clarity : — 

Critics of Mr. (?) Burns. 

Some of the Socialist newspapers 
are girding angrily at the President 
of the Local Government Board. 

Quite right, too'' ''Who says so? 
If it's Jim Black that said that, let 
him come outside." Mr. John Buens 
has not been in office a week, but 
already he is described as “'a traitor,” 
an “apostate,” and a “backslider.” 
"So he is, the Slighter." "No, he's 
not, he's a true patriot if there ever 
was one." "How about that £2,000 
salary? Calls himself a Socialist, 
does he ? " These abusive — “ They 're 
not abusive, they 're just. Abusive 
yourself " — epithets are not likely to 
disturb the equanimity of a man 
who is only anxious to serve his 
fellows — “ Oh, is he ? " " Yes he is " — 
and who has not renounced any of his 
democratic ideals. “ What about that 
£2000, I keep asking ? ” “ Wdl, 

you wouldn't have the man work 
for nothing, would you?" When 
will these acidulated critics under- 
stand that if there is anything in 
Socialism it must consist of construc- 
tive action, organisation, and adminis- 
tration ? “ Who 's acidulated ? Think 
we 're drops, I suppose." "I tell you 
I know John Burns through and 
through, and he's all right. He's a 
good man." "Honest John." Mir. 
Buens has never departed from the 
ideals of social well-being which he 
held when he began his public career. 
While his detractors have been talking 
and talking he has been working. 
"Talking, indeed! Haven't we been 
working too? I know joUy well 1 
have!" He can look back upon 
eighteen years’ arduous toil on the 
Lonc^n County Council for the bene- 
fit of the whole community, and 
particularly of labour, while his 
1 services in the House of Commons 


have been of incalculable value to 
the working classes. "Have they? 
I'd like to know how." "Well, so 
you shall: Johnnie Burns has . . . 
"Time, Gentlemen, please. You 
can't hold the pen all night, Mr. Clever, 
you know. I want my turn too." 
He now occupies a position where his 
practical knowledge of local govern- 
ment and his administrative ability 
wlO. have free play. "Yes, at £2,000 
a year. What I loant to know is, 
what price £2,000 a year for a 
Socialist ?" "Go and boil your head.' ' 
His detractors might at any rate wait 
until Mr. Buens has had his oppor- 



Dick and llani'y (who have lost themselves). 
“Please, Mr. Policeman, could you tell us 

THE WAT TO THE ThEAYTRE ? ” 

Polieeman (in surprise). “ Theaytre ! ” 

Dick. “Yus. We’re the two Himps of 
Merriment at the Pantermime.” 


tunity before launching their arrows 
against him. The accession to Cabinet 
office of a champion of Labour and a 
constant friend of the poor like John 
Buens ought to rejoice the heart of the 
Social Democrat and the Independent 
Labour man. "Why? That isn't 
what we sent Bums to Parliament for. 
We sent him there to be a working man 
like us, not a blooming toff." " You 
silly ass, how can he do you so much 
good as a private member as in the 
Cabinet?" Instead of thankfulness 
we find bitterness ; instead of grati- 
tude, reproaches. To win the confi- 
dence of English Socialists you must 
talk and theorise. To attempt action 
is an unpardonable sin. “ Well, well. 
Next article, please." '^Dovm with 
J ohn Bums I " " Three cheers for 

J ohn Bums ! " " Good old Bums I " 


The experience of the Editor of The 
Daily Telegraph was much the same, 
the article on Mr. Balfour's speech at 
Leeds having been originally set up 
in the following form : — 

It has been the affected habit of 
members of the present Ministerial 
party and of. their faithful shadows 
in the Press to pretend that they did 
not understand the attitude which 
Mr. Balfour has assumed with regard 
to the Fiscal problems which Mr. 
Chamberlain, with characteristic vigour 
and ability, has brought once more 
within the range of practical politics. 
“ Faithful shadow yourself !" " What 
price the Duke, and George Hamilton, 
and Balfour of Burleigh and Arthur 
Elliot?" "No blooming side about 
any of them." " Who 's he getting at, 
then?" "Joe's the man for me!" 
There is enough intelligence at the 
command of the Radicals — there is 
not a plethora — to compel our belief 
that this failure to understand is as 
much a pose as that of a well-known 
sporting Judge, who asked counsel 
“What is a bookmaker?” "Look 
here, I'm not going to stand being 
called a plethora !" " Why can't he 

say 'Awkins and have done with it?" 
"He's got hold of the wrong end of 
the stick. It was ' Who is Connie 
Gilchrist?' " Affectation carried to 
extremes becomes stupidity, and if, 
after last night’s speech, the Radicals 
stiU plead inability to comprehend, 
there will be nothing left for us to do 
but apply to them the epithet bestowed 
by Voltaire on the second author who 
compared his mistress’s lips to a rose- 
bud. "Roundabout, longwinded talk 
when carried to extremes becomes bun- 
kum." " If you want to call a man 
an ass, why not say so instead of 
dragging in Voltaire?" 

The talented Editor of the Outlook 
published in his issue of the 16th inst. 
an article headed “Fair Play and No 
Quarter,” the first proof of which read 
as follows : — 

“Although the duty of the new 
Opposition is to oppose with at least as 
much energy, vigilance, and resource 
as the Ministeri^ists have employed 
against them, there are some things 
in which Unionists wiU set a better 
example than they have been shown. 
They will not forget the public interest ; 
and they wiR not dip their weapons 
in that venom of personal rancour 
with which Mr. Balfour, Mr. Cham- 
berlain, and Lord Milner have been 
assailed. “ Oh, won't they ! Just you 
wait a bit until you 've got into your 
stride." " Well, anyhow the Tories 
didn't forget the 'public' interest." 
.... Mr. Augustine Birrell, always 
a vastly over-rated critic, has been in 
the last few years an exceptionally 
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industrious and oifensive partisan ; we 
can only regret that the Radical party’s 
universal provider of ordinary iDlatform 
fustian should be made Minister of 
Education. ‘‘T/iai’a more like fair 
play^ ain't it 9 ” What 's the matter 
loith the Universal Provider? Ee's 
all right ! ” 

The troubles of Tsardom formed the 
theme of a recent article in The Spectatoj-*, 
which, when first set up, presented the 
following appearance : — 

The State of Eussu. 

A far-away memory comes to us of 
an eminent explorer’s description of 
the doubts which for some time he 
entertained as to whether a body of 
water that he was following was a 
tributary of a great lake which he 
had lately left, or an outlet from that 
inland sea towards a distant ocean. 

trifle foggy that for the opening 
par.” ‘‘ What has Stanley in Central 
Africa got to do with the state of 
Russia? ” “ 0 never mind^ he 'll get 

there in another stick or two," At 
one spot the current, such as it was, 
seemed lakeward ; not very far away 
it was plainly flowing in the opposite 
direction ; while between those points 
there was a dense growth of reed and 
cane which made any certain observa- 
tion practically impossible. ''Rather 
like one of Mr, Balfour^ $ fiscal 
speeches," Cheer up, mateys, we 
shall get to Russia in time." Some- 
what similarly, those who now watch 
the Russian situation — so distant and 
obscure, though the. telegraph, when 
working, gives it a delusive appear- 
ance of nearness — are unable to form 
any clear conclusion as to the direction 
in which events will ultimately be 
deteimined. “ Then why did you sit 
down to write an article on ' The State 
of Russia '?" In a few months’ time, 
it may be, there will be no doubt as 
to the future set of the current of 
Russian national life — Tes^ that 's 
quite on the eard^,”-— but at the present 
moment it is impossible to say with 
any confidence whether it is heading 
backwards towards the sands of re- 
action, or moving forward to become 
a fertihsing river of liberty, or gather- 
ing force for the rush of a wild torrent 
of destruction. " Heading backwards — 
sounds like a football match." ' 'Ohy Lor ! 
there '$ another column yet to come ! " 
" Chinese labour 's nothiiag to this." 


“As a matter of fact, electricity is 
absolutely the only safe meanfe of elec- 
trically lighting a railway train.” — The 
Electrical Review. 

Mr. Punchy though not in possession 
of technical knowledge on this point, 
hazards the belief that the above state- 
ment is correct. 



THE COMPLIIVIENTS OF THE SEASON. 

Cabby, “I ’ad A beaed like youes okoe, but when I found what it made me look like, 

I GOT IT ODT OFF.” 

Bussy. “An’ I ’ad a face like tours once, an’ when I found I coxjldn't get rr out off, 

I GREW A BEARD.” 


FAILURE. 

Now the Old Year in senile weakness lies, 
Fast drawing to his close ; 

And in my bosom bitter thoughts arise, 
That make me dash the tear-drops from 
my eyes, 

And fiercely blow my nose. 

It is not that in this sad hour I weep 
For each forgotten vow ; 

’Tis not remorse that will not let me sleep 
For broken promises I swore to keep ; 

I ’m used to that by now. 

It is not that I mourn for chances tossed 
Without a thought aside, 


For Fortune’s proffered gifts supinely 
lost ; 

I very much prefer to blow the cost, 
And let such matters slide. 

But this regret within my bosom gnaws, 
That, though I Ve made prodig- 
-ious efforts to assimilate its laws, 

With patience worthy of a better cause, 
I have not learned to Bridge ! 


From the Gloucestershire Echo : 
Arcadian Fancy Dress Ball; 
Wayeeley Rooms, Cheltenham. 
Dress optional. 

This is indeed your true Arcadia. 
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OUR ELECTION. 


Giles. “I don’t enaw which on ’em i shall vote vor. They both bin round ’ere, an’ neither of ’em can tell I wot’r the matter 

Wl’ THIO THER’ PIG ! ” 


AN EXACT SCIENCE. 

[Miss Emily Holt Las written a Look entitled “ The Secret of Popu* 
larity,” in wLicLthe road to social success is described as “An Exact 
Science. ’ Some of its more valuable rules are Lere reproduced.] 

Would you, 0 my Sister, have the womenhand-in-glove with you. 
All the men in love with yon, 

Thinking yon divine ; 

People thronging round your door in infinite variety, 

Seeking your society, 

Begging you to dine ? 

Then come — nay, do not turn from me — teach yon charm 
and tact : 

As you win shortly learn from me, the Science is exact. 

Practise with a looking-glass the graceful art of meeting friends, 
Eancy you are greeting friends, 

^ Aim at glad surprise ; 

Cultivate a happy smile, catch your breath, look rapturous — 
That ’s the way to capture us — 

Welcome with your eyes, 

And learn to gush “How sweet, my dear, to see you up in 
; town ! 

It s really quite a treat, my dear ! And how is Mr. Brown? ” 


Ply with utmost diligence the subtle art of listening ; 

Sit with eyes a-glistening, 

Lips the least apart. 

Never mind however much your visitor is boring you ; 

Enow he is adoring you 

And grateful in his heart. 

Be sure that he will gad about and sing aloud your praise, 
TiU aU the world is mad about your sympathetic ways. 

When you meet a friend at tea who ’s been to Rome or Hanover, 
Call that bashful man over. 

Draw your frills aside. 

Bid him share your sofa with a little gesture prettily. 

Ask about dear Italy ; 

“ Was it azure-skied ? ” 

“ Was Jupiter so Pluvius ? ” and punctuate his prose 
Account of Mount Vesuvius with little “ Aha and “ Ohs.” 

Laugh, too, when he tells you tales of continental travelling. 
Never take to cavilling, 

However old the brand. 

When he takes his leave of you, at once assume an attitude 
Of deferential gratitude, 

And warmly press his hand. 

This way lies popularity. Of course, there ’s none who thinks 
You savour of vulgarity, and are, in short, a minx. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

As a reward for beating the “AE 
Blacks,” plucky IMe Wales, it is said, 
is to bave Disestablishment. 

“Your Imperial thinkers, your Im- 
perial drinkers, your landlords, your 
Randlords, your philosophic douMers, 
your Imperial shouters, your shimers, 
and your scuflers — there they lie in one 
mingled mass of misery.” The fore- ; 
going is an extract from a speech by 
Sir Wilfrid Lawson, and one can well 
understand that anyone who sets him- 
sdf the task of delivering such elaborate 
jeux A'esfrib after dinner does well to 
be a teetotaler. 

“ A Mother of Three ” writes to pro- 
test against the proposed change in our 
sailors’ costumes, as she consumrs due 
notice has not been given. She has 
just bad her little boys (whose long 
curls are always so much admired) rigge 
out as able-bodied seamen, and it will 
be a cruel hardship if ^ 

become “ back numbers.” 

At many British military messes, we 
hear, ofacers are fined by their wmrades 
if they appear in a “ made-up ” dr^s-tie. 

We believe there is no simiur regulation 
in the Japanese Army, and, if this be true, 
the successes of our allies in the recent 
war become aU the more remarkable. | 

Upon being served with soine stale 
fish in a restaurant in Paris, a Mexi^ 
threw the dish at the waiter, the water- 
bottle at a gentleman who interlered, Laiy 
„a alters, fad hi. Kvdw at a. W W 


teS’ldSr ItTrS’SihSratiS ing hi reply to “Aniloiia Eu^oirn,” ^ 

some of them were observed to be actually been denwde m ' tTiink that no present is appreciated by 

playing on fa fcfa- Vfe hear fa. a n™ «y»*{7 ^ he > H S. fa 

.hTltrs^ rr sn 

Street last week, a satisfactory explana- Strad Magamie. embroidered one when .smoking 

^ -rarnrf'hilv “Thc Worst Woman in Lon- trumning at all. 

Some excitement, we bear, n » \ jg g^ simple that one wonders . state tbe 

at a Charity Bazaar, last week, by A • j^ave occurred to We are of gp^ It 

nn-nearance of an old gentleman, of weak that it ^ ™ lYorst real facts about the itmg or op . 

J«»y ffip. in Engbad and W^” P«»n‘ 



HARD TO PLEASE 
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THP “HOW Trt” PAPPR^ further particularised, in order refuses to accept payment for them, and 

Tnb liUW lU KArtKo. to keep the communication priyate. need not he pressed to do so. There is 

No. IV. — ^How TO Write a Letter. ink , — This is a fluid of a dark colour, a cheaper form of stamp sold at a half- 

A LETTER is a written document, pass- said by some to be extracted from the penny, but its colour, which is green, is 
ing from A. to B., or vice versd, at a time fish immortalised by Captain Cuttle, and not so pleasing to the eye. 
when these two persons are precluded is held in a pot of glass or metal. The Dictionary . — This will supply the 
from communicating by word of mouth, supply can be replenished when it has writer with the proper spelling of the 
either by distance or because they are run low. word ‘‘affectionately,” or any others 

not on speaking terms. Blotting-paper , — This preparation is upon which he may be shaky. 

The origin of the art of letter-writing called in French papier humrd, but the Armed with these adjuncts to the art 
is lost in the mists of antiquity. Josephus writer once heard of an Englisliman of letter-writing the student will now 


mentions it as a 
well - known prac- 
tice in his day, 
and later on in the 
world's history we 
have the well- 
known lines : 

I had a letter to send 
her, 

To her whom my sonl 
loved best, 

showing how the 
same idea occurred 
to different minds 
in ages far apart. 

In order to write 
a letter recourse 
must be had to the 
materials acknow- 
ledged by the ex- 
perience of ages to 
be the most suitable 
for the purpose. 
Tliese are as fol- 
lows: — 

Paper, — This! 
should be white, or 
any other colour the 
writer may prefer. 
It may be, and 
amongst the highest 
in the land usually 
is, stamped with 
the address of the 
writer, with any 
information rela- 
tive to the distance 
of railway sta- 
tions, telegraph 
offices, golf links 
or licensed houses 
that may be neces- 
sary. A crest also, 




gkf 




"ill 




“ Good gracious, Master Tommy, whatever are you doing ? ” 

“Can’t find my best bags anywhere. It’s just like the Pater to put 


preferably 


3 • MISTAKE, AND THEN GO TO CHURCH IN THEM ! ’ 


THEM ON BY 


-be in a position to 
get to the business 
of inditing an 
epistle. 

There are people 
who write their let- 
ters in bed after 
breakfast. This 
posture is not to be 
recommended as a 
convenient one on 
account of bread- 
ci-umbs. Far better 
to sit down com- 
fortably at a desk 
or table, square the 
elbows, hunch the 
shoulders, slightly 
but gracefully 
protrude the 
tongue, draw a long 
breath and set to 
work. 

The chief lesson 
the novice must 
learn before he or 
she can hope to 
become an expert 
letter-writer is to 
adapt the tone of 
his or her corre- 
spondence to the 
different people to 
whom he or she 
may wish to write. 
Thus, a letter ad- 
dressed by a lady to 
a draper complain- 
ing that the eight 
yards of ruching 
delivered did not 
come up to sam- 
ple, and it is s\ir- 


writer’s own, a ^t^f-ams or a neat who' entered a stationer’s shop in Paris ( respectable firm shSiT^cIrrv on in 
monogram, may be added for the sake with the request, “ n. o’,-7 — . i., 


of omamei^or seK-adyertisement. vous plait, ” and was immediately such ail^'tionate terms as to' hrin^ the 

constructed supphed. . head of the establishment hui?ying 

from the quiU of the g^se, or anser Stamps. When the letter is sent by round with a proposal of marriao-e. Nor 
rw^am, can now be purchased m boxes post it is usual to afiSx a small portrait on the other hand, should '’a letter 
at the low price of three pence a dozen, of the reigmng monarch to the right- in reply to a proposal from an accent- 
wMe a handle of wood, metal, or some hand comer of the envelope, out of able suitor begin, “ Dear Sir —Yours ^of 
other hard n^tenal, as to be procured respect and loyalty. These little portraits 30th ult. to hand and contents duly 
from most stationers at an inconsiderable are appropriately TiamPil “ stamps,” and, noted.” uux^ 

1 rrn . euvelopes, are supplied with Bearing tbasA siTr ipIo directions in 

©nrelcpes.— Th^e are either square adhesive gum. Very good ones for the mind, the letter-writOT may proceed to 
usually sup- pumose can be pur^ased for one penny exercise his aft with the hope of soon 
ph^with a citing of adhesive guin, ^ch at any post-office, or they maybe becoming, as the manuals put it com- 
to be moistened m a way whieh need ( borrowed from a friend, who usually plete. ^ ’ 


plait,'" 


De la hlosh, s'il that way, must not be written in 




+Ti pTits of tlie preceding twelve months. 

A H ! ” said Me. Pui^oe with satisfaction as his xnindbW rapidly eomplain oh 

, happily, for we have a new Cabinet, we are teaching o Jp j t v T am not singular in that heUet” 

' Til T rrn /I lami flTtTiflrftTit. , ^ j. T Tinrtft i nm nOL dUi^uJ' * - » 


“ No ” continued the Sage, “ 1 think i nave very ^ of a stranger, 


“ Indeed, I am,” the stranger rejihed. That “y P , for hooks. 

»d .. ..n 

“ A collector ? No, Sir. A collector is a happy man compareu 

‘‘ Why, Sir? Because I cannot help it, bi . papers ; I thinlf makes fourteen libraries 

altogether>iiless so much Hterature has ruined my arithmetic. 

a day— forty-two in aU.” , -k^^^-T^+mTi ” Mr Ponch gently suggested. , , it is my duty 


“ indeed, I j 


a day— forty-two in aU.” , -k^^^-T^+mTi ” Mr Ponch gently suggested. , , that it is my duty 

“ But you could discontinue your suhsc p ’ -i ' ■p-nrdensome as these t v+eiiiprtual life of the time. I 

“No, Sir; impossible. This is ^ age of peru^ ^STkeep abreast of and Retaliation 

as an Englishman to try !o expect to understand the and universal military service, 

ought to know what people are tluniing. the difference between relative merits of petrol and white 

is.l know, too much ; hut I thmk I ought to ^ow toe d^re ^ ^ ^ 

¥oSK*£; a. — u — ^ 
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I ouglit to know how to keep a xQotor-car][ on an income'^of £800 a year. I want to belong to my age and choose a new 
religion. I want a new diet. I want to become a millionaire. And to do this I must read first th© papers, and 
secondarily" the books. I imderstand that one is not properly civilised unless one belongs to several libraries.” 

“ Do you read old books as well as the new ? ” asked Mr. Punch. 

Oh no!” replied the heavily-burdened stranger. “The old books are no good; I am told by the assistants 
at the libraries that every writer who is dead or over forty is a back number — only the books which have been^ issued 
in the last two publishing seasons are of any use, have any real snap. Mental pab^um must be^ fresh if it is to 
nourish the brain and promote efficiency, or, I should rather say, effectiveness, for efficiency as a cry is more than nine 
months old. But even so it is hard to keep pace with all the new books. Por instance, before I go to bed to-night 
I must finish a new treatise on Christian Science as applied to Voice Production, a new monograph on Manchuria, and 
a new novel called The Sands of Bliss T 

“It seems to me,” said Mr. Punch, musingly, “that, much- as the excesses of the past are abused, and rightly 
too, I would almost rather be a tliree-bottle man than a three-book man.” 

“And that is not the worst,” continued the stranger. “I can manage to get an idea of what the books mean ; 
but there is Mr. Sblvw as well. Nowadays, aU persons with any claim to culture must keep abreast of Mr. Shaw, for 

aoes he not reign at the Court ? Can you tell me what he is driving at ? ” 

Mr. Punch having tactfuUy parried the question, his interlocutor proceeded : 

“My wife goes to Mr. Shaw’s plays, and is delighted when a character on the stage describes her and her fellow- 
women as harpies, or as sueeiihi; but it does not amuse me. It enrages me. What am I to do? Is it I who am 
wrong, or Mr. Shaw? I don’t know where I am, Sir. I don’t know where I am. What we want is someone to point 
the way ; to provide us with a straightforward road ; to make most of all this literature unnecessary.” 

“Well,” said Mr. Punch, straightening himself, “you need not go so very far to find that guide, philosopher and 
friend. You want cheery, salutary, and genial satire ; you want the best reading in small space ; you want the cream of the 
journalistic record of the day ; you want a healthy yet pungent criticism of life ; you want wit without offence and humour 
without ambiguity ? Very weU, Sir. One man one vote may be a good cry in Politics, but one man one book is a 

better in Literature, when it is the right book. Allow me, therefore, ” and with a gracious gesture he handed to tliO' 

stranger his 


Pimirr^tr atttr ©'oltimt, 
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Sambourne, E. Linlkt 

Allies 245 

.At Last 425 

Beginning at the Right Bad 889 

Bewildered 209 

Breeches of Promise 47 

Chnstmas Toast (A) 461 

1805-1905 280,281 

Eleventh Hour (The) 858 

Fogged 871 

Gold Standard (The) 299 

Last Weeks? 11 

Lord High Obstructionist (The) ... 65 

Melodrama in the Baltic 8'4 

Parting (The) 227 


Cartoons. 


Sambourne, E. Linley 

Peace - and After ? 373 

** Punch ’* d’ H onneur (A) 101 

Release (The) 385 

Pensational Press (The) 817 

Slip-Knot (The) 443 

Temptress (The) 29 

Triumph of Inuocence (Ihe) 191 

Unemployable (The) 407 

Why Not ? 263 

Yirfd of the Year (The) 119 

Partridge, Bernard 

Call to Arms (The) Ill 

Chauffeur at the Gate of Paradise.. 3 


Partridge, Bernard 

Getfing to Work 435 

Give and Take 57 

Gomg Coacem (A) 453 

India’s Homage 345 

In the Baltic 165 

L’Amitid Oblige 89 

Nearly Done 93 

New John Boule-vanl (The) 273 

Not in the Picture 21 

Only William’s Way 899 

On Tour 3wi 

Optimist (The) 863 

Bnst, not Rust 417 

Shelved 155 


Beamish, E. 

More Jiu-Jitsu Tricks 16 

Blaylock, Misa 

** Train up a Wife,** &c 100 

Booth, J. L. 0. 

Scent per Scent 438 

Beetherton, C. H. 

After the Long Vacation 816 

Garden Cure (The) 126 

Lays of a Londoner .. 16, 26, 41, 98, 1*^1 

To a D.sused Growler 428 

Tragedy and its Sequel (A) 883 

Bridges, Victor 

Bud of a Record Ministry (The) ... 157 

Foothill of the Future 832 

Forgotten History 214 

New Profession (A) 420 

Brookfield, C. E. 

*‘ Oh dear ! Where can the Motor 

be ? *’ 52 

Burnand, Sir F. C. 

Afterthought (An) 144 

Cap’en Drew Draws 366 

Christmas Crackers and Cards 446 

Dickensian Carr- Actors 5-4 

Di'eam and its Interpretation 898 

Evenings Out Si9 

For the Benefit of City Business Men 128 

From a Heart of Oak at Brest 60 

Holiday-taker's Petit' on (A) 160 

Honoured in the Bridge and its 

Observance 456 

Lost Chance (The) 90 

Operatic Notes .. 17, 85, 53. 71, 269, 287, 
302,311,339, 350,362,387 
Our Booking-Office ... 18, 36, 54, 72, 90, 
108, 126, 144, 162, 180, 198, 216, 252, 
270, 28^, 8f)6, 824, 342, 360, 378, 896, 
414, 432, 450 

« Pilgrims of the Night »» 8 

Private Vifw of “ Public Opinion** 278 

Prodigy Son** (The) 204 

Some Acting and Much Talking ... 422 

Something Wanting .290 

Voyage to the Vines (A),.. 257, 275, 296, 
312, 880 


Articles. 


Burnet, W. Hodgson 

Christmas Foslal Guide 

Flv Leaves 

Gilts and Givers 

Legal Intelligence 

Motor Notes of the Future 

Self- Elevator (The) 

Butterwell, B. E. 

Government by Motority 

Campbell, A. J. 

Art in Aroady 

Ballade of Shattered Ideals (A) ... 

Disillusionment 

Campbell, Gerald 

August Xdylt fAu) 

Confesjiions of a Bad Shot (The) ... 

Four-ball Break (A> 

Carriok, Hartley 

Counter Attractions 

Men that Fought with DiHzy (The). 
Cochrane, Alfred 

Perils of the Road (The) 

To Chloe 

Cox, F. J. 

Any Bard to any Typist ; 

Dark, Richard 

At a Test Match 

Horace (not Hutchinson) on the 
' Links < 

Davis, R. K. 

To a Fa’r Botanist.... S 

Deane, A. G. 

Approach Shots 4 

From an Editor’s Post-Bag J 

Net Prophet (The) 

Rime of the Modem Mariner (The) 1 
Donaldson, W. L. 

Our Village Eleven 

Eokersley, Arthur 

Fairy Tale (A) 1 

Ideas Exchange (The) 1 

What to Do with Our Sons... 1 

Edmonds, F. 

Canine Wonder (A) 2 


Egremont, G. 

Reminisoenoe (A) 236 

Elias, Frank 

Indulging in Perso-alities 3H8 

Parliamentary Intelligence ...424,441 
Emanuel, Walter 

Charivaria ...... 7. 24, 3% 61, 78, 96, 114, 

127, 145, 176, 183, 208, 233, 230, 200, 
286, 305, 323, 325, 843, 876, 879, 412, 
415, 442, 463 

Engleman, Sydney C. 

Charm of the Charmer (The) 38 

Perfeotii^ the Parent 263 

Garvey, I. 

Music Pirate (The) 86 

Not Guilty 116 

Recipe f or a 80 ial 118 

Shocking Exposure (A) 831 

Society Chatter 814 

To a Fashi mable Beauty 349 

Glover, Evelyn 

UrbsinRure 124 

Gowers, Harry P. 

Geometrical Boarding 88 

Graves, C. L., and Lucas, E. V. 

All about the New Cabinet 449 

Artless Conversations 394 

Art of Letter Wririug ... 206, 248, 259 

Aveburiaua 19, 55 

Bright Rosaleen (The) 188 

G,-B. Analogy (The) 427 

Dainty Animals 96 

Dead and the Goick (The) 234 

“ Dimes ** (The) 348 . 

Dream Correspondence 430 

Dacal D5butaates 289 

Economists ; or, *Ware Wire 404 

Extracts from the Diary of a Lively 

Schoolmaster 314 

Extracts from the Diary of a States- 
man .....I... 153 

For Heroes and Leanders 151 

Golfer’s Protest (The) 274 

Great literary Mystery (A) 216 

Hidf-Seas-Over Edition (The) 388 


Partridge, Bernard 

Sower of Tares (The) 187 

4 *• Tariff-ho 1 ** 327 

To the Memory of Henry Irving ... 291 

Two Demand Notes (The) '8'»9 

Ualicked Cub (The) 255 

Waiting his Turn 73 

Raven-Hill, L. 

Dream of Power (A) 188 

Edinburgh Review** (The) 201 

Is it the Dawn? 147 

Lighto^Change (A) 237 

One who&ows 219 

Reticence i la Russe 129 


Graves, C. L., and Lucas, E. V. 

Hlustrious Inanities 431 

Imitable Percy (Tne) 222 

In the Discomposing Room 458 

John Bull Junior 132 

Jambomania 10 

Latin on the Lh^s 26 

life Below Stairs ” 42 

Lines on the Lmks 80 

list, ye Ladies 199 

Lookei-oa sees life (The) 79 

Millionaires at Bay 218 

More Dream Correspondence 440 

More Eclipse Humours 187 

More Enteme 404 

Mr. Bigcree Brand’s New I’lay 848 

Mr. Cary’s Poat-Bag 92 

Mr. Punch’s **Firsl; Treatment’* 

Series 892 

M^ Punch's Travel Talk 140 

Mr. Swinburne’s Novel 2 

Musical Notes 266 

New Cricket (The) 107 

New Lights on Hrllas 374 

Notabiha Ficta 294 

Otium Marinum 46 

Plague of Book-borrowing (The)... 861 

Plaint of the Bachelor Unde 1*24 

Plea for th 1 Dove (A) 17*2 

Public Spuit 18J 

Seasoanble Questions 171 

Should Doctors Disagree ? 78 

Singular Adventure of a Pet 

bay Duck 242 

Sir Gargle 420 

Solid Appreciation 332 

Something for Nothing ^7 

Sorrows of Genius (The) 434 

Studies in Journalism 134 

Sub-Editor’s Aunt iThe) 20 

Sunaud’Air 154, 

Thoughts on Drink in Time of ' 

Drought 60 

To Andrew Lang 244 

Two-aud-Two n^e Four Casts ... 163 

Unoommou Pets 271 

Unwomanly Men 351 

Was Mr. Gladstone a VooaUst ? ... 873 
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Guthrie, Anstey 

Bythe BoiuidPoiid 62 

Knal Stave of “A Cliristmas 

Ccxol” (The) 437 

Lights of Spencer Primmett’s Eyes 384 

Magic H’s (The) 5 

More about the Psychic Parcel 

Post” 283 

Our Booking-Office 324 

Political Economv in the Park ... . 149 
Bather PLemarkable Regiment (A).. 355 
Unhonoured Heroes 368 

Hankin, St. John 

Hard Case (A) 197 

Hinges, C. Malcolm 

Join nalism Up-to-date 253 

H^re, J. Douglas 

Cnange and Best 198 

Cricket of the Future (The) 110 

Marriage Market (The) 393 

Masculme and Feminine 284 

Military Notes i'OO 

Should Millers wear White Eats ?. . . 194 
Home, Alice 

How to Keep Cool 126 

I.adies’ Column (The) 189 

Ntrves in Nubia 347 

Hopkins, E. T. 

Angling Notes 59 

Hughes, C. E. 

Great Handk€rchief Problem (The) 99 

Plastic 420 

Problems and Surprises 369 

Public Buffoon (The) 352 

Hutchinson, A. G. M. 

Wbat to Eat and Drink in Hot 

Weather 87 

Kendall, Captain 

Birthday Song (A) 44 

Coming of Autumn (The) 261 

Golf Habit (The) .V 152 

Love’s Colours 319 

My Com dy 203 

My Tailor’s Bill 302 

Eeeord Move (A) 441 

To a Fur-lined Coat 368 

Whitewash 455 

Kinross, Charles 

‘‘ M^sa''liances ” 276 

Knox, E. G. V, 

Alchemy of Ink (The) SOI 

Amazon’s Complaint (The) 82 

Glossing the Channel 115 

Gentle Craft (The) '211 

New Guide to the Lakes (A) 190 

Odontological Evolution 144 

Young Idea 833 

Langley, E. 0. 

Interview that Failed (The) 301 


Lehmann, R. C. 

Autumn Thoughts 

Coming of ‘‘ Togo *’ (The) 

Five o’clock at Olympus. 
Freetarifftradereform .... 

Kaiser (The) 

little Boy Blue 

Nature Studies 74, 98, 152, 170, 186, 

204, 254, 272, 308, 326, 402, 416, 440, 451 
Our Booking-Office ... 288, 306, 342, 378 


Past and Present 221 

Queen’s Gift (The) 870 

Wonderful Boy of Old (The) 117 

Lister, Bertram 

Young Idea (The) 212 

Lodge, A, A. 

Editor’s Regrets — and Mine 248 

Lucy, H. W. 

At Anchor 175 

By the Waters of Windermere 188 

“ G. B.” Premier 446 

Essence of Parliament ... 13, 31, 49, 67, 
65,103,121 ' 

George Again 212 

Our Booking-Office .. 18, 36, 72, 90, 126, 
144, 162, 198, 216, 234, 251, 270, 288, 
306, 824, 342, 360, 378, 896, 414, 432, 450 

“Pussy” 276 

Sage of Queen Anne’s Gate (The) 456 
Lumley, Lyuiph 

Ripples from the Piers 25 

Maas, W. H. 

Door-slider (The) 421 

Straphanger (The) 341 

Mackenzie, A. G. 

International Twosome (An) 263 

Winter Hat (The) 424 

]\1arsh‘all, Archibald 

“ How To ” Papers (The) 265, 320, 

410, 464 

Martin, N. R. 

Facts you Ought to Know 397 

May, Rupert 

Answer to Correspondent 247 

Menzies, G. K. 

Ageof Education (The) 262 

American Modesty. 242 

Author’s Doom (The) 406 

Bondmen Free 77 

Cautious Lover (The) 386 

Domestic life 374 

Exact Science (An) 460 

From High Altitudes 188 

Highland Housekeeping 136 

II Rustico 207 

Jean and Jine 423 

John the Post 298 

Neurasthenic Bee (The) 28 

Telephone Triolets 376 

Undesirable Ideal (The) 122 


Milne, A. A. 

Authority on Education <An) 229 

Last Test (The) 91 

Iillian...l96, 224, 240, 304, 322, 340, 391, 
448' 

Place of Wild Nonsense (The) 24 

0HT.SON, Harold 

Solecisms 215 

Palk, Robert 

Seal and the Polar Bear (The) 241 

Parry, B. 

Un-common-law Procedure 431 

Pope, Jessie 

Bathing Machine (The) 139 

Bilkington Squire 116 

^Sverlasting Test (The) 142 

How to Beat the New Zealanders .. 274 
Howto Give a (Back) Glarden Party 161 

Mail-Cart Dialogue 413 

New Zealand Zigzags 341, 366 

Reed, E. T. 

Tablets of Azit-tigleth-MIphansi, 

the Scribe 193, 429 

Rivers, Edward T. 

Antomotoramic Company, Ltd. ... 1C9 

Robinson, Mrs. Norman 

Golden Rules for the Nursery 142 

Rowan, Hill 

In Corpore Sano 397 

New Liter® Humaniores (The) ... 377 
Riviera “ Petite Vitesse ” (The) ... 320 
Rowe, J. Clifford 

Modes for Men 235 

Russell, Fox 

Vi et Armis 25 

Seaman, Owen 

Blue Peril (The) 326 

Corrective for the Gods (A) 182 

Debt of Honour (A) 254 

Doge pour Rire (A) 20 

England expects? 290 

Great Expectations 416 

Horrors of Peace (The) 236 

How to Behave at Bridge 146 

“Independence Day” 2 

In Memonam— Henry Irving 276 

In Memoriam — Thomas John 

Bamardo 217 

Intelligent Anticipations 308 

Inward Beauty 33 

Lest you Remember 434 

Liberal Split (The) 398 

Missing Word (The) 362 

Old Songs (The) 272 

Oral Questions and Written An- 
swers 92, 110, 128 

Our Booking-Office ... 72, 180, 234, 251, 
324, 432 

Personal Note (The) 164 

Richard above himself again 344 
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Seaman, Owen 

Seamy Side of Motley CThe) 2C0 

Tonic for the Dumps' (A) 66 

’Twixt the Cup and the Lip 74 

Why Wales Won 452 

Yerkes’s Jerkers 380 

Senior, W. 

Blank on the ’Scutcheon (A) 230 

Professional Matinee (A) 164 

Smite, R. Mudie 

Church and Stage 243 

De&aitions 199 

Sykes, A. A. 

All Hands to the Boats 344 

Cabs a la Russe 109 

Cold Cobfort 439 

Dust-bin Era (The) 194 

Economics of Tipping (The) 140 

Faieof London (The; 89 

Holidays at Home 70 

In Defence of Fairy Tales 365 

Just 12.i6 Years more 1 143 

No-Hat Crusade ^The) 215 

Questionable Style (A) 230 

Bipet Years ... 226 

Simian Muse (The) 180 

Sflade’s Progress (The) 294 

Suds” Tripos (The) 380 

Tabor, R. M. 

Cricket 34 

New Broom and the New Birch ... 230 
Tayler, Sydney J. 

Child Poetry 229 

Comp' aint of Kind Inquiries (A),.. 176 
Thomas, Leslie 

Modern Knight-errant (A) 32 

Thomson, W. 

Pet-Dog’s Manual of Etiquette for 

Visitors (The) 858 

Turner, Denis 

Too Mu^h strain 206 

Watt, H. 

Industrious Hen (The) 315 

Question (A) 208 

White, PI P. 

Esquimaux Revival (The) 81 

White, R. F. 

Failure 459 

Wilkes, Henry E. 


Williams, F. Haecourt 

Sheep in Wolf’s Clothing 260 

WODEHOUSE, P. G. 

Hero and his Price (The) 43 

WOODHOUSE, 0. A. 

Fashion’s Phases '73 

Wood, Laurence 

Daring Damsel (The) 410 
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403, 427, 451 

Baumer, Lewis 9, 77, 149, 27], 311 

Booth, J. L. C 459 

Bowring, W. A 109, 142 

Brock, C. E 117, 133, 297, 421 

Brock, H. M....45, 52, 63, 81, 169, 187, 333, 

OQK jn Q 

Browne,' Tom 139, 207, 217, 243 

Cleaver, Reginald 19 

Cowham, Hilda 79, 464 

Greig, James 261 

Grey, R 376 

Hardy, Dudley......... 17, 35, 53, 71, 89, 115 

Harrison, Charles... 197, 251, 340, 409, 430 
King, Gunning ... 33, 41, 113, 175, 190, 211, 

247, 26‘7, 275, 295, 319, 320, 355, 373, 

391, 397 423, 445 

Kirkpatrick, W 97 

Leete, Alfred 377 

Lewin, F. G 268 

Mills, Wallis 43, 59, 91, 151, 171, 225, 

259, 313, 369, 405, 463 

Norton, Val 124 

Peqi^, Fred 7, 131, 253, 441 

Raokham, Arthur ... 15, 127, 161, 163, 221, 
' 232, 269, 289, 347, 394 



Raven-Hill, L.... 10, 28, 34, 46, 64, 82, 100, 
123, 172, 179, 250, 262, 278, 298, 316, 
334, 352, 370, 385, 406, 412, 424, 431, 
437, 438, 442, 460 

Read, Hope 239, 305, 325, 359 

Reed, E. T.... 13, 14, 31, 32, 49, 50, 67, 68, 
85, 86, 103, 104, 121, 141, 157, 159, 177, 
193, 213, 231, 249, 285, 303, 321, 339, 
, 357, 375, 393, 411, 420, 446, 447, 456, 457 

Richardson, Charles 88, 286, 304, 448 

Richardson, R. J 415 

Rowland, Ralph 196, 214, 233, 287, 323 

Rowntree, Harry 143 

Sambourne, E. Linley 1 

Shaw, Byam 361 

Shepperson, C 23, 185, 205 

Smith, A. T 107, 125 

Somerville, Howard 61, 189 

Spurrier, W. R 449, 458 

Stampa, G. L 27, 163 

Stokes, Vernon 322 

Sullivan, J. F 181, 223, 315, 387 

Thackeray, L.... 135, 145, 160, 178, 179, 203, 
229, 341, 358 

Thomas, Bert 235, 351, 379 

Townsend, F.H....73, 95, 226, 241, 257, 277, 293, 
307, 331, 343, 367, 383, 401,419,433, 455 

Williamson, F. M 215 

Wright, Axan 55 

Wright, Frank 199 
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